
I caught a bit of Lake Ontario 
In the spring breeze, this evening, 
As I stood and waited at the bus stop 
In Mt. Laurel, NJ. 
 
On the breeze came  
Summer nights 
Waiting with the boat, 
As my father fetched the trailer. 
And the heat of the day settled 
Now on this warm lake, 
With its baked seaweed 
Lapping to the rocks of the shore. 


