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Ode on a Styrofoam Cup 
By Christopher Adamson 

 
 

What I saw from the hospital window 
After they gave me the diagnosis. 
 
Below: 
A bed of wilted irises 
Broken glass glinting on the sidewalk 
Pigeons picking at breadcrumbs  
A child, with a Dutch cut, in a round window 
Graffiti scrawled on the side of a white cube van 
A cigarette butt flicked from a passenger window. 
 
To the east: 
A brick tenement, boarded up 
The Marlboro man on the billboard by the overpass 
Smoke wisping skyward from a factory stack 
A hooded figure on a fire escape 
The clock in the derelict tower 
Missing both hands. 
 
Farther south: 
Dogs running helter-skelter on a pebble beach 
Insatiable roll of whitecaps 
A random parade of grey 
Unforgiving cloud. 
 
Inside: 
Marooned in smudged glass 
The pie of a face, indistinct 
Blur of arms lifting the wastebasket 
A skull and crossbones 
Purpled on the orderly’s bicep. 
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