i love the end of a day

as it butts into evening

and my eyes sting every

5th blink or so,

and i have forgotten exactly

what i did in the morning,

how many cups of coffee

washed over my teeth,

what was done at work,

how many cats we have,

what the president tripped over

today,

what allegations have been forgotten,

what new insects have been designed

by a nature ready to invent new articles

of storm,

and mostly the sound of my boys

as they do their respective deed

and my wife rubs lotion on her skin,

and the smooth part of night rubs

lotion on me

so that we call all fall into 

the black hole of dreams full of

smooth, wet lotion and the notion

that someday we may remember what 

we forgot,

but more importantly we will 

remember what we remember to 

make the dry skin

worth it

at

the

end of the

days.
