a lucky launch

if all else fails,

we can rely on the 

tiny aluminum foil

square stuck to a wall

of a building between

kansas and missouri.

about 8 years ago,

after a good romp at the bars,

a group of us when back to my 

apartment and began rifling through

old shit in the kitchen.

we had peeps melting in the microwave,

and promptly made stacks of 

butter, freeze burned pork chops,

old packets of meat,

and other varieties of frozen and cold

items.

clutching onto what we like of our

youth, we grabbed the refuse of 

cold's neglect, and headed

for the back porch.

we had a clean view to kansas just

over the state line on our raised

city view.

there was a long brick building that

was a recording studio,

and the goal was to launch our goods 

over the bar next door to us and 

make it onto the roof of the 

recording studio.

and the journey began.

the were chucks, 

throws,

long launches

into the dark, dark night.

thuds,

clanks,

slats

like the pitter of a bat man

episode,

and laughter for hours.

the next morning, 

i work in an air condition less 

room to a muggy, hot august day.

after pouring a cup of coffee,

i looked over towards the havoc

from the night before and noticed

a shimmering piece of aluminum on 

the wall.

the butter had melted,

but the aluminum wrapper stuck.

that was my throw.

i wadded up a warm stick of butter

and flung it as hard as i could.

it slapped hard against the wall,

and the laughter ensued.

that tiny sliver of foil

is still up on that wall.

it's right across the street

from twin city tavern’s side entrance.

and everytime either i,

or a friend there that night see's it,

we stop and marvel at the tiny

miracle that was created that evening.

it was like we helped give birth

to a litter of pups,

and now they are out making the world

right.
