i'd write a song 

for you 

if i had the time

and knew how to construct

such a creation on 

a sleek, gessoed instrument.

but i'm not going to be able

to do that today,

or even yesterday.

you are going to have to 

stick with my lyrically best

poem meter or a collection

of paint dabs or my 

taking out the trash

or my making you some tea

or a little note missive in the 

morning or my cleaning up the 

dead mouse from behind the refrigerator.

my exposed attempts at 

creating little moments can all

create little tiphonies of sound

that could ring together a tiny 

tune.

even a microphone at the clatter

of all these tiny keys could be song

enough as the end of this song

ends in the light,

pinioned smash of the 

period key.
