shrink wrapped

in my old grocery store

days as a kid,

we all loved one instrument of

pure procrastinated mischief.

nothing was safe.

from cherries,

to chicken wings,

to hands,

to gloves,

crabmeat salad,

everything was bound to be 

conserved forever.

it was a shrink wrap machine

and once the uppers left the

stench of that shopping mecca,

our horns grew and the ideas flowed.

we would strum through our fluid

brains for new things to 

wrap as tight as we could and to 

defy all tentacles of authority

and backlash with our tricks.

in our quest to preserve everything

forever,

i have only had the chance to 

isolate this memory through the

clear plastic jut,

above the smell of 

rotten strawberries

or mildewed orange slices.
