wandering meat heads

walking home the other

night with my family 

from a walk around the block

and we notice a car 

stopped in front of the house.

our 7-year old had already charged

forward away from our slow,

angular feet towards home

as i peered more strangely towards the 

unrecognizable car thinking

it had to be someone we knew because

someone was going towards our front door.

then, the car started driving towards

us and i then thought i was going to 

see the haze of my recognizing.

two fellas pulled up, wrong side of 

the street in a big truck with a 

white deep freeze case in the

back asking us,

'DO YOU HAVE ANY ROOM IN YOUR FREEZER?'

i knew their game.

they wanted to see us meats,

or i was off the mark and they wanted

to do much more than my relaxed dendrites

were ready to contemplate.

i came back,

'WE DON'T HAVE ANY ROOM. IT'S JAMMED WITH 

KID MEALS AND OTHER SHIT.'

their stare lingered,

as my wife and strollered baby

pivoted, and walked away from 

the dumb looks from a broken sales

pitch.

they said nothing, and clicked

the car into drive as we 

went towards the house hoping

that we could spend the rest of 

our lives not believing in monsters,

or ghouls.
