an abbreviated moment

Brought down

By the arm

Of

A

Slot machine

And picked up by a 

Tub of nickels dropping

Louder than a falling hat.

They go to the boats to

Forge their existing cash

For the image of a commercial

And

Wipe the mouth of the 

Frothing horse 

Ready to gallop down the stretch into

Another 

Pull over shirt and bad photo opportunity .. 

Yes,

And the calamity builds

Like a billow in a dream

That

Was released from the words 

Of

A

Wise man cracking swollen

Love

From

The

Corner of a two-tabletop dine

In the

Small town

Inking out a small thought

For

The

Congruence

Given in an

Abbreviated moment.

something more in the smoky eye

Brought

Down by a cloud of smoke,

She leaches onto your arm

As

Though the security of the world

Rests

Behind your eyes .. 

Yet,

The ones that came before read the signals

In 

The crowns of your retinas

And

Knew that there was something

More

In the smoke

That

Had

A

Way of billow

Bill-o

Billowing up and about

The

Scene before you now and crowding a room.

The other hand

Comes up from your back pocket

And begins to 

Caress

The

Small of your back

As

You know that something more than

Smoke and eyes will make it.

