GUM SPITTER

my mom used to 

tell me to always 

spit my gum out in 

the trash and not on the ground.

this likely came from the 

multitudes of times that she

got her heel continually 

smashed into a fresh glob of

my gum.

but her decree stuck,

and i always put my gum

in some sort of receptacle

and didn't bother giving the world

a part of my used mouth food to 

get stuck in their lives.

ultimately, 

i killed the notion of 

ruined shoes,

tainted carpeting,

and bad brake/gas pedals. 

but now that i'm in my early 30's,

i have deliberately stopped this notion.

it's just too hard anymore with a 

screaming child in a back seat and

all the thoughts roaring through my head

to stop and spit my gum out in the proper

bin.

all my ash trays are filled with money

or ear pieces or any other amount of things

that keeps our lives going,

thus i cannot spit the gum out in there.

so i spit it out with glee out of the 

moving window to plow into the 

screaming asphalt

and i love it.

i take utter delight in spitting my

gum out on the ground and passing

it on down the line to the next person.

so keep you rear view adjusted,

i'm aiming for your tires because

i'm in retirement, baby.
