a brutal break

i broke

another 

wine glass

last night.

sifting through

the sink for some

decent silverware

to eat and 

poof,

another glass down.

i broke about 4 glasses in

2 day stretch some months back.

i broke our wedding

glasses that were big bulbs

of elegant glass 

large enough to hold a half 

bottle of wine.

i break drinking glasses.

glasses die when they get in

my path.

gone as easily as they came in.

so now i relish all the plastic

cups around me.

plastic shot glasses

while the glass all winces under

the karmic stench of my reaching hand

and increasing affinity to plastic.

sorry baby,

i won't break you.

i'm much better with flesh

than i am glass.
