different child

Small child

At art market.

Pulling his mother’s arm

Towards

A piece of my work.

Coming over slowly on wobbled legs from

Newly formed knees,

He comes to the chicken wire gurgling some sounds 

Through a pacifier

As

Innocence waves bout him like

A

Red light searching 

A

Dark closet.

Looking,

Weaving about the work,

He gets his 25 second thrill,

Then pushes up over the sidewalk

To

Other items that will snap through him.

Eyes of an infant,

Strum of a blue grass band behind.

It’s about that child being alive .. 

Don’t let ‘em tell you different.

