forgot himself

He walked out of

The grocery store

With

A

Package of hot chocolate 

In

The

Pits of his

Gloved hands .. 

On the way out of the automatic doors,

He

Peered over to the 

Rack of gumball machines,

Rub on temporary tattoos,

Plastic necklaces,

Fake brass rings,

Pictures of pop stars,

Other trinkets of night that went by without

Any hint of a dime .. 

He stopped,

Laid his box on top of the gum ball rack,

Took off his gloves,

Fisted into his pockets for two quarters and

Was ready to spin his luck 

For

A

Cheap charm to accompany his hot drink in a box

For his gal .. 

As he let the change loose

Into the slot,

He

Opted for the ring jewelry .. 

Out came a 

Mood ring reflecting 

A

Hint of silver for 

His

Gal back home .. 

He shoved the charm in his front coat pocket,

Picked up his goods,

Put on the gloves and headed through 

The doors to the parking lot

Loafin’ around like a 

Lost movie .. 

As he passed the Salvation Army

Man standing out from with the ring of his bell,

He 

Went back in,

Put the box of drink on top of the gum ball machine,

Slid off his gloves

And reached in for any bit of change he 

Could get to toss towards the kids .. 

Nothing left .. 

All he had etched to his soul

Some minutes before were those two quarters

That were to soften the 

Mood

Of his sick gal

Back home waiting for 

Him

And

The box of chocolate

That

Were to arrive from the cold

Of

Night into the

Glow of

Inside .. 

As he surveyed the check-out lines,

Racks of magazines and

Other trinkets that

Lingered in the 

Around the grocery store museum .. 

He figured he had to give something towards

The cause of the cold

Man ringing the bell out from .. 

Well shit,

He muttered,

As he reached into his coat pocket and

Fished out the mood ring .. 

Then,

He put all his pieces back on his on

And went out to the middle-aged man

Giving the world a ring

For the Salvation Army .. 

He reached out to hand

This cat his ring .. 

“Hey,”

the young man said.

“I just used the last two quarters I had 

to get this ring .. Take it. Give it to your sweetheart or one of your kids.”

“You got it .. I have no kids, 

but I do have a gal that would get some kicks out of this .. “

the man said.

“Yet,

I’m going to throw it in this bin .. there are some kids

Out there that could use a good mood ring.”

As the young hot chocolate man made his way back out to

The car, 

He figured the drink purchase was enough to 

Make his

Gal happy.

He drove home,

Went inside and

Opened the pack to make a nice drink for his 

Gal 

Laid up in bed in the back room .. 

He fixed the drink

And 

Served it to her with a grin .. 

“Thanks, baby,”

she said.

“Looks like you had a nice visit to the store.”

“Yea,”

he said.

“I gave your ring to a man ringing a bell for the 

Salvation Army.”

“Hmm .. that’s was probably a good idea,”

she said.

“Why?”

he asked.

“Baby, I’m just not ready

to get married yet,”

she said.

At this,

All he could do was laugh and

Marvel at the fact that this was perhaps the wrong one .. 

The wrong one in the gum ball machine

Wobbling with 

A

Wail of a bell

Trying to help those

Out

In the

World looking for a kind hand .. 

And baby,

Did it ever get colder outside that night .. 

Yet,

He poured himself a heapin’ cup of hot chocolate

For himself

And

Forgot himself for a while .. 

