ions

“that is,

if you have the time .. “

he tells the taller, older man.

“I’ll think it over and give you a call.

Though, it was nice meeting with you. I appreciate you coming in today,”

He tells the young chap with an outstretched arm.

After a good, hearty shake of the hand,

He leaves the building and begins walking to his car .. 

Then past his car .. 

And on down to the bus depot.

He going to leave for a while

To ride providence, karma

A credit card and the road of 

A state he’s dying to define.

His idea,

Is to catch the Missouri bound train down to the boulevard

To purchase a ticket for the $1,500 one way ticket down’

To Mexico City .. 

He doesn’t know how long he’ll be there

Or how long it will last,

Yet he knows he’s got to split for some time to let

The wavy lines of life take him

All over the paper and back to the ink well .. 

He figures when he comes back to fetch his car,

There will either be a reason to take the teaching job he just applied for

Or

Drive on again

Down 

That

Weaving

Wacky

Road 

Going

In

Directions

Direct

Ions .. 

