met before?

The oceanic waves

Move

Like a snake shaken

Pulse

From

The

Split ends of her hair .. 

Going down

Into the 

Pulse of 

Future embryos ..

She shakes

Smiles like smoke rings coming

Out of the tailors mouth on lunch break .. 

She peers around as though

All humanity is

A

Bucket of warm bread

And

Debauchery is just around the corner .. 

She’s a woman

Who prefers to be called a gal ..

A checker in 

The back of a chess box,

A bowl of cereal in hot, cinnamon oatmeal .. 

A woman

That utters her name in near silence

And will pass by you 

With

The

Quake of two lions touseling over the last bone .. 

A gal that

Casts a queer eye at the phone

And knows you

Even

If you’ve never met her before .. 

