a lost note

A woman

Crosses herself

About five times

With the holy rosary

Before entering the 

Pool room .. 

Crossed with the

Sign of a vixen,

Pulling the hat out of the rabbit,

She enters the room of pool

In a downtown bar

Breathing the fumes of mystery as I look 

Up 

Into

Her eyes and smile a

Consoling handshake .. 

I couldn’t figure why she 

Was flying into such a rage

To enter a pool room littered

With sounds of Journey

And

The

Breath of five

Hard core guys .. 

I thoughts she was either going

To kill some of those cats,

Get fucked like a mule on the table,

Or

She had taken the game much

Too far .. 

Yet, 

I hear she’s just nuts

And

Saw the 

Sanity dripping out of her sockets 

Like a lost

Note.

