pair of socks

Two ways 

From nice,

They waltz into a marred realm

And

Begin 

Shaking hands with the bartender.

Grabbing short drinks

And 

Tucking away small eye lashes for the road .. 

The night

Air was 

Stream with intrigue for

All they ever expected to 

Leave with was a jug of water and a 

6-pack of beer.

Yes,

What you see is 

Before you and what you don’t

See behind you

Is swimming with such eyes that 

You won’t either look-up or away .. 

You’ll peer forth

As though the world is going to finally tell its story and 

Beauty is going to go 

Streaming down the way naked

As a lark with nothing but

A

Pair of socks.

