insect’s mighty stomp

The sisters

Packed

Into 

A beat-up

Ford Taurus

With

Spray painted panels on the side

Go through

The

4-way stop

without looking and a glare

in their glint

as I hop over the smashed

orange cone

that used to have a life

of

shielding and

wielding people that

looked

and

Heeled to the road .. 

Yes,

As the small bug crawls over

The

Inside glass of my

Windshield

Later in

The

Night

I think about the tornado

That

Hit the street

Several nights ago .. 

Now,

It’s tranquil as a glass of 

Water

Sitting 

On a frozen tabletop .. 

Yes,

The strewn cars

And

Torn roofs

Looking like a hangover following a hangover

As a

Small

Bug

Just walks

With

All the glory of

A cat chasing a mouse .. 

Yes,

No one could catch up 

To

This bug

And

No one was going to as

The

Sun dipped it’s cookies

Into

The

White sky

With

Jazz screaming 

Loud over

The

Quiet smile

Of

A

Car next to 

Going

To

See

The strewn bits

Of the insects

Mighty stomp.

