some kind of Sunday

Charisma

Put into a net and 

Raised to the top of 

The

Dulling pole,

The windows

With their pulled down screens and 

Tan strips of brick going

Back and forth this

Sunday morning

That

Give mother’s their due respect

For

The

Jive and shit shoveled in a load

Of laundry and 

Pot of chicken stew .. 

The planes sounding overhead like

A

Ricochet

In a hot oven

Cooking the last of the first left overs .. 

The driving a car backwards

As the 

Reversed fortune of 

Tomorrow

Will come walking by with a sly grin

In a couple of days from now .. 

Yes,

Will spring jumping like a chicken in 

The dark,

We 

Give the world words

And

Some kind of semblence of 

Merriment.

