losing hand of Chicago

He waggled his head

Around and spoke

Of

Stories

Gone down in

Nashville

The

Weekend 

Before .. 

Then 

As he reared up to 

Remember

A

Piece

Of

Something that went

Down before

He left town .. 

The thought went away .. 

It 

Tip-toed off

With the lint

In a

A

Jester’s pocket .. 

It

Went

Around the room

Looking for a good joke

Or

Something

Painted

In

Purple .. 

Yes,

It was to be a story

About

A

Neighbor

Girl

That

Called him up 

To

Help her change a fan belt

In

Her washing machine .. 

As he walked into her apartment,

She was

Wearing nothing but a 

Large

Yellow oxford shirt with

A

Several buttons

Attached to the front .. 

He shook

Her hand,

Laughed about a photo of

A

Monkey on the wall

And 

Followed her down the hall .. 

Yes,

As he was led behind her trail

Of

Beautiful cream skin,

Her

Shirt was bouncing up and over

Her

Ass

That

Was whispering

Words

He

Couldn’t answer to in a straight tone .. 

She explained the problem,

Handed him the belt and a wrench .. 

He smiled

With a terrible sigh of lust in his eye

As

She reached her right arm to her left shoulder for

An

Itch and further

Let some

More skin show .. 

As he looked into her

Eye,

He laughed

And

Went on to move the washer from the wall and begin

Working his

Tools

And

Novice craft .. 

To this,

She threw on a Marvin Gaye album

And

Began

Shuffling through a deck of cards .. 

Nearly 12 minutes later,

He was done,

Turned around and 

Found her still shuffling a deck of cards .. 

At this,

He told her that the shit was sealed back up,

Asked her if she was going to toss

Some cards around that evening .. 

To this,

She replied a simple ‘no’

And went on to say that

She was curious if he was

Interested

In

A

Real gamble .. 

She asked him if they could

Play three hands

Of

Chicago .. each person would have one request of the 

Other .. no request was out of the chain saw’s direction .. it

Was all open.

Telling him the whole time with an air

Of comfort

And

Casual playfulness .. 

He agreed .. 

Having the time before he was to be picked up 

For his ride to the airport .. 

He went over to the couch,

Took off his shoes and

Began the initial game .. 

She won .. 

The second game .. he won .. 

Before the third game,

She asked what his desire would be .. 

He wanted her 

To answer the door a second time that night

Without a shirt on .. 

She laughed and told him 

He was catching on .. 

He laughed as well as she began

Dealing the cards out onto the 

Blemished coffee table .. 

He then asked what her

Desire would be .. 

She said he

Was on the right wave .. 

At this point in the tale within a tale,

He played his worst

Hand of cards ever

And

She knew it .. 

Also,

There

Was no need for this

Cat

To 

Go on about his weekend in Nashville .. 

He took 

The

Goat

By the scruff before 

He

Hit the road .. 

And

His

Leg twitching like a 

7th grader with a hard-on behind

the school’s beauty in math class

was

all the table of listeners 

had

to 

know

as

to

what

she

requested at his losing hand

of Chicago.

