blush smile

Eyes peered

As the 

Roadway lanes

Growl

With

The

Hard

Edge of

A

Battery leaking

Uranium

Into

A

The

‘fabled’

moss pond .. 

Fingers working

To

The

Sound of a hard workin’ blues

Man

Lending

A

Trumpet

To a five-year-old in the crowd

Who

Wants

A

Little somethin’ more

To

Do with those Saturday afternoon .. 

A jar

Of

Mustard

For

The

Greek living down the hall .. 

Some red juice in a decanter

For

All the times

The oil

Leaked out onto her 

Linoleum 

Floor .. 

For all the

Reasons

That

Weren’t reasons

At all,

I 

Come

To 

You

With

One

As we

Speak in

Braille .. 

It’s

Just

A

Scribbled 

Roost

Of

Eggs 

Dripping yolk

And

The sweat from a woman’s 

Neck

All

Over

The

Used

Carpet

Just

After 

Five

On this

Day

After

I

Found

The

Shiniest dime my eyes have looked

At in 

A

Pair of dried jeans

Coming

Out of the drier

With

A

Gleam

That would make

A

Smile blush.

