day-filled center

The day

Peeked 

At 

Me through a small slit

In the blinds from

Across the street .. 

It found

Me

Dreaming of the lone

Starlet bird

Hanging on 

The

Street sign above the interstate .. 

It found me in the middle of 

A

Wheat field

Planting

A

Row of sunflowers

For

The farmers

That

Dream of 

The

Bills

And

Their wives 

Catching that sex bug

When 

They come back into the house .. 

It found

Me floating over 

A

River of tan sand 

With 

A

Cold glass of lemonade

And

A

Woman in a light blue

Dress that

Could make

The

Mice

Mightier than the elephant’s mind .. 

It found me picking

My toes 

During a 

Board meeting as

The

Others in the room

Question their 

Continued existence

In

Such

Stale,

Florescent lighting .. 

It found

Me running 

Across the quiet city street with 4 kids on my shoulders

And

2 5-foot sparklers

glowing like

an

astronaut on re-entry .. 

It found

Me

Penning some

Words under

A

Small puddle of sweat

As

Rome taught another 

About the beginning of denim jeans

And

The

End of the

Soft bubble gum 

With the

Gel-filled 

Center.

