ouija

one of the 

more creepy,

exciting parts

of being a kid

was the whole

ouija board wonder.

my neighbor friend

bill had one,

and we used to use

it in his basement.

it was a dank,

crapper of a room,

and we would pull out an 

old card table,

turn out the lights,

and set up the board for

our sack of questions and

an unimaginable future

we wanted to crack.

we would lightly place

our hands on the magnified

plastic triangle and ask

random questions.

the piece would whiz and whirl

about, and i would wonder

who was moving the piece 

around more, 

me or him.

our sweaty hands 

swiveled the piece to and fro,

and we would ask questions about

comic books, girls, 

and going to the movies.

at one point,

the board said it was king tut

and tried to keep talking to us.

this threw our hands away from the 

board, and we wondered if

the curse was about to be let loose.

we always heard stories about how

kids would throw the board away after

being creeped out by a random adventure

on the board,

and it would show up in their game closets

the next day.

or, their luck would go south.

so, we knew better than to destroy

or lose our board.

but, as time went along,

we gave up on it.

just let it slip away into a lost

toy chest like all our best infant

memories,

just safely tucked away until urgent 

adult moments need us to attach a 

buried feeling to it.

