glass shippers

of all the unsafe 

shit i have run across

while touting my stationary bones

in my fast car down the roadway

are the big trucks that haul

panes of glass.

they have an octagon of 

glass panes that are all there

stacked nicely next to each other

as the driver of the truck

looks like he just left the bar

after a jack daniel's sale.

car bumbling along,

i wonder how the glass panes 

don't just shatter at the sight of a nasty

pothole,

and then i hit that pothole not paying attention

and the notion of this truck is gone from

both my immediate vision and periphery.

i'm shattered

as my mysterious glass guy 

vanishes like looking through a 

window.
