forever thirty-two cent lottery winner

if i win the

newest lottery 

i could make 

32 cents a second 

for the rest of my life.

with that kind of money

i could get enough stamps

and post cards to send

everyone a personal greeting

of thanks for buying 

the losing lottery tickets

that befell my 

new bank account.

but more than that,

i could thank them for shit

they didn't even know about.

i could just send them out 

to confuse them.

i could send them out to 

congratulate them

on waking in the morning.

i could just send a blank

one with a nice, bold design

to make them smile a bit.

i could send them several

post cards because i make

thirty-two cents a second.

maybe i could just mail this

poem to every address in the

world so you would get the point.

maybe there is no point.

pointless and rich.

remind you of anything?
