puddle of puddle

if i could broker

or own my own personal,

anonymous puddle,

i would rope it off.

then,

i would visit it every day

and water it,

tend to it like a tiny

pumpkin plant awaiting the 

next carving holiday.

i would name it,

'jack' and make sure

that animals didn't drink 

it all up into quick extinction.

i would feed it more water,

and maybe some sand pebblets so

that it didn't feel inferior to 

all the other well nourished puddles

all about here.

and when i got to the point

that i wanted jack to go on

and my wandering mind just couldn't 

stomach taking care of it anymore,

i would mail invites to all my friends,

invite my family 

so that we could all take thunderous turns

jumping into the eye of that wet

spot.

sending sparks of water everywhere,

melting into that one tiny,

once insignificant spot on earth,

all feeling eternal together 

gathered for something much more 

significant than a faceless holiday

event.
