never ending grocery list

i used to have 

the idle time and 

devotion to carry a small

paper filled journal around

in my back pocket to jot

down ideas and stories

while roaming throughout my 

day. 

these ideas would become the

poems and stories that would 

splay from my digital pen 

away from those pages of 

ideas.

those days have flown into 

a hibernation cave as 

the new journal is filled

with ideas like milk, eggs,

rice, salad, chicken, trash bags,

creamer, plastic spooks, saran wrap,

bread, cola, cheese, and the like.

page after page of grocery lists

come up through my nose

and out of my eyes as i pace

the aisles of the local 

shopping store.

all these ideas cost me money,

and are consumed by the family 

in swift, precise intervals.

they are divulged in ways my

poems and musings hardly are.

and it's just hard to write

about one egg or two trash bags,

or a bag of cheese,

or is it?

is that what my stacks of 

unmetered smears amount to?

it's perhaps the best turn

for any writer to go to the 

grocery list notion for a while

and just let the cashier take over

as you watch the fruit of your labor

go gently over the double sided mirror

to be 'beeped' with infrared precision,

wrapped in plastic for a waiting

hand or mouth or eye to adore.
