unread

my wife 

has quite possibly

read most everything 

ever written in book form.

at least she has read 

every classic that has ever 

been written.

she's reads all kinds of 

magazines,

backs of boxes,

instruction manuals,

essays,

poem anthologies,

and anything else

with dancing characters 

ready to assail her

brain folds.

she loves to read.

and as i have grown with her,

loved her more,

watched her read everything 

all the time,

strained under the weight of 

bulky bags of library books,

i have tried to write more

new stuff just to keep her behind

a bit on the reading circuit.

but, it doesn't last long,

because she will read everything

that i print and put on a 

flat surface.

the beauty of this poem is that

she has no knowledge of this in 

real time as these small electronic

etchings go careening in horizontal 

order across my screen.

then i realize she hasn't read everything.

she hasn't read this vertical tower

of words.

the one building she hasn't looked into,

around and through.

a monolith of unread enjoyment.

soon,

it will be picked away by eager eye 

balls.

her painted and cultured eye lashes.

this one unread poem is for you, baby.
