at-home kit

Half moons

And

Lust ridden

Nymphs .. 

As the world

Continues

To

Ride the ‘normal’ train

Straight

Through without asking a question .. 

They fixate their eyes

On collection

As many things as possible .. 

Teddy bears

Coins

Guns

Saucers

Cups

Leather

Woods

Etc.. etc. more

As their words

Become stale in talk,

Yet come

Alive like a crazy bus full of 

Coffee loons

When they speak about

Waiting in line for the newest McDonald’s toy .. 

Yet,

They fail to go out and give their kids

A

Good swing on the gym set rusting in the back yard .. 

Yes,

I’m the wacky one

As 

The normal thrive on more normal .. 

Swallowing television 

Like a washed up actress taking

Down valium .. 

Fist by fist

And broken virtue

By a will to live .. 

Bellowing by 

The

Normal light

As the

Kindling fire

Here in the neglected corner

Burns with a 

Hot glow of cool fire

As the laughter gains

And the

Normal

Flutter with hateful faces of

Sunday morning faces

Misunderstanding

Messages given

Of 

Loving this life with not just two hands

But

Two arms

Both legs

Torso

Eyes

Forehead

Wrinkles on ear lobes

And

Every other pulsating

Piece pumping 

Away from

A

Gallon

Of normal ice cream 

Mixing in the at-home kit.

