nothing and everything

The grand marshal

Of the parade

Came on by

And asked

For a good

Hearty glass of booze .. 

Any would do .. 

He just needed a good segue from

His

Route .. 

So,

I filled him up with a full glass

Of Vodka

And asked how the ladies

Looked in the parade .. 

He said .. 

“It’s not about age .. it’s about virility .. “

I nodded and 

Filled myself a good helping

Of gin, tonic and lime .. 

Then,

He asked me .. 

“What do you think of parades?”

I responded .. 

“It all depends on what season they go down in ..

 I dig the fall parades and laugh in the spring parades .. yet the sweat

Rolling off in the summer is pure glory .. “

At this,

He raised his glass for a toast and a 

Loud smile .. 

“So,”

I ask him.

“Is this your first year as the leader of this gig?”

“No .. been doing it for the last

19 years .. “

he responds with a sardonic glow.

“Yea .. how the hell do you get 

involved with a gig like this for 19 years.

Sounds longer than a marriage .. “

I tell him.

“You got that one right .. yet, it’s my escape .. I love this shit .. 

though the drink has a way of refreshing things .. Every year

I’ve been the leader of this route and celebration I’ve stopped at 

One home I’ve never been to before and ask for a drink .. 

You can really get a good gage of a character on 

What kind of drink they fork over your way .. “

He said.

“So, how did this drink do on the 19 year pendulum?”

I ask.

“Christ .. one of the best yet .. Those freely wheeling

the booze have a little more than surface talk to give me .. 

No razzle-dazzle for the fact that I’m the grand marshal .. 

Just a good talk, handshake and on your way .. “

He said.

At that,

He gulped the rest of his drink and set it down gingerly.

Then,

He poked his hand my way.

“Mister .. it’s been my pleasure .. yet the parade must go one .. “

he concluded.

“You can say that again .. take care, pal.”

I reached out for the grip as 

We both

Began laughing

At nothing .. 

And everything.

