your tail & birds

Buying

All your gifts at a 

Thrift

Store,

Walking as though

You forgot strangers

Peek around and

Take notice of your gait,

Swallowing coffee

As though it’s a cold gulp of ice water

On an August afternoon in New Mexico,

Colors smashed into 

White carpeting

Giving visitors a good story,

Used hair on a new face,

Defeated pens

That wrote all the 

Words it could

Gather in the fleeting afternoon .. 

Naps 

Before midnight,

Bits of gin

Swimming in the bottom of a plastic jug

As the homeless cat lifts

It out of the trash can for 

One good squeeze

From

“the bottom of the toothpaste tube.”

A day flying with the birds .. 

.. a tiger strutting by with your tail.

