truth you can’t shake

Feeling

Alive

With a grin 

By the red candle

Melting the liquid water 

Off 

Brown branches hanging

Over the lit street

Like

A

Cat that just caught a snake in

Its 

Salivating mouth.

Lifting fingers

To

A

Glass 

And

Caught in a reflection of a beautiful

Woman reaching over

To

Tap me on the knee.

She has a look

Of slow cool,

Realizing that her

Smell is the birth of dreams

And that she holds

Power

On 

This planet

That all men together couldn’t 

Formulate

A

Good argument against.

He grace cutting 

Concrete into origamis

And

Her conviction

Reducing salt to 

Sand.

I see her 

In a livid

Afternoon

Chasing after a memory made

And 

The future

That grins

Over

A

Barrel of rotting trash

Like 

Truth you can’t shake.

