rain check wine

Walked up 

The street

For

Lunch.

Took off shoes,

Socks,

Pooped,

Scratched my sack,

Had some thoughts about

Having a good slug of the drink.

Doing the drink to  head back to

The cubicle poster.

To laugh at jokes not said,

At angst bending pencils in half,

At faces that lost a fire that never existed.

Yet,

As I ready to put my shoes back on

&

get another cigarette ..

I laugh at all 

This anyways .. 

So,

I will hold the wine still 

And give it a 

Fat, wet rain check.

