a tilted catcher
Got some catchin’

Up to do .. 

Or maybe I don’t.

As the daily train goes

Forward like a breeze inside a child’s dream.

The day’s 

Of ghosts and good times

Coming by

Like a red wall painted 

Maroon

In

A

Bar 

Off a cul-de-sac

Where the women 

Come in with a quarter and 

Leave with a dime .. 

The words in his eyes

As 

The demons leave her eyelashes

mid-conversation .. 

I sit at the table

With faint light and 

A

Candle on the floor talking

To some cats about 

Cake mix

Making life

Feel like icing .. 

All the while,

The world whirls and hums

With a processing brain

Taking

In

All the chords of

The piano keys revolving

Above the ceiling and 

Below the roof.

I’m catching up 

With these sounds and sights

Going like roving mad

Into the night and over the days that 

Lead to night .. 

And now

With

My

Newly rediscovered keys

I

Bring this jive

On back and down like it was never gone .. 

A mirror will always reflect I purport .. 

It 

Just depends on where it’s at 

And at 

What angle it is tilted so.

