the chance arrived

He came in 

Through my

Window of sleep again 

Last eve.

A man

With one fucking large

Bushy tan eye brow.

He had only one eye in the

Center of his head .. 

Chunked in like

A

Piece of coal into a warm lump of clay.

As I looked at him

Looking over the rim of his one-lens pair of glasses

I listened to him speak.

He said he could see

Better with one eye

Than with two.

Also,

That no one had anything on the Cyclops myth.

He could see and feel more acutely 

Than anyone 

Around.

His lovers

And friends were more lasting

And he

Could foretell events and 

Act as natural as Kravitz on stage.

Yet,

The whole time I stared at this man 

Laying down his jive .. 

I didn’t see it as crazy that he spoke to me with one eye

Peering

Over the rim of his glasses as the right

Preposition.

A

Man with two arms

Two legs

Ten fingers

Ten toes

And one eye

Taking us 

All

Down when

The chance arrived.

