Outstretched, Jack

Walking up the steps,

That

Stylish corridor

Leading into

The

Belly of 

Apartment building .. 

I look down and notice a 

Can of Jack Mackrel sitting

In

The

Mulch

Liking the concrete

Before the steps

And

That

Belly of entrance .. 

I bend down and take a look at

The

Can,

Getting a good laugh

Thinking

It

May just prove

To be a good fucking can of fish ..

A woman in brown,

Like curls on end killing

The split ends .. 

Comes down on her knees

Next to me saying,

“Damn fine tasty can .. 

You’re here, hate it .. 

I had my shot earlier and as tasty as they looked .. 

I passed them up.”

“Yea,”

I reply.

“What do you say we go inside my 

place and divvy this wacky tin between the both of us .. “

I stand up as she accepts .. 

“I’ve seen you around before,”

she says with a look.

“I believe 

I have seen you myself

Some time back,”

I say

As I flip the can up in the air

Letting it fall

Clumsily

Into

Her

Delicate,

Outstretched hands.

