New pens

Next to a used ash tray

Of

Yesterday’s ways .. 

**

Woke up in a Denver hotel room several nights ago in the middle of dreaming hearing the shuffle of footsteps gathering around me. As I threw myself up out of sleep, I looked around to see if anyone was milling around the room. It sounded like there had to be at least 3-5 people making their way around the room and bed that was closing me in like a bag of warm air heating a frozen fingertips. Yet, when I reared my head up, all I could see was the closet lined with two mirrors bouncing before me. A white lamp shade was moving up and down. I thought someone was in the corner ready to pop up and give me a good scare.

Yet, it was only the sound of a dream in the 5 degree Denver night. Just keeping the toes moving in the invisible stories you have never heard before. Yet, that eve a story I wasn’t supposed to know came raining down on me.

**

In the morning, all I craved was a hot Denver omelette from room service while staying in Denver, Colorado. When I called down to the kitchen, the gal on the other end of the phone wasn’t sure how to make the local specialty. Yet, she said she would call me back if they had any problems. No problems. For the omelette arrived shortly after the call and a shower to the door. 

I opened the door and the gal came on in. Asking her if she had any problems cooking up the creation, she told me that she had personally never received that request in her life. 

No shit.

In Denver .. you may want the local omolette.

Look out the next time your in a new town looking for the local specialty. They may not have it or be aware of it.

Another bit of brazen proof that the locals don’t always know or get involved with what’s going down in their own backyard.

**

