strips of rain

pound through the 

trees around this house

and the invisible

like judgment on my

movements as i ready for 

another day on the job

with be speckled notions of

my father's work ethic coursing

through my very blood as the 

bane of my time and crux of 

my ironical catch 22 as i leave

the family behind and wonder for 

the first time ever how the fuck

everyone has done it and how long

will it take for me to yank this 

nagged over, yet crimson comfort wart

from the middle of my rain soaked back.
