broken or lost?

old men

keep telling

me that i'm going

to lose or break

whatever they entrust in 

me.

namely,

this is my father-in-law,

and my father.

for the entirety of my

short life,

my old man has told me 

that i lose and break everything.

if not lost or broken,

it will be smudged with a generous 

heap or smear of hard to remove paint.

i never quite believed 

the heap of accusations

lumped upon my misunderstood bones.

sure, 

i could lose and break shit

because i don't invest the money

or thought to possessions that needs

to be lauded upon them,

but there are some things that i do 

hold to my breast as a treasure.

one of those items is my wedding ring.

and during a swim in the local lake

while throwing a football around with

a 15 year old kid,

i lost it.

after a near catch and a jammed ring finger,

i came up through the murky waters of a 

dirty fake beach to see a naked finger

and the prospects of winning a huge lottery

before i would retrieve my rightful treasure.

gone.

and for several hours after a futile search,

i couldn't shake the quote my dad always

lauded on my brain:

'THE KID LOSES OR BREAKS EVERYTHING.'

it sank in that day.

he's right.

my wedding ring is the only thing that

really mattered in this life.

gone.

guess i shouldn't get into the storage rental

business or much else that requires retention

of goods and a healthy respect for all the 

many little and big things that are finger tangible

in the world.

happy holding.

i let go several weeks ago as my replacement ring

looks up from the keys laughing and laughing and laughing

a loud nervous laugh.
