the candy isles 

in gas stations, 

grocery stores, 

candy shops and such

make me dizzy.

there is a dizzying 

blur of colors, boxes, 

rectangular shapes,

circular loops, 

bounty upon bounty of 

many sweet sugary packets

that beg for my dollars and 

bleed for my insulin line.

i was searching for 

several simple black wrappered

chocolate bars for my wife recently

and when i didn't see it 

glimmering at me,

i asked the attendant and he said

they were there very plaintively.

wandering back,

i had to close my eyes and 

focus on the simple colors and 

gloss over the rainbow orgasm in my

eye's way.

and there they were.

a full box and not a bit emptier 

than before as i reached in and

reassured myself how cool the color

black is.
