the life of a shopping cart

is one richer than 

many lives i have either

been in contact with 

or heard about.

it is a life of altruistic service

to every human need imaginable.

those little rusty carts push about

our bleaches, detergents, celery, 

rump roasts, match sticks, gum globs

and any other assorted stacks of 

health or junk.

the don't talk back or refuse

or infuse nonsense,

they just serve.

slit eyes abound, 

solid black wheels,

it's like a temporary car

with a history that is 

championed by hands that reach 

from Ohio to California.

it's the gold rush in a silver blur.

as i grip the red plastic of the

handle that carries me on to aisle 8

i use this apparatus further as my

daydream vehicle to make me forget 

the money i will pay and all the other

moving objects in the world that just

don't do what the silver grocery cart

can do.

