the mathematical taxi genius

picked us up

to lead us to 

our ultimate 

hotel destination

in jefferson city.

without looking over much,

he talked about a worn and smashed

book on mathematics that was next to him.

my caroline asked him about the book

and as he looked up in sheer excitement

as if no one asks him a question

worthy of a solid response,

she said she was curious.

at this,

we began talking about how everything

comes down to numbers and suggested 

a couple of films for him to watch.

but the guy likely doesn't have a

tv or go to the movies all that much.

he's just a numbers man waiting for

our number as he carts us across the

grounds of the missouri state capitol

looking up through the glaring windshield

as he sends the visor down to block his

face from the unfathomable amount of the future

glaring at him like a pail of numbers

he's gonna dump in his sink and marvel

at later as the world contemplates stopping 

on a penny and spending a quarter to 

relive it.

