hey morning smoking guy, 

i forgot my age and 

all the tumbling cardboard

on the morning highway as

i studied your rocking

body going in rhythm with

wafting lines of used nicotine

that goes about you.

i feel like a spy and vindicate

my existence as i pass time here

at this job waiting for a computer 

to break or my boss to treat me with

some sort of disposable respect that

will make this absence from my 

family worthwhile.

mr. fume from the mouth guy 

with your anal retentive smoking

behaviors,

you have me in a good lurch every

morning as i fill my red plastic 

cup full of watery gulps and imagine

that somewhere in the world you have

a family that wishes you would stop

your ritualized routine of paying

for death.

then i dream about my own nine year

addiction to the smoke and how

i used to sway invisibly to and fro

with utter excitement as i reach 

for the coffee pot without thinking

about it and wobbly pour my own self

another one coffee cup too many 

for my morning drug intake.

