what is our real destiny

on this planet, 

i rove,

as my car

flies over a 

huge curve in the

road while

an audio book goes

screaming over my 

brain temples

while the dog shoves

his head out of the back

window with flapping ears,

full pink tongue against 

the air,

and i try to get the 

equilibrium of my 

tongue back after eating

a piece of sushi impulsively

from the front seat without

wasabi and soy sauce,

dreaming about my wife and boys at

home knowing that i will likely 

nap, have some painting time and 

hang out with my wife for the night

under a thin, soft blanket

and finally put thoughts of 

destiny to rest as my life continues

to mount like a pile of powder that is

just soft enough to not feel like anything,

but thick enough to have substance

undeniably palatable.
