dollar general journal

i was in line the other day

at the dollar general and noticed

a plain woman with short hair

lugging a cart of junk on the counter

towards an more plain woman with

matted gray hair.

all this time,

i'm silently whistling while

the family waits in the jeep for 

my quick return with batteries and body powder,

as the plain woman's fella is paroozing the 

battery section himself,

just safely keeping his distance

while his woman checks out her goods.

as the items go 'beep' over the 

dark glass,

i notice a summer's eve douche

and look back to the woman

as i catch her eyes and she gives a bit

of a dejected look down towards her hands,

steady feet.

and i think it just must hurt to be a 

woman sometimes.
