anatomy of this friend life

i never fully 

realized the term

'disposable friend'

until i got married, 

had children, pets,

and moved into a house

out in the suburbs.

when i talk to single 

friends or measure the length

of their acts, 

i realize that everything has

it's place and time.

period.

there's no recessitating

what was once a valid,

2-way avenue to friendships

golden throne of bar drinking,

dinking around till the AM

with burritos on mind,

or the aimless dawdle of 

not having responsibility.

one such thing 

happened to me shortly after

my son was born last december.

an old friend was coming into 

town for the holiday's and mentioned

that he wanted to see my son.

his time came and went,

i got a call days after he left town

from the streets of New York City and 

him telling me that he was thinking

about me as he pawed over the streets

of one of the coolest towns on 

earth.

and it was then that i realized

his love of the dope, bottle, quick thrills

superseded a friendship that was only

a figment of my larger imagination.

he didn't give a shit.

many of my single friends don't give a 

shit.

i realize that 90% of my friends 

are alcoholics with broken hearts.

not crying over bad bread,

plus i'm no saint.

it's just that i'm becoming

a grown man more and more each

day which means i have to let

nature shed my skin and kiss

tiny heartlets towards a past

that is so gone,

the word past is even in the 

past.

so here's to the future,

and to all my new best friends

cured of addition and brokeness - 

my tiny, cool suburban family.
