the curb

He spent

Some time in the Marines

And

Finds no substitute in 

His

Choice of hot sauce.

A small baby strapped to his

Chest in the hub ho bo

Of a local Irish pub,

He talks of 

Young thoughts as his aging freckles

Gleam

More 

Philosophy than three uses text books.

On the stool beside him,

Knowing that

Liquor is liquor

And

Smoke is smoke,

A

Loud word slices through the air

From the other

End of the bar

As child next to his chest wakes up and

Looks me straight in the eye.

Waiting for

No explanation,

He winks off back into a quick sleep

As the world fails to lose a pace

Yet

Stumbles with the drunk coming out of his car

Land

The right foot wrong

While trying to 

Climb 

The curb.

