folly go

This was the day that 

The big bug

Of the next new millenium

Was supposed to ring its toll.

9-9-99

when some oil liner in the Indian Ocean

was going

to halt its conveyor belt

and bellow out with sorrow

for more

petroleum by a different name.

The day that a register attendant in

The gas station,

Heart tattooed on the inside smooth

Of his left arm

Laughed about the sound effects that

Rived through his “compliant” machine.

The day I discovered that generations rotate

And the good leave

While the bad come back

As one day again the grand will usher back in 

As the worse suffer.

Music on mainstream radio is ill.

The nights will stay the same as we edge into a new

Crisp season.

Neon signs around a license plate,

A dog lapping in fast air in the back seat of a Camry like water

As the 

People 

Roll

On the ground

And listen for several more months

Until the new century is here.

Another one for the recorded record books,

OH

The folly of faces go

GO

Go.

