stopping for more lemonade in your glass?

All the truth

Falling

Down on a child’s 

Blood skinned knee.

Cries and wailing

Going out towards the birds that fly above

Wondering why 

Basketballs bounce

And why children need so many plastic toys.

As the

Cry subsides

I 

Catch a reflection of 

Myself

In the computer screen

Deciding I should 

Stop and

Fill

My

Glass with more lemonade.

