next to a line

Several ferrets running

Down the stream of a 

Tall water spigot in

City Market,

Small Austin in Grade 4 wanting

To be a teacher 

Got one of my paintings.

Mary,

The stranger,

Wants me to show my stuff to her children in an 

Art Warehouse.

The black women giving me expressionless looks,

Old white men and women fighting not

To look my way.

A table in the blistering sun,

Rolls of film melting like popcorn in the mouth of

A thirsty whore.

The jungle of your words

Getting out there for a word or gesture.

Taking it to the line for

To walk next  to the line is like never being

There at all.

