she should

Clothes hanging

From door knobs

As sweat pants

Dangle from high driven pieces of wood.

A night next to new neighbors

I won’t likely meet,

Or maybe by accident

I will.

A world full of friends

In a family as a stranger taps the enemy on the shoulder for a 

Good walk around the block to talk about the 

Myth’s death in a serpent’s dream 

As

A

Midget of doom sneaks a peek up the floating .. flying dress of a passing

Beauty with her hair

Skin

Eyes—

And so it ends here .. with her

As it could – in what should.

