for that day

Second cigarette,

Early morning out

On the

Porch.

We have

Put the relationship on hold,

Or 

Decided to run into other pastures

That

Will

Whistle with chance

And

Hiss with mercy.

As the smoke came curdling

Out in my view

Making the pines

Wave a little more luxuriously,

I 

Laugh

At

A

Child’s toy lying in some dirt

On the corner of the porch.

After the cigarette,

A little UNO.

Filling invisible guns with water,

Holding

The

Skinned cat flush in my arms,

I 

Look and 

Love her.

Yes,

And even more

As

We hugged

Good-bye

For

That day.

