eyes closed on an open case

Willful

Emission

Of

Mind .. 

Goin’

About

A

Carnival

Created on

The

Fairgrounds .. 

Hopping on one

Wobbly 

Whirl 

Of

Gravity 

Sucking the guts

Through your toe nails

And

Brining hair down to the

Tan

Of

Her

Ankles .. 

Hot dogs,

Kids,

The

Roads of the world leading to Rome,

The next period in the final line,

The patch of silk in her blue jeans,

A broken satellite plunging soft, noiselessly through space,

One glass of water for an island of drifters,

9,821 bricks along the sidewalk of a town people accidentally stop by for a hum of coffee,

one enormous shadow of a small bird flopping through a bright orange light above your person,

the used cotton candy of a taffy salesman who laughs like a king,

tumbling laundry around the bagpipes of a hot dryer sold for $3.47,

the smell of hot wax burning over a cigarette cherry waking up the nursery at a day care,

the single mother hustling’ like a quiet beauty in the eye of tire tread rolling at 78 mph,

new songs recorded at the studio over humming, old equipment,

a world of car porters doing back flips in Sinclair’s utopia,

catching the eye of a wandering beauty as the wind kicks a lopping piece of sound down your open mouth,

ashes stuck on the screen like flies fighting over fresh stink,

Mickey Mouse tying Bob Ross’ shoes .. 

Yet know,

At the end

Of

The

Fingers of the stamped carnival hand

Is

Another 

Whirling bowl of merriment

We can

Watch

With

Closed eyes

On an open case.

