middle of our day’s

Racin’

Forward with 

Teeth of scissors showing

Like a lance

In

The

Cooling air of a day

Following the

Great

Red lunar eclipse of this 21st Century .. 

Yes,

Stopping once in a time

To light the end of a stick

And

To 

Pull my shoes closer to my legs .. 

Going 

Until the teeth decide they 

Call dull some

And

Laugh with the folly 

That

Is following us behind the door

Of

A

Back barn renaissance .. 

Yes,

I burn this CD,

Candle,

Piece of gum,

Used brass instrument,

Old typer,

Used change,

Deeded papers,

New statue,

Numbers on the clock dial,

The tongue in a Gypsies dream,

The lie in their spine,

The beauty on her pinkies,

The teeth of a day

That 

Bring incisors flush

Into

The

Middle

Of

Our

Days.

