New pens

Next to a used ash tray

Of

Yesterday’s ways .. 

**

Woke up in a Denver hotel room several nights ago in the middle of dreaming hearing the shuffle of footsteps gathering around me. As I threw myself up out of sleep, I looked around to see if anyone was milling around the room. It sounded like there had to be at least 3-5 people making their way around the room and bed that was closing me in like a bag of warm air heating a frozen fingertips. Yet, when I reared my head up, all I could see was the closet lined with two mirrors bouncing before me. A white lampshade was moving up and down. I thought someone was in the corner ready to pop up and give me a good scare.

Yet, it was only the sound of a dream in the 5-degree Denver night. Just keeping the toes moving in the invisible stories you have never heard before. Yet, that eve a story I wasn’t supposed to know came raining down on me.

**

In the morning, all I craved was a hot Denver omelet from room service while staying in Denver, Colorado. When I called down to the kitchen, the gal on the other end of the phone wasn’t sure how to make the local specialty. Yet, she said she would call me back if they had any problems. No problems. For the omelet arrived shortly after the call and a shower to the door. 

I opened the door and the gal came on in. Asking her if she had any problems cooking up the creation, she told me that she had personally never received that request in her life. 

No shit.

In Denver .. you may want the local omelet.

Look out the next time your in a new town looking for the local specialty. They may not have it or be aware of it.

Another bit of brazen proof that the locals don’t always know or get involved with what’s going down in their own backyard.

**

Asterisks separating the commas .. as the show went on for several more weeks .. the crowds groan soon turned into a roar for the mix of melodies that would come pouring forth .. 

**

Standstill by the window .. the traffic moves .. moving out into the center of the intersection .. across the way into the centerline of a leftward fist .. about the motive that left the crime unnoticed .. over the headlights that would stray away anytime soon .. below the tree that dips down in the cold like a hardy handshake .. between the columns of the concrete wall that holds each piece apart until the center has had enough time to fix its cure .. a loud voice from the corner yelling to the other side in Japanese to another person waiting as he continues to press the button for the lights to flash walk in a running world .. digital images in the bathroom stall as the young woman stands up to wipe away what the rest of the male population didn’t imagine possible .. a simple stretch of the truth over hard concrete making concentrism a whole .. about a gray goose flying over providing the perfect contrast to the dark sky and while clouds lolling by above .. a piece of comedy in the clown faced air freshener hanging from the rear view mirror .. an old lighter found under a new floor mat in his car .. a slip of paper with directions and a phone number to a place he can’t remember he visited in the slowly rising sun before him on the other side of the horizon cooking like a teakettle .. an empty box with four side that all the people reach into in the hope that they will discover something new or something at all .. a yellow paint bucket dripping color onto the highway tipped over in the back of the plumbers truck riding down the highway .. 

**

For a while there was a bike chained to a light pole off a busy highway some blocks from the apartment. Sitting there for several weeks unattended .. the guy that chained it up was either playing a game with passing traffic or he had a grand sense of humor for those that would pass by in wonderment for the man that lived in or on the highway .. Yes, flopping about with an underground home or other sort for the winds to crush a gale.

Though, several weeks ago I noticed that the bike was gone. Maybe the city came by and fetched it up because they could put a giant orange sticker on it or perhaps the owner grabbed it for another light pole on another busy stretch of road in the city.

**

Wanting to hang out .. hoping to keep it in check .. the kids went off to see a film about John Malkovich .. Yet, when they came home they weren’t who they were supposed to be in the brash of soft midnight light. They were each other. All four people. Transposed into each other’s bodies at random.

Shit, imagine that.

**

The small children, three to be exact, were dropped off in front of the school. As the principal came out to greet each of these 4-year-old tikes, he wished them luck in the speech they were about to give to nearly 1,100 kids on “The Dangers of Becoming an Adult.”

**

Soupy coffee getting cold as the flame of candle grows low .. soupy soup from the can I ate hours ago curdling around like a senile woman fisting around for the keys to her car.

**

He accidentally chose the wrong command online .. he entered a domain his folk would find out about .. he couldn’t get out .. they have the cookies on him now .. the IP is laughing like a joker lost in a stack of creditor bills .. he cracked his way into a site he can’t get out of unless he turns his computer off .. yet, he can’t get his computer to turn off .. he has tried the button several times .. he swimming around the screen and newly found web page like a wounded walrus in a cartoon marathon .. the site he tripped into .. 

“DEMOLITION DONE NAKED .. DEMOTION QUICK .. DEMOLITION DONE RIGHT.”

**

I see her moving around her house in a hurried flash .. she can’t figure out what happened .. she can’t figure out where her wallet went .. she had trouble blinking .. she stared at the sun too long.

**

“Your grammar and spelling has been checked .. you may begin moving on now .. we have many people in line that are waiting to come up this way to have their checks, notes, stories, grocery lists and the sort that need to be checked over,” the man at the desk tells me.

“But, I have just one other thing for you to look over before I leave,” I tell him.

In a booming voice perched on abnormal, he tells me,
“You must move on now. There are too many people in line.”

“Yes,” I say. “Though I have waited a long time for you to take a look over what I have to show you.”

“No, sir. You must move on before I have to call over hired hands to escort you outside,”

he says.

“Yes, but I will pay if I must,” I tell him. “It is on grand importance that you give a good look over this other piece I have to show you. It will be submitted this week to a publisher and I need your assistance in making certain that things are straight,” I tell him.

“For the final time .. you must move on or I’m going to have to resort to security,”

he tells me. “Furthermore, get one of those fancy computer programs that checks over the grammar and spelling of the pieces you write, bring here and speak of.”

“Yes, but I do own one of those programs and the spelling/grammar function seems to have gone out on it,” I tell him. “ So sir, you can see the dire consequences I have been forced to take in order that you look over this second piece of literature for me.”

He waves over security.

As they begin taking me out of the room of “Grammar and Spelling”, I shout, “I demand equality for the writer.”

**

Cold walks as the warm beer singes your hand wrapped so tightly around it .. the park benches as you walk smell like used pumice as the bathroom sink stands dower and defeated .. Yes and as the beers do a ditty with your hand .. the pinks and purples of the sunset cool down the land in a blanketed fury of love and the ever more .. 

**

