with your visit

All

That time

You spent

In

Your

Car

When

You could have 

Been out there doing what you wanted.

Yet,

If you didn’t drive,

There

Wouldn’t

Be

Any 

Barometer to measure

For

Those things 

You had to do against

What

You wanted to do.

While you drove

That

Needle into

Another county

And

Over

A

Thought that later vanished

And damned you

For

You didn’t either have paper/pen

Or

The

Dexterity

To

Write it down.

As you drove around

The

Suburbs

And

The wintry lights of nigh

Went

On

Winking with the stars,

You

Had to keep going to see

Her smile

And

Lick her presence .. 

To 

Crawl into that work

Chair,

To 

Paint

The surface

Something that welcomed it on in

Like

A

Runway

Hugging tire tred.

All the

Time

About and within the car

Doing

The

Music

As it does you .. 

I believe

The average American spends nearly

3 or 4 solid weeks in

transit .. 

Blazin’ and gazin’

Here

And

There,

Singin’ and slingin’ with the original diva’s of

The

30’s and 40’s jazz microphone .. 

Walking on

The

Moon

As

The

Cape Canavaral boy’s

Plot another 

Visit

To

That

Night light following 

Your

Windshield

Wipers

As

You

Go make someone

Whole

With your visit.

