harp from a mouth

Whimsical 

With sin,

The girl pulled out an old

Juice harp and 

Began laying down some

Mean sounds.

Sounds so incorrigible that the boys

Would perk up their ears as 

The kids in the street halted their gam of kick ball.

Yes,

This girl painting the grain green

And

Opening the toaster with mere crumbs.

The juice off that mouth piece

Would glow with hot activity 

Of spit & fury 

Going to a good cause .. 

Yet,

Her man couldn’t get what she was

Playing

As the strangers passed on by with a curious eye.

A curious eye

Of parched reminiscence

And the innocent look of

A

Riff.

Yes,

She would start

And couldn’t stop for hours upon days.

Seemingly seamed together with

The hot boil of soup toasting

On the stove like welcome bubbles of condensation

Filling with pore clearing jabs.

Yes,

This little gal from Mississippi

Cracking open love

1 split at

a

time

with

her

long,

quick movement

of

the

harp from her 

mouth.

