ways akimbo

Woke

Early

This Saturday morning .. 

It was

A

Rather slow one last night .. 

The drinks were cold,

The company was aces

And

The

Solace of an evening bristled with

Cold Canadian air

Had

A

Ring that

Jerked my bell .. 

Rolled out of bed,

Took to the coffee machine,

Checked some mail on the electronic wires

And

Laughed over

A

Tarnished spot on the carpet

Smeared with 

A

Residual spot of melted, blue candle wax .. 

Yet,

None of that 

Has too much meaning 

As the coffee stays hot,

Cigarette curls like a woman flanked with nothing but legs

And

The

Shaking monitor

Of

This

Computer screen ..

It’s goin’ to be a good day .. 

I can feel it below my bones

And

In the crowns of my teeth .. 

Yea,

A

Cold day 

With a sight filled with cups of sunshine outside .. 

It

Will

Be a new conversation,

A new pair of pants,

Some old Carmex,

More eggs,

The boxes filled with jugglers,

Pictures made of flares,

Drinks mixed by the hand of an angel,

Pages written with a left hand on an ambidextrous 

Clock.

