something called delight

Knocking on

Wood

And tasting

Stems

From

The

Fabled beanstalks .. 

Flicking 

Panes of glass

And

Sucking nectar

From

Honeysuckle flowers .. 

Peeling back thin

Pieces of plastic

And

Catching drips of coffee

Rolling

From the side of 

A

Coffee mug .. 

Feeling the bricks

On the side of a cold building

And

Letting the warm

Egg roll around

A

Morning mouth .. 

Thumbing over

A leaf of paper

And

Crunching down on tens of piece

Of shaved ice in a Styrofoam cup .. 

Making 

And doing

Things out of curiosity 

As

The

World ponders 

More of the spectacle .. 

Discovering

In order

For

More 

Minutes of 

Passing

The

Bring

Something called delight.

