sure as lice,

cleaner than medicine

Always hanging out

Together

Because it felt right .. 

Together as what others would call 

A “unit”,

Because they

Both share the understanding that 

A

Unit is a measurement of pleasure that cannot truly be pinned with a 

Definable pulse

If it is to exist

And

Remain in its jovial light .. 

Did I mention that they’re always around each other?

Walking in a 

Loud stroll extolling words that melt

Their blank thoughts into ecstasy .. 

Climbing into bed with a grin 

Knowing that they likely won’t touch each other

In that patent sexual notion .. 

Getting into the car

And knowing for sure that if the car doesn’t start

Or they lose their keys to their homes

That the world

Will sustain

And

They 

Have each other

Wrapped in all the warmth and fervor of their souls

Keeping the lights lit

And

The

Grounds

Moist .. 

Yes,

Together at times when they can’t define precisely why .. 

Though

Their strong indignation 

Gives them that 

Vibe

That there’s nothing better than what they have .. 

This regular guy and typical gal

Playing

Volley

Lob

Serve

Plod

With being together at every turn .. 

Yet,

They didn’t get involved with gory stories

Of love

Or

How they were passed up for trips down the road with fares they couldn’t pay .. 

It was

Random insanity .. 

It was the folly hall of 

A botanical garden drunk,

Laughing with

The

Low lights in distant bodies of water.

It was

Them together all the time .. 

Fuck baby,

It

Was as sure

As

Lice

And

Cleaner than medicine.

