used tin 

Alligators

In a bird bath,

Fig Newton’s 

Soaking up a glass of grape juice,

High heels stuck in a closet made

For a man,

Nine moments in the day of a cat,

No other thought

Than beauty in

What the masses call ‘madness’,

The squire trees in a slum lords backyard,

The croak of a toad in the back

Of an ostrich’s mouth, 

The sound of water droplets

In a stapler’s last tooth,

The burnt end of a bad cigarette,

The moth in her new thoughts

And

The laughter

In

A

Used tin

Of coffee.

