whether we know it or not

Sitting in a

Side booth in a restaurant

With 

My girlfriend

A

Man

Comes by .. 

In his mid-40’s,

Dark mustache,

Gray hairs in his black hair,

Looks like a

Good old boy from

The

Construction site .. 

He

Asks for a light of his smoke .. 

I tell him .. sure

While 

His cigarette is dangling

From his mouth .. 

As I reach into my pocket

To

Get my light,

My girl

Says,

“Hey, I got it. There’s some matches here on the table.”

At this,

I pull out a

Non-filter cigarette,

Which was in his mouth and isn’t now .. 

As my girl

Reaches up with the matchstick that is lit .. 

Yet,

It’s not a matchstick anymore .. 

It’s my lighter.

As we all three look at each other .. 

The tall construction cat

Asks

If

He can have his cigarette

Back .. 

As I lean the cigarette 

His way without saying a word,

My girlfriend begins coughing

In

A

Rather vile manner.

Then,

As she pulls her

Hands away from her mouth .. 

She says something must have gotten stuck in her throat

As

The

Tall man begins sucking in the nicotine

From his freshly lit cigarette.

My gal reaches her hands

Below the table

To

Rub her hands

Following the cough

And

Notices something .. 

It was

A

Burnt match stick that was stuck to the 

Tip of 

Her 

Middle finger.

She holds the stick between 

Her thumb and forefinger

Giving a good

Look between

The

Construction man and myself.

At this,

The newcomer exhales his smoke

With a grin

And asks for the time .. 

At this,

My girl looks down at her wrist,

Looks back up to tell the man the 

Time,

But she has forgotten .. 

With a look of consternation,

She goes back down with her head

To get the suns coordinates

As I 

Feel a watch on

My previously naked wrist .. 

It’s her watch.

She notices her watch is not on her hands

As

She looks up and says,

“What the fuck?”

“This is the fuck,”

I tell her as I raise my arm and

Show her the

Watch on my wrist.

“It’s 8:03 partner,”

I tell him.

He nods

And says,

“Thanks for everything.”

As I take the watch off

And start laughing,

She asks me .. 

“So, is that the nightly magician at

this joint?”

“That would be my guess,”

I tell her.

“Some crazy fucking shit that just went down.

I know we couldn’t stage that 

If we tried.”

As I lean my arm over the table

To get one of my girls 

Cigarettes,

She tells me .. 

“He just paid for his ticket with the cashier up front.

Man, he’s leaving,”

She goes on.

“That must have been some eater coming in for some food.”

After turning around

And seeing him toss his scarf over his

Neck and head out into the cold,

I 

Smile wide and

Think .. 

‘There’s a little magic

in our fingers and throats

whether

we

know

it

or

not.”

