eyes in her go forth

“You know, I heard about your wife,”

he said.

“She’s a damn fine woman. How did you get such a deal?”

“Yea, hey thanks.

Well, I’m a deal maker and I just knew she was my oasis,”

He responded.

“Yea .. so, like a good cup of coffee .. Once you get burned by the embers,

you just keep going back and make it a regular,”

he comes back.

“Kind of. It’s much more complex than a cup of coffee,

but it works as an analogy,”

he comes back.

“I just knew it was the right stretch at the right leap.

I know it hurts when I’m not with her and know it’s indeed a feeling I can describe 

When I’m with her.”

“Hell, that sounds like no kind of coffee I’ve been trampled into,”

the other says,

“Yet, you have it friend. The meaning in the mantra and

a smile that reaches when the lighthouse dims.”

“Look friend .. When you have it,

you won’t thing quite as you do now and you won’t wonder

what happened. It will be like a 6th finger you show, hide when unduly hypothesized and

rise when a good rain comes,”

he shoots back.

“It becomes you and

you become each other in the most unspoken, perpetual way possible.”

“Christ man,

you have it. I raise this as the rest of us do the same.”

He says.

Laughter becomes playful chance

As their

Eves

March

Forth.

