easy adjectives & Shakespeare

Coming 

Back from the bluff

Overlooking the city,

I see a regular under the sycamore tree facing the 

Airport 

With book cracked wide open .. 

Reciting some verse to himself

And

Wandering ears

Listening like echoes

In

A

Moonless vacuum.

As he recites his jive,

I look over at 

Him

And

Give a hearty ‘all right’.

At this,

He bends his arms and book into his outstretched lap

And

Says,

“This is the only viable way I can figure out this fucking Shakespeare cat.”

“Yea .. it breathes away the clouds and raises the truth?”

I ask.

“Yea. It’s my New Year’s resolution to figure this cat out. 

I can’t tell you how many times I have plowed and pondered a number of his pieces

Coming away with a vague, yet foggy idea about what he

Was getting at the whole time.”

“Right on. How about some of the Aristotelian poets and such that imbue their pieces

with the same proper English, antiquated language?”

I ask.


“One step at a time, friend. Yet, once I read William out loud long enough

and get his stuff down .. there won’t be too many other pieces I won’t hesitate to give

a whirl.”

He says.

“Keep goin’ chief. That’s the best New Year’s resolution going .. “

I tell him

As

I wave

And scurry on down

The

American road 

Of 

Easy 

Adjectives

And

Understood nouns.

