a girl’s match

Comedy 

In the folly

As

The

Overloaded

Brain

Of

Hers

Goes searching down

An

Alley no one has

Ever 

Seen

Or

Heard

In

The antiquated history of walk .. 

Yes,

Searching with but one match stick

That

Will never go out

And

Enough courage to give

All the people in the world

New,

Fresh toe nails .. 

Oh,

And this beauty

Stepping out of the bath as the phone rings

And the microwave timer ends .. 

The truth then comes

To her in that

Meshing of events .. 

Her match stick has 

Become brighter

And

Something is

Standing at the end of the hall

Giving

Her

A

Gesture that

Does

Nothing but

Chase away 

The doldrums.

