front of your head

The muse

Walking upright .. 

Fading in and out .. 

A yellow ball bounding to Stravinsky’s 8th,

A cigarette smoking itself,

Love passing by a blind woman who stops,

Sneezes .. then turns around as the feeling itches its nose .. 

Coughing down the corridor,

A beam of light hitting a tinted wall,

The longest conversation on record about a Monopoly game .. 

Intelligence sold in storefronts 

Usually selling cheese on any other day .. 

Genes traded on the internet,

Mouths eating out of the big ice cream dipper in the sand,

A new woman for an old occasion,

Footsteps above as the saws cut open a tree for 

Arbor Day,

The peering nose of a pig scouring stories from a rain forest’s floor,

The laughter from a hole in the well

And truth

From the font lobe of your

Head.

