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spring fog

in a hog’s nostril

A tram ride around

The marsh,

The folks with small eyes

And large hands wave

From the shore to ensure

That everything

Is all right and that

The times roll along

Like milk in a child’s belly ..

**

Radio’s playing mixtures

Of voice 

Sound

Instrumentation

As folks leave their lives 

From a desk .. 

A life that was called by another

“unnatural” ..

One of  the truer statements

I have heard in some good long time.
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