sunday’s eve

&

a shoe ad

It was

Document two

As

The

Sunday evening reversed

It’s decision

On

Silence

And

Took my document without a save .. 

Yes,

A

Document talking of the silence

Built like a sand trap underneath

A

City’s man hole .. 

A Sunday eve silenced

With 

Leaves

Hanging like old stockings in a closet

While

The

Sounds of people making pasta,

Hammers hitting wood,

Nails going across a chalk board,

A car with a loose muffle,

The poodle trying to catch an errant mosquito,

The 18-wheeler passing the bus

Through the intersection

Winking like an old timer at a young broad in the 

Bar known for ‘one helluva vodka, bitters, tonic on ice’

Yes,

With this

The people think of getting back out onto the street

When the 

Lawnmowers,

Children laughing

And

Adults roaming

In

The

Networks

Decision to 

Not run that

Shoe ad.

