thrillin’ words & digested spice

Tom Harrell

Wraps

Up

His solo

As the crowd

Reaches for 

Another 

Swig off their 

Mixed drinks

And

Slipping filters 

On

Fresh cigarettes .. 

The cat

Licks its

Chops 

After gathering a dumpster 

Surprise of old turkey in 

The

May evening air .. 

Licking

Over 

Its protruding mouth

And

White teeth like

A

Champ

As

The

Chimp in the zoo across town 

Waits for

The

Contest to end

So he

Can have a name .. 

Oh,

And the weaned

Waving grass

Going about the

Ground

As

The

Large hand in the sky picks bits of cotton from

The

Large

Cotton ball

And

Throws

It

Around

In

The

Shape of clouds .. 

Yes,

And the miracle of humans

Is

The

Burglar’s crime 

As

I

Hum

The closing credits

Of Harrell’s 

Last solo

Of the

Radio

Ventured night

Thrillin’ the words

And

Eating the spice.

