brine rag

Night caps

At

The

Tavern down the 

Street,

Late mornings

With

The

Clock

Striking

A

Time

Work folks 

Grimace

About .. 

The leaky

Tube of soda pop

And

The 

Stories a child can weave

About

And

Together over

The

Span of a car

Ride

To

The

Diner behind the sycamore .. 

More than

More,

It’s the collected gallery

Of used instruments

That come together

For one more

Show

In

A

Tale of 

‘final tours’ .. 

Yes,

It’s the riveting laughter that

Makes

You go to 

Sleep

Sound like a rock

On the bottom

Of

An 

Unexplored ocean floor ..

It’s a

Candle wick

That laughs

At our attempts

To 

Bring a lit match stick near .. 

It’s

The

Miracle of 

A

Slow

Day,

To them,

As

You

See it moving

Faster than

Pictures

And

Cleaner

Than

Brine.

