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When I Go

She stands, scalpel in hand, inquisition in mind. Each crack she feels, she clutches the fable, and elicits her tragedy. Each bruise she accepts, for the turbulence she must connive with, balances the cockeyed scale with which she stands upon. They say curiosity killed the cat, for she must find curiosity, despite the cat.

He stands, checklist in hand, judgement in mind. He squeezes each cheek, checking for ebullience and envy, for each ephemeral memory is a convict. Each thought he stores, imbued with vice to be assuaged, and virtue to be inured.  He coats his newfound storage with elixir and eloquence, stacking his boxes far too high. A dalliance between flight and fall, for a cat has only nine falls.

They stand, hand in hand, mind with mind. They see no crack or bruise. They carry no list nor box. They see the cat before curiosity, for curiosity can’t kill the past. They relive the days of rhubarb, under Gatsby’s final glow. For fickle whispers sway strong surrenders, even muted by the snow.
Cabbage Turkey American

The scent of fermented cabbage intoxicates the Thanksgiving air.

Veiling the savory turkey that was expected to be found.

A forbidden fandango off ill-fitted puzzle pieces and spices.

The first puzzle comes from reds, whites, and greens,

With aged stone villages and cheap chocolate wafers,

Black seas and galaxy pastries.

The second puzzle comes from greens, oranges, and whites,

with humming cities and leftover lentils,

fire medals and sultry winters.

These puzzles merge into reds, whites and blues,

with flaky apple pies and cherished summer camps,

melting pots and pineapple pizza.

A forbidden fandango off ill-fitted puzzle pieces and spices

Where imperfect becomes the new perfect

When I Dream

You are rhubarb and gold on Wednesdays,

Sweet emollience and halcyon waves,

Fortune’s glue with rosy cheeks,

Pastels and envy blues.

Melting candles and sweetened cream,

a lagniappe of strawberry pie.

Once torrential, now sequential

grey skies and red goodbyes.
Rained out skies and untoward clouds,

vestigial hope to come,

because of you, my eyes will open,

and I’ll see the sun.
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