Distractions

The sun shines….

I walk without purpose

My steps form a pattern

2 and then 3, in each square of the sidewalk

Thoughts come and go; form and dissolve;

I am the king of a great nation

I am alone in the wilderness

I am one of a thousand, even a million

who wander this city today


I round a corner on the way to nowhere

And we collide………….

All goes to silence;








The earth stops in its rotation

She wears the clothing of summer.


Clothing that reveals flesh…



I am intoxicated………

I fumble for words, and she smiles

She recognizes my struggle and with no speech or








action at all

She calms me.

And as I look into her eyes I find no distractions

The stars shine


I march with great purpose,

my feet on the sidewalk spike the night air

In my mind…anticipation

In my pocket….currency

In my hand a variety of fragrant and colorful flowers,

a token of my affection

We meet in a restaurant full of occasions

A menu of sight, sound and scent.





Chaos, seated in little organized clusters

We sit across from each other and tell polished tales of accomplishments.

She wears a shoulder less gown
 and my eyes follow the lines of her collarbones

to the colorful stone in the center of her chest

Her hair spirals, lifts, accents, runs a maze around her eyes and lips.

I miss my turn in conversation








She looks at me awaiting my reply

I give none





I just stare

And as I look into her eyes, I find no distractions

The moon glows
I lead towards on opening in the floor…






her hand in mine as she follows behind me



We find our spot.

On the stage, many people serve the purpose of a giant radio and flood the room with mindless romantic standards.

On the floor couples hold each other and sway;


Out of need….






Out of love..



Out of obligation…..





Out of loneliness……

And we hold our own little space, unaware, in this room of situations

All else falls away.  We spin, step,

laugh,







and breath

We are in the spotlight





The music wanders off into silence

She wears the beauty of a goddess







A beauty that drives mortals to war

My hand rests in the small of her back,

her hand lies on my shoulder

Communicating without speaking

And as I look into her eyes, I find no distractions

The sky cries










I stand in a line

I wear the color of sorrow,





a man in mourning.

I stare at a hole in the earth,

an overpriced box,

and the now empty container that she 

once inhabited.

I have been robbed, abandoned,



forsaken

The sun will never shine again.

People offer condolences as they pass by my throne of discontent











I hear and see none of it!

She lies eternally still,


She too wears the color of sorrow

If I laid next to her we’d be a

                         matching pair reunited

Her hands cross peacefully at her waist, her lips are red against her pale flesh. Her face is 

calm, 



peaceful………..










at ease.

I prepare my desperate final farewell

And as I look into her eyes, I find no distractions.

