Pot of Mud

by Adam Gehrke




This pot profuses sweat




    "Don't you touch..."



            Too  late ,  too  true , too     painful



          my mind mumbles screams
  soft



        tears trickle  down  snowflake 
  skin



       parents preach phrases  pouring
  pure



        should  have listened or cared
  more



          instead  I   refused  outright





coffee lives ,coffee bites

