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Flicker

Flickering orange streetlights matched
With cool, searching silence. 

That warm wet apprehension

Fills the uneasy mind

Like an empty wooden church pew

And a long black dress shoe;
Beautiful, and heavy,
Like thick old cigar smoke

All inside his gray-clouded head.
A mind alive

Like a busy Atlanta highway at dusk.
Past dusk,
He sits pounding the keys in a ray of gray-blue light.
He is working, busy at forgetting,
Finally winning at losing

He wants to

To make tomorrow.
Outside in the rain,
Pulls a long black and chrome car.
Quiet or jittery in the gutters,
He knows not which.
Jitter to find October’s ease,
In the cusp of a single mother’s hand;
The only promise ever kept.
Kneeling beside a damp bed,
On a wooden, crackling, floor. 
Beneath his tired knees, he breathes
And with the ominous streetlights,
He falls and flickers out.
