In a Little Book

In a little book, he writes the future

he hopes for… the visions of grandeur

he has for his plain and suburban life.

He traps them in this book, a green jar 

with a gold outlay, so ornately done.

The spine is cracked. The title is embossed

on the cover in pen. The pages are lined,

something he insists upon. He thinks slowly
before he starts to write. He scrawls
each title, jots quickly his initials—
one underline— the date just below—

two underlines— then the words begin to

flow from his pen and the depths of his mind

to the page, presenting him his glorious

wishes in full force, his autographs

and his stardom, his ability to be known…
to simply be. All wrapped in a book

that he fills periodically with the sorrows
of now that he hopes will breed beauties
of tomorrow, so that he can be like

this green and gold book, a little broken,

but filled with the truly great tale of living.
