My Own Terms

By: Joseph House


Its time to live by the clear-cut

cadence of smoky pool halls.

The sound of racks and breaks,

the clank of glasses and the sound

of life living out a thousand roads.

Filled with all types, they’re made

to blend you in, yet make you
feel so alone in the middle
of the crowd. Standing side

by side with the friends

you never knew you’d have,

the strangers you bond with,

and the friends that you wish

you’d always had. I wouldn’t
have it any other way…staring…

your auburn-red hair floating
across the crowd, sparkling, blazing

against this aimless, everyday life

like a cigarette on a sun that’s flaming out.
Nerves…gut reaction…steady and go…
I’m not even sure of who
you are, but I know I want
to meet you, even if its not
for the first time. I descend

from this bar room crow’s nest

to stride across the room…

I know its much shorter

but every step feels like
balls and chains on my mind…

and, just behind, there’s a magnet,

pragmatically pulling, begging me

to press rewind…I press fast

forward, heart pounding in my throat.

The room swirls around your image,

so beautiful. I see your smile to greet

me… I feel completely alive.
