Joe House


Pack of Cards

Shuffle the cards and cut, flip to deal

a lonely game of late night solitaire,

struggling for a way to make me feel

Suit armies die slowly from the ordeal,

pushed into stacks with silent despair.

Shuffle the cards and cut, flip to deal

I practice the magic I know is not real,

cutting to a card I guessed would be there,

still struggling for a way to make me feel.

I rig the deck and slowly try to misdeal.

the next lonely game of late night solitaire,

then I shuffle the cards and cut, flip to deal.

The table is out of balance and not ideal
but I have to play here or nowhere,

struggling for a way to make me feel.

The night is so boring, yet so surreal
as a blatant loneliness clings to the air.

Shuffle the cards and cut, flip to deal,

struggling for any way to make me feel.    
