From a Gutter’s Edge

September 18, 2002

I sit upon my roof

kicking loose the shingles

and flicking away

the dyeing memories.

I am surrounded 

by chips of wood,

twigs, and half-mulched leaves.

Egg shells

(from a prank not comedic)

crumble under the gentle pressure

of my manicured forefinger.

Sweltering heat waves

dry my locks

and make me long 

to jump:

ending pain

and ungratified work.

