Pot of Gold

The dandelion in the yard

The crow in the vegetable garden

I have always been the

weed in the cabbage patch

Limestone in a jewelry shop

Pizza sauce on a white satin dress

Wash me out,

I dare you. 

I know you’ve tried

But I’m a stubborn stain

I wore yellow to a funeral

and jeans to the banquet

The smirk from the waiter,

nose buried in the clouds

I expected that
But when I saw your cheeks flame,

And you looked away

My icy cheeked flamed too.
I cried at the comedy

And cheered at the opera

Once again you stared at the floor.
The black, carpet lined floor

The proper, dignified floor,

The floor that couldn’t embarrass you if it tried

Is it wrong to be jealous of a floor?

It’s not fair

Can I take you home?

To broken dishes,

Soiled carpets,

Finger-painted walls,

And gourmet fried chicken?

To hole in the knee pants

And impromptu touch football

in the mud

Do you feel what I feel?

Rainbows

bursting from a clouded gloom
are out of place too.

Is there room for a 

Rainbow

in your life?

