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Forward Afterthought 

She s.11 upon our discovered bench, 
counting cracks in sidewalk eye. 

The Sunday Tribune even ,hough irs 'foesday, 
made her wish for psychic anthills. 

She wished 
to merely 
tcU a fuble about some 
old lady with spindly fingers 

like old golf dubs, disfigured from years of 
misuse. 

'lhe lampshade would have tO be bent 
at an arousing angle 

reminding me of high school skim 
and fumbled moxy. 

She ace chc ornament jn a way rhat seemed 
infulHblc as if violence �s grown, not Jcarncd. 

She couldn't understand why 
rhc paper falJing fi-om che Oltornan, ur1.swep1. 

Her hair left me wandering 
, hrough broken promises and brcakfut. 

• 

And I don't want co  even light a macch. 
at all. 

I wandered pasc che applause 
and our 

overheared rwo ac, play 
just thinking 
"No one's interested in something you didn't do." 
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'Quot< atrribuud to Gord Dmuni, 




