Where We Find Truth

In the fragmented memoirs of wrecked intentions.  In the melancholy music simmering on the back burner.  In the dull hum of khaki trousers, the suburban swindle of caffeinated commutes.  In the shoddily-stitched fabric of misfortune.  In the shattered syntax of sunlit sidewalks.  In a late night ringing phone, an unexpected call that might provide an incremental ration of sex, or heartbreak, or both.  In the holes within excuses, in the doubt that inhabits the space between strangers.  In the train station of unknown destinations.  In the plea for help etched onto the face of a nameless junkie.  In the sadness that inhabits the hollows of our naïve bodies.  In the dark architecture of sedans, with empties in the backseat and AM static on the radio.  In the hollow hallelujah of human hardship.  In the persuasiveness of a pistol waved in your face.  In the words that should’ve been said, but weren’t:  thank you, fuck you, I love you, etcetera.  Somewhere between the snip of the umbilical and the final pulse of an EKG, between the start of life’s beautiful freak show and its casketed curtain call.

