Dirty needles and Jesus

It’s all there,

down at my feet.

Paranoias, pointers and prayers,

scattered amidst the gum-strewn universe.

Fingered love in fresh cement.
A love sustained.

Or most likely long dead

on its feet at my feet.

Or never really love at all.

Just tongues and fumblings,

as the ground sets hard.

Harder than anything he will ever muster.

I was a little lost that day when Jesus
appeared to me as a stain

on the sidewalk. Uncannily,

he looked just like he does in the movies.



