The gym jock

The jerk
The joke
The lump

The tiny big surprise
when his mother
took a dump

is exercising
his vocal chords

is uptalking

in butch bimbo voice
deeper

than the ocean

is holding
hands-free

his bombastic confab
on quantity and cost

is drilling
though my human-cancelling
headphones

is a nasty Atlas

fucked off with the Earth
thrusting his medicine ball
hard into shallow space

Picking it up
Doing it again

Picking it up
Doing it again

is walking

on hands and bare feet
across the funk-sticky floor
with a salamander’s gait



is farting

small pops

that punctuate

each diagonal lift of his opposing limbs

Picking them up
Doing it again

Picking them up
Doing it again

is stretching
my patience
is lifting

no fog

is spinning
out of control

is running
out of my time



