Bounce

I bounce low
I bounce high
I bounce sober.

I bounce from lost love
from found love

from old love

from dead love.

Iland on my feet
on the ceiling.

My heart in my hand
my glove in the gutter
my hat in the ring.

I bounce until my very last atom
is gone

to dance on.

In the dewdrop on a petal

In the lead in someone’s pencil

In the lead of a speeding bullet

In the inky recess of a Black Jack dice

In the shard of a smashed addict’s ampule

In a Glasswing Butterfly’s fart

In a floating mote of dust

In a false blonde’s follicle

In a garden hose attachment

In a brass coffin handle

In a sterling silver ampallang

In the mold on shower tile grout

In the eyelash of an Asian water buffalo

In the vector propulsion unit of a flying car

In the in-flight info-screen onboard a Mars tourist ship
In an over-the-counter cancer cure-all

In the oxygen that you may very well one day breath.

You name it.



