needle eyed quilting bees
superstituous scrawlings on knocked wood point 
in the direction of aged cabins resting on 
discarded seabeds 
remnants of traced salt line the edges of 
directional compasses of the north star 
southern bankruptcies 
western tax evasion 
eastern buddhist scars 
wheeling borrowed wheelbarrows across town 
to the nearest food depository 
to claim the winning prize of slovenly 
greed discarded in easy-open tin cans 
for your approval 
assigning failing grades to passing lanes 
in an effort to sieze the mixtapes from 
your glove compartment 
the hare krishna are accelerating their chants ten fold in a conspicuous claim to humanity 
fingertips linked around new york city tree 
trunks with three wheeled wagons for decoration 
they are leaning to the left 
they are leaning to the right 
there is a fork in the road and the government has bought rights for the removal of the disagreeing side 
walk straight ahead and the mennonites are quilting bees 
humming softly to traditional tombs
