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Cans of Silver

Every morning
yawning
she suffers
desiring mouthwash
with fluoride wafers.
With great caution
she tips
the cracked plastic bucket
like
a can full of silver.
Or
turning aside.
In silence
surrounded by chores
needing water
in abundance.
Parched spirit, dry hopes
desperate mother tracing
water for broth.




        “Pouring Water” By Masterangelo

Cost leaves
unwashed dishes, skin.
Can you just look on
and swim in a world of silver?
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