M Y  S O U L
By Lynn Marie Norris

Last Sunday I found my soul.
It was in the mall, patiently waiting for me on the tile floor
between the pet store & the book shop. 

A dude at the Subway in the food court said it resembled a tumbleweed,
but to me it seemed more like a bird nest or a tattered wool hiking sock.
When I first picked it up, it felt heavy and itchy.

Later, it became fuzzy & somewhat gelatinous, sporadically changing color.
I felt it throb soothingly, & sensed it’d been everywhere,
but now was weary, ready to settle down & relax.

I worried my soul would get bored sitting on my dresser,
but so far it appears euphoric, glimmering jovially as it watches me & the dog.
It’s a handsome accent to my lava lamp & hand-painted drawer pulls from India. 

I don’t invite many people over, much less interact with them in the bedroom,
so my soul is generally present solely for my own comfort & bliss. 
But if you’re kind & don’t eat all my Cheetos, perhaps one day I’ll show it to you.

