The Other Day
By Alex Wulff

The sky was glowing red when I stepped outside…
And there were swaths of dark purple streaks across it.

So I stared in awe at this texture of perfection…
While I felt a tear well up in each eye.

The air wa crisp, but still…
I heard a dog’s toenails clicking across the concrete.

I figured it was not yet seven thirty.

So I took a deep breath…
And let my shoulders relax.

Then I tilted my head to crack my neck.

I thought about my life…
And all the people I’ve met…

Then I wondered what they might be doing now.

I felt cozy in my home…
My shoes were nice and tight.

And my lanyard was hanging down from my right pocket.

I wanna run away…
But somehow I feel content.

Besides…the guard out there would probably try to shoot me.
