
Laugh, Dance, Sing

There is a line that says when I can

and when I can’t.

In a sparsely furnished apartment,

I dance;

I sing;

I laugh.

Opinions, like fly paper, capture youth,

pasting it in obscurity among relics

like photographs

remembered one evening alone where 

in apartments below and above

and, perhaps, adjacent,

people

laugh and dance and sing

as if captured in those very photographs curling in my hands

There are voices that say I can’t 

when I think I should,

when I dare,

when I dance,

or laugh

or sing

in a room filled with furniture

or a street devoid of paraphernalia

like cones or cars or animals

crushed, bloody, oozing pus

like innocence.

There are fingers that point

out my laughs,

my dances,

and the lyrics

to unsung songs

and say don’t 

even 

dare.

And, at times,

I heed these warnings

and cower beneath the scorn

of others and relish

the comfort of the sameness they

offer me.

There are bugs that crawl

across my kitchen floor,

stopping to squabble over a crumb

or a splattered drop of grease, 

that make their way to my chest and whisper

to me, in an eerily sexy, thoraxy voice,

“Why do you not dance

or sing

or laugh

like you did before?”

And, I must tell them

that it is time for me to put aside

childish things,

or so I have been told.

And, they reply, “But these are the very things that

make you human.”

And, I can only smile at their ignorant,

brainless ideas before squashing them between

my giant thumbs.  And, as they crawl away,

dragging white lumps of guts,

like some distorted tapioca pudding,

I realize that I am those bugs.

There are years of technological 

advancements and political

movements that enslave

my future and my present in a world

that strictly administers 

when I may and may not

laugh,

dance,

or sing.

And we all blindly follow:

Dancing on holidays,

Laughing on breaks,

Singing in cars

Or in carpools

Or on trains

Or other systems of mass transportation,

voicelessly lip-synching beneath our walkman

but not so loud as to bother our neighbors.

Or, God forbid, our boss.

When I am eighty,

I will laugh, dance and sing

across a sparsely furnished and dimly lit apartment

with people I barely know in the center, perhaps, of Pennsylvania.

And, when I am eighty, just as when I was eight,

I will be applauded.


