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Shoes 

 

there’s nothing holding 

them together, yet 

rarely ever they’re 

a-part; 

tongues are always sticking out 

—half in humor, half in heat— 

they tiptoe side by side 

in pants, 

—all directions left to chance— 

the ties they bear are 

tight&strong 

(for max support) 

(and get-along) 

 

comfort insoles 

love and smother: 

when one moves the other 

moves the other moves 

the other— 

 

their soles are mates; 

key attach, 

 

—a perfect, perfect, perfect match. 


