Avante Garde Art

It is a magnificent wall: Like the Great Wall of China,

Ruby red brick perfectly stacked for miles on end.

A crumbled brick lies in the grass, a rectangular hole above it.

The child of a dotter takes form in a nine-by-nine-foot canvas.

Nine months of labor, dotting, spotting, a million yellow pinheads.

Amongst the daffodils a red rose lives near the top and slightly to the right.

A robin’s nest intricately strewn together for arriving young

Blossoms in golden straw glazed with silken spider webs.

A blade of grass, as green as spring, gleams with dew from within.

It happens when an obsessive-compulsive awakes and pees, flush, flush, flush.

In the morn, brush, spit, brush, spit, brush, spit then off to work.

Unlock, lock, unlock, lock, unlock, lock the door, and walk along the sidewalk

And step on a crack.

