SOME TUESDAYS

Some Tuesdays I like the feel

of gray rain-laden clouds that press

their moisture onto my head,

my shoulders,

that force their gift into my brain

as if I need to take root,

sprout clean green shoots

of life above the dirt.

Some Tuesdays I like the midweek

certainty that we all must work

at something that will earn

a weekend,

a job that will justify

the end-of-day conversations

while we wash our dirty hands

so we can eat dinner and compare scars.

Other days of the week

garner more attention,

but Tuesdays allow a breath,

some introspection,

still early enough in the week

that growth can erupt

through the damp soil

and reorder everything.

