Two Shoes

It’s about four in the morning

Everything is still, but alive

Birds sing to each other

They are lost in the fog that blurs the treetops

But they don’t seem to mind

It’s been awhile since I’ve been here

Alone, like this, at night

I feel like an alien archeologist

Trying to piece together the days events

From the picture in front of me

A long row of tables

A half-circle of chairs

Scattered soda bottles on the grass

In various stages of empty

A discarded envelope near the stage

With the name of an actress inside

A large black cat

Prowling the edges

Perhaps as curious as I am

But strangest of all

Is a small table, off to the side

Carrying a discarded shoe box

With the shoes still in it

Suddenly, a million stories are rushing through my head

And I’m thinking

Maybe I should write some of them down

But I know better than that

Some mysteries are not meant to be solved

