Poem #5

Cop Out!
Road Scholar

I am that one thing you do not want her to see,

At least not yet.

I am the torn wrapper on the dirty, shag floor

That you forget.

Shame is my name, bright, sparkly foil my calling card,

Out in plain sight.

Kick me aside, it will not do you any good,

Her eyes caught light.

Your face turns red as I am lifted to her hand,

A smile spreads wide.

She really loves chicken ramen noodles, too.
Now a pocket ride!

She feels more at home now that you have common ground,

I’m on your side.

