waiting

clothes that mix colors I have never seen mixed, that place colors beside one another that have never been neighbors in New Jersey, on my street, at the bar, over the river and through the fucking woods until I get to someplace else I have been to a thousand times, thinking of those colors and where they might be. 

immersing myself in the water of unfamiliar sounds, I will begin to pick up consonants and strange tones, following logic to the translation, keeping a small dictionary in my back pocket, laughing at you when I get it, I order, I don’t actually trip over my words or myself or rocks or dogs or traditions I try to learn about in between what I want to do and what I can.

entertainment outside, beyond four walls and our comfortable cocoon, colorful and addictive without drugs or influence. sticks fall on light drums, people fall on circumstance, clichés fall on deaf ears as we make our way to cobblestone and grandeur, buildings older than America, older than us.

poems in other languages, sweaty handshakes and small talk sidewalks with finality and grace. We are finding them as I sit in Jersey, we are seeing them in our sleep. We are crawling toward the future with crushed paper in our hands, watching outside go blind.
Sarah Kolbasowski
