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Thoughts of solitary confinement and the prison yard death of a friend
Livin’ in a trailer—

feel as if I've never won.

Livin’ in a trailer—

break the john deere with your gun.

There’s a squirrel in the low grass,

and the cat is on the high lawn.
There’s a callous on my toenail,

and a bunion on your lip yawn.

Livin’ in a trailer—

drink the pabst by the bug zapper.

Livin’ in a trailer—
cut your mullet with a weed wacker.

We watch as nothing happens,

Merle Haggard’s corpse a’yappin’.

We listen to the trash burn,

Sluggish knowledge of our brain yearn.

Livin’ in a trailer—

just try to stop your crusty backyard ignorance.

Livin’ in a trailer—

I won’t push away my lazy indifference.

Abstractive thoughts 

full of coveralls and nosebleeds—

seeing walking-stick insects 

sucking worlds through straws in water beads.
