A Soft Touch

Fourteen socks 

Seven colors

Every Tuesday

A man’s socks

Alien on a spinster’s line

Like a row of vacant deckchairs,

Hanging 

By yellow plastic

Pegs

Incongruous

Tickling her fancy

A week of socks

That cover 

Pale, paralyzed 

Feet

Protruding from

Pajamas, loose on 

A fixed frame

Attached to

A mind, alive,

Brave, believing

God is good

He, a young man

Refusing to give in

Breathing by machine

Fed by tube

Choking 

She, a volunteer, 

Eighty years young

Became certified

To suction his spit

Reads him the bible,

And washes his socks with softener

