
 
 
 

Sweet Chocolate Brown 
 
 
 
 

A lady at the library 

Entirely chocolate brown 

But for the patchy-white soles of 

Her feet, tilted easily out of 

Her flimsy, silly flip-flops. 

I wondered about that lady 

How her soles lost their chocolate brown. 

I’ll bet her feet once stomped so  

Vigorously 

Ecstatically 

To her own inner rhythm 

Whooping it up so 

Ceaselessly   

That the chocolate brown of her feet 

Heard the beat 

Melting slowly down the street 

Happily flowing away. 

Sweet chocolate brown is as yummy 

As honey. 
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