
The Cracked Sidewalk of
Kentucky
by Robert Salley

One summer night, as I walked alone
down the cracked sidewalk of Kentucky
underneath a canopy of maples
where the moonlight fell
through branches
and lit my path with uneven lines
I wondered:
where does the residue of lust and desire go
when everything you want to hear
has been said?

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/robert-salley/the-cracked-
sidewalk-of-kentucky»
Copyright © 2011 Robert Salley. All rights reserved.


