greek mythology following me on two wings

on days 

when i journey

out of this house

all alone with

my cloth and leather

bag in tow,

i wish a mechanical 

bird from the greek mythology

days would follow me around

from place to place.

tailing me with those click

eye lids,

and clack feet stretched to

feel the mechanical air.

my own personal lassie

dog just in case

the fire gets too bright hot,

or the crime becomes something

a joke cannot snuff,

just to be there with 

his fabled lore loins

waiting for excitement to happen

to me.

ignoring the moments around me,

because he's my personal bird,

he would casually look at you

looking at your book,

or eating egg noodles,

as i rove around the like a patient

under the scalpel while my bird

yearns to get me to the next moment

in a dance he's constructed

with him mythological, metal brain.
