a dead city

A dead city

As the people alive

Walk around.

Speaking in vocal tones

& repeating

things said and unsaid.

They walk around

A

9:00am – 5:00pm

city block.

Working their knees

And 

Stretching their mouths .. 

Day’s gone by of flapping awnings

With 

A

New dream.

They walk around a dead city.

New monuments erected

&

old soldiers cast in stone.

A city of people competing

Their theories.

Their alive in 

A

Dead city.

With the smell of fresh coffee

In cold, humid air

They’re walking-breathing-moving-being

In a

Dead city.

Carrying a heartbeat of

The Gaelic angels,

Livid with perspiration.

Alive like

A

Deaf jellyfish

Stinging

The

World

In a dead city.

