Incense glare,

The cost of ivory,

Folks looking

Into an American menagerie

Gloating

As

The

Car runs out of gas—

“Hey buddy,”

they say to me.”

“You worry me.”

“Yea .. “

I begin.

“How about your running nose

and wrinkled fingernails as 

you run to the mall before it closes

and hit 

beautiful women in heat?”

They turn around

To me

Without even asking

“what?”*

