eggs I cook

Initial look

Over

Morning—

Sun peak,

Slight-faded colors

Rise over

Buildings like a

Hot muffin

Keeping from the teeth

Of a toaster oven.

Parked cars,

Several more plants died in the cold,

The bust exhaust 

Brings the sewers back to life.

All the while,

Construction continues on

New lodges,

Homes,

Other pieces 

Not

Seen

From here

S the

Cold birds

Stray around

As

The warm birds lay those eggs

I cook.

