a growl for their walk

Calling you a

Name I never

Knew you had,

Talkin’ a game

I never knew you had,

Giving the grain

For a bushel

Tucked in a gallow—

Tellin’ the man “no” .. 

I just smoke my last one.

On my feet some more as

They build the lodge

Above the city and before

The Feds

On

Capitalism’s hill.

Swooning with 

Their walk

&

sorrow in

their growl.

