black lot as light

Sunny land,

Slits

Of

Reflection .. 

I didn’t have much

To 

Say about your complexion,

Yet

There

Were some

Other

Things

I 

Indeed wanted to know

About

You .. 

Interested in

Some coffee,

A jug of wine,

Or

As much tap water as the 

Tower will allow?

Yes,

May we dip into

Some waters

And laugh ourselves trespassed?

I won’t wait for

The phone to sound

And neither should you .. 

Yet know,

The next chance we happen to chance

In the rendezvous of living .. 

I will grab your perky hand,

Pull that living bosom close

And

Ask what liquid is your hop scotch ..

Then 

We shall hop

Hop

Bop

Hop

About 

With a blazing curiosity

As

Though

The

Black top 

Is pure light.

