calm justice

Bought him

An

Old typer

In case the 

Thoughts become too much to

Be stored

In

The

Head.

He gave me a couch

For

Early Saturday evenings when

Sleeping

Naked 

Hold one of the nicest

Truths known to

The

Skin.

An old Alto jazz singer

Crooning over the

10:36 PM radio box

for a city 

that had the finest music,

lost it,

and found it

as

the

streets of red lights

become strips of 

calm justice.

