county of theirs

The wire face

Of a clay pigeon

Smiling on the back of

A

Pack of matches.

Waiting for the time

When

Stone will be used for fire again

And

Listening

For

A speaker that can slice through silver

With

A

Joke

From his laughter.

As the evening

Winds down

And winds up in other places on the world,

The

Night

Sounds of cricket symphony

Tell

Summer

That the end is near

And

A

Fall

Will be on the way.

On the way

With

An

Empty pack of matches

And the last

Pack of cigars

In this

County of theirs.

