thought or written

A view

7 floors high in 

Corporate weakness,

She sits next o me blathering over

Insect bites,

Drunken men,

A lost thought in a race for notoriety.

Coffee turning extra black on 

The burner 

As the hoax in a glass building 

Bounces like lost neurons

In an MSG mistake.

I see the mouths moving,

Yet hear nothing from all these white people

That could be 

Written

Or thought about.

