fantasy’s map

Birds

Flapping through

A

Corridor between my building

And the building next to ..

Going

Into the opening 

Tumblin’ out into the street

As

The

Hung over city 

Wakes up to 

2 coffee filters left

and

once cigarette remaining

from the pieces of 

the previous night

that lie on the

dining table like

a

jagged frame

in 

an 

ordered 

Polaroid.

Yes,

The construction workers

Of the building across the other side of the corridor

Pull up the sheets to their chins

With their honey’s next to

As

The

Cold becomes maybe

A

Degree warmer in the 

11:00 a.m. hour

of a day

when all the rest of the 

sober people wake up

and

wink at a completed puzzle on the hallway wall

and

look into the far-left drawer

at a full packet of filters

to 

take care

of 

several months

of coffee .. 

And the remainder of the inch

Worms,

Spiders

Die off in the Jan. cold

As

The

Waitresses of the 

World start sending lunch orders back 

To

Hung over

Cooks

Looking with disdain at the 

Abused eggshells of the breakfast rush .. 

As 

The beauties serving the food lean over the 

Counters for a good peek from the gallery 

And

Slap 

A

Stray look from 

Eternal eyes

That

Warm 

Through 

The birds

Hang overs

Sobriety

Construction

Used wood

New orange juice

And 

Silverware falling down 

To

Clean floors

In an earthly kitchen

Etched on

Fantasy’s map.

