shake hands

Writing

Over

A

Stream of hot wax

Moving

Down

Circular lopes of 

Metal

As the

Sun

Comes in,

Meeting 

Smoke rings for 

The

First time .. 

David Byrne

And

A

House burning down,

Animals

Salvaged

By

The

Last heros 

On

The

Western frontier .. 

Christmas

In

This city’s pants,

I

Have nothing done

One week shy in the way of 

Getting some gifts,

Yet

Its

All going to be alright .. 

All right for

The 

Reasons

That

Mix with confusion,

Ok for the wink

In 

Their

Eyes

Under the cloudiest sky this side of the river

And

The

Driest

Patch of ground

We

Lay

Walk

Fly

Talk

Move

Shake hands on.

