Gargoyles

And dumb bells

Clamoring

And ringing

Over 

A

New voyage

They didn’t book

Us

To 

Fly.

**

Crystal whispers

In a

Stark brown river.

**

The postal man and the dusty bread maker .. 

Goin’ around with a grin,

Dusting off an oily smear,

Ready to concoct the world in a musical box .. 

He’s waiting with a smear & pulling

Bologna from his ears.

**

Removable sheets

They wear,

As I look up the 18 stories of hotel windows

To see only 3 open and

The rest empty with nurses of clean

Or

Others watching Tv.

**

Who taught you how to read?

Yes,

Though who told you how to write?

