infant humidity

A cold wind

Hums through the 

Trees like a rumor built from

The

Toothless jaw

Of

An

Old maid

Done

With cleaning anything anymore .. 

The same 

Wind traveling skyward

To a warmer current that will mix with another cold

Gust and

Rain down

On

The

Old man walking a city street 

With an empty bottle of bourbon in his back pocket

And

A

Picture of his family in the front pocket .. 

As the rains cool off the ground,

A

Warm

Air rises

And

Aims up the nostrils of a child

Breathing

Hope

For

Us

All.

