eve into ever

The cool 

Azaleas of day 

That

Float and flounder like

Fish

Trying to make sense

Of

The

Pieces of foliage on the

Sea’s ground .. 

The fantasy and intricacy

Of the Jazz man pounding

Away on keys that

Bring

Pure 

Unbelief

To

The crowd that holds back urine

And

Any interruption of sex that could

Come in between enjoyment

And

Craftsmanship .. 

Lost money in the

Hands of a poor man that can really use it

Yet

He

Walks for miles trying to find the

Nearest drop off box to

Put in his new 

Find

And

Continue on his way

Of

Spontaneous smiles

And

A tingle in the seat of his ass .. 

Old pamphlets

And

Used nymphets .. 

Screaming out the names

Of

Products and old lovers

To the decibel of night

Coming

Down from dusk

And ready to toast the drink

Of

New flavors

That have

A

Way

Of

Getting

Bolder

Sweeter and

Newer

As

The

Eve

Continues

On into

Ever.

