on the way

Listening to a hand

Stencil patterns

On the ceiling,

Hearing a woman,

Sexy, sultry

Whisper over

The phone,

Catching a good breeze

Through a blade of flopping hair,

Making a fucking lethal

Pot of salsa-chili just to 

See what it tastes like.

Giving each moment

A

Lick to relish

In the myth.

Seeing someone called

You,

Warming all 20 nails

On my person in anything called an 

Hour

On

The way.

