thus the thought

Sounds

Of neighbors

Knocking over

Lamps on the 

Upstairs floor plate,

Talk of

Crooks trying to 

Rob

Ground floor apartments,

The smelling salts

From Africa 

Waking up 

An

American buried in

A

Popularity mag,

The brassy cold

Wind of a July morning 

Giving you more

Strength that

Five antelopes running away from the 

Salivating tiger’s mouth,

The cup of adrenaline waiting

On the table for all the Brady kids to 

Swallow down,

A dirty, meager modern day

Messiah getting 

Terrible service

At

A hipster, fuckface up-scale

Restaurant

As the truth

Comes

Seeping out of the 

Air conditioning vents

Over the

Scalps of

Prettied hair 

And

Brushed vagina lips.

Yes,

The scene is one that

Could take some more effort.

In a 

Breeze that breeds more inventions that

Beckon to 

Making life simpler,

It goes in the inevitable irony

Of making certain that sloths

Will be bred at an incredible pace.

For 

To go out 

And use energy to 

Talk at length with friends in the eternal rain

Of truth,

Hanging out with family,

Nieces,

Nephews,

Sons,

Daughters,

The others that could use the look of

An 

Attractive ear .. 

A wheening emblem of 

Newer technology 

Or 

Gadgets in a infomercials vomit

Comes

Whirling

Down

The

Credit card number .. 

Folks,

Love

And the pursuit of expended energy for

What

Is truly fucking cool

And

Nurturing to 

The

Common person

Is

The

Point.

Thus

The

Period at the end of

This

Thought.

