seem right?

Driving 

Bricks up and down

The street

As

Traffic hums

Like

A

Hotel lounge .. 

Naked as a 

Dry spark ..

Heat pushing through

Room .. 

Brakes,

Hydraulics,

Unmade fruit punch,

And

The scaffolding holding

The brick layers above the gaze of a 

City bent on metal and

Lazy with wood .. 

My eyes

Are 

Opening more

Each

&

by .. 

Yes,

Getting’ up to 

Put on clothes .. 

It just doesn’t seem right .. 

