morning rain

Stretch of time

Lolling like 

Long, slender

Legs in sweat over

The

8 AM streets

that,

at first look,

have sheen as though the rains 

swept through.

Yes,

It’s too cold for that jive,

Yet the construction cats of day keep adding the brick

And

Swing from scaffolding rails.

As the seconds continue to burn off,

My eyes lose the sting of new sight.

Knowing there is

A

Whole city – landscape behind

This building they form

And

That the coffee is still in the can ..

Yes,

I now know it didn’t rain 

Although

It

Feels so.

