Jettison,

Through

The sunset of approaching ease,

The kids are scurrying 

As the horns scream about and

To each other below.

Bellows and boons

As I

Sit in a bum’s room

Looking out over the cities.

Though,

A cool black cat comes up to 

Me 

Asking for a smoke.

“Sure,”

I tell him.

If nature,

Urbanization can give it to me

Like this .. 

I can give more than one cigarette stick away.

