each inch of pouring light

Red heads

In the corner

As

Music man makes more

In

Tone than 

The man in a jet propulsion lab.

White coast on a rack,

As the laughing frolic 

In

A

Midtown bar makes passing people 

Wince in cool laughter.

Barista with 

Shaved head

Talks of former days with long hairs

As

The liquor store closes across the way

And silence becomes but a fable.

Beautiful creatures 

Of humans in black skin slaying me sweetly as

This day of Martin L. King

Hums down a continuous line of 

Magnificent mix

While the 

Church choir in KCK

Comes down to 

A

Hum from

The

Melodic hymn

In 

An

Auditorium.

.. an open space screaming of a dream

from 

each inch

of

pouring light.

