your nostrils

It’s 2:00pm,

Sunday,

Off 12th and Pennsylvania .. 

Traffic

Is sporadic around the 

Perimeter where buildings are 

Being built and ripped 

Down

During

Working hours in

The

Middle 5 days of the week .. 

Yes,

On the hill they call “quality”

Where the 

French

Once

Cursed soaps,

Sold firs

And

Ate over a 

Bluff called a look out area

Into

Another state .. 

Those traffic lights

Signaling 

Different voices of reason

While most people just look on past .. 

The stripped trees in the backdrop

Posed as 

Luscious women

Exposing their nudity to 

Any wandering eye,

Knowing

Soon

That spring will bring

Them

Those leafy clothes

They have

Been clamoring about 

For months now .. 

Yes,

While the other women of flesh

Neighboring next

To

My apartment

Move in their goods

Like moles welcoming a new mound of fresh dirt .. 

.Didn’t mention the

light poles or

window frames holding

all of our visions in like adhesive fingers

and

illuminating our eye sight

as

though fog

has

come

and

rain is

one

wish

away .. 

It’s 12 days

Past

The

Beginning of the month

And

The

Streets,

Marquees,

Buildings,

Apartments,

Women with smiles

All

Have

A

Late-winter hum

That

Shoves

The

Smell of 

Spring

Straight

Down

Your nostrils.

