adult lounge

Blank looks

In a 

New airport,

Old nutmeg

In a peeling paper cup—

On a flight to St. Louis,

It smells like cabin pressure

And

Feels like winter—

Up and out

Like the black box

Shouting about scenes

On an internet site—

Lifting Raggedy Ann

As

Andy goes

Into the corner to do 

Less of all

That

“adult” shit.

