tend the rolls

The honking

Of 

Horns

Steady up the 

Street 

Next by .. 

As some men

Yell

And

Shout

About directions and 

Schedules they have to attend to .. 

I hear the radio play

And

Smell the oil resin of a typer

I just took apart .. 

Looking over the mechanics

Of

Men

And machine,

I think of the women 

Out

There

That move with

Mist

In

Their wake

And

All the cinnamon rolls

That

Will

Be

Warm in the morning .. 

Oh yes,

And the

Cars throwing 

Truncated metaphors

While

The

Cold homeless man pleads with

A

Younger soul

For

Some

Change or a dollar

To

Get

Into

The

Warmth of another bottle,

Or

Meal

If

The

Truth be rewound.

A night called ‘city’

On

A

Planet

With

A

Plane following the

Sun .. 

Warm

And

Laughing

Up

There in the

Sky

As

Australia

Tends to

The

Rolls.

