city squeal

Semi’s warbling

By the 

City apartments,

Telephone companies

Calling for the wrong person,

Yet trying to talk me into 

A

Little phone basket.

The smell of gin

On my eye lids

As

The nightly residue 

Of pasta 

Still swarms like a bat

About my guts.

It’s a new,

Cold

City morning

And they’re coming a long

Ways on the 

New corner lodge.

Bricks-n-all,

Piles of alabaster,

The song a 

A

City

Bus

Squeals.

