stretch of breath

Dots

Of wax

Harden on

White walls .. 

Oh

That 

Green molting in cold

Coming

Through tiny slits 

In windows .. 

Goat heads on 

Walls,

Books on ledges next to my head,

A

New high bed,

Desks holding the keyboard I type about on now,

Inches of coffee getting hotter that

Midnight in the kitchen,

Buddha in rags,

Unspoken bills,

Roth IRA laughing at politicians,

Torn pieces of paper with messages

That will never get read,

Drum sticks glued on planks of word that

Were to be thrown out as “extra scraps”,

Friends in the city having a good laugh in 

This life ride,

Old girlfriends with men that 

Bore the fuck out of them and the listening ears,

Out dated computers getting thrown out or auctioned

Off to the bravest of frugal souls,

Styrofoam peanuts,

Used actors,

The streets skidding on sheets of ice,

Rouge cigarettes in the ash tray looking like

Egyptian symbols on 

A

Cast wall,

2:00am dancers shaking the 

10:00am aspirin bottle,

warm slippers making the world smile .. 

An afternoon that

Doesn’t need a day to modify it .. 

Because all

The

Actions of the world 

Make it

Completely anonymous

And beautiful at the same

Stretch of breath.

