in 2000

The clock

On the London Towers building

Is standstill at

12:01 .. 

The time

The day closed and

The old scents

Of frocks

Dresses

Socks

Rings

Perfumes

And deodorants

Mix with musty air

Of an extinct building.

One on a block

Of sparsely filled

Buildings 

With dwellers and banks.

A block of inhabitants

That 

Solely pump the blood 

Of city views.

Veins glowing with

Faint hints

Of green,

Reds

Of flashing intersection lights

Making the

Lights match the scene.

One of either

Halt

Or

More.

