discovered you

Brown

Winter sticks

Speaking spring’s new

Epitaph

As

The

Day cools off some for the traffic

As

The compact white trucks

Come careening

To

A

Screeching halt on Broadway .. 

The spindles

From aged dandelions

And

New butterfly’s of a season off

Going

About the air

As

Though they own the mortage

And

Could give a shit .. 

The rested 

Woman

Leaning on the 

Stack of

Marble

The

Pauper dropped off

In

A

Beat up truck

That

Used to be piloted by the angel who

Let the lease run dry .. 

Yes,

As the new words

Come trickling out 

In the spit from a warm mouth .. 

You must know that there

Are

Things you 

Have discovered

And

That there

Are

A

Great many other things

That have discovered you .. 

