airy land

Alive

And

By my own

Here in the 

City tonight .. 

Though,

I’m not 

Alone .. 

I’m surrounded by

Minds,

Hands,

Fingers,

Bosoms and nails

Scouring away like a used sponge

In

Soapy water

After

The

Feast has 

Ended and

The festivities are ready to begin .. 

Curling my 

Legs

In spite of my toes,

As the fire

On

The

End of the candle wax

Burns

Like

A

Look from an errant beauty looking

From the sidewalk

Into

My 

Car into the slow

Rush

Of

Dark coming over the night .. 

The silent

Of

Slow

Flashes of lightening

As

The

Suburbs north

And east

Brace

For

The

Tornadoes

And

Ice balls

That

Are 

Forwarned to coommmmmeeeeee

Raining

Down

Out 

Of the 

Airy land above.

