pure soul, baby

Reading the

Tote board

On the wall

As

The

Numbers come tickling

Down

Like

A

Beautiful woman

Skimming her 

Big

Toe over 

A

Flat of water

In

A

Naked, cool morning .. 

The 

Orange circles

From the electric company

Flying off the sidewalk

Like

A

Tail told

From

A

Champ,

Sticking his fingers in the story

While

His teeth

Flash

A

Smile

Of

‘sure’ .. 

A city of singles ads

And her

Nights

Alone playing the newest

Band

On the rack .. 

Yes,

I see

A

World of cures

More than I do ills .. 

I see

The twirling glow of blues

And whites spinning so 

Fast

That it all looks like an aerial shot of 

A

Hurricane

Attacking

The

Pacific ocean

And

Guatemala .. 

More than

That,

I

See flesh that

Comes

Through

The

Door

As

Pure soul,

Baby.

