american mold

Second full morning back 

In

Kansas

City.

The builders

Are

Digging,

While

The mechanics

Are

Whistlin’.

My knees,

Ankles,

Feet

Are starting to regain their feeling

As

The

Fresh smell of mornin’,

Soiled dictionary,

Old soot

And

The distance between here and

Italia

Is

As

Real 

As

The

Concrete

That

Splatters in the

American mold.

