inside the destination

An old gal

I saw some

Years ago came into 

My sleep last eve .. 

Dressed in a long

Skirt,

Boots,

Pimped hair and 

A

Grin that bestowed curious silence .. 

Yet,

The whole time I was either talking to 

A

Friend of hers

Or on the phone to someone

Setting up an event

We were all supposed to attend .. 

I believe it

Was a “red planet”

Benefit too support the wrecked psychosis of

The NASA men

Still searching for the whereabouts of a recent

Probe that was supposed to crash into 

The surface of the planet .. 

Which never happened.

As we got ready for the gig .. 

I thought one more good roll with my old gal

Would

Fit

Like a grand pair of socks .. 

But, 

I think by the that the “red planet” event

Was called off

Because 

It was just reported that the probe 

Smashed 

Into

The

Side of its destination.

