a war began some time ago

Buddha

Laughs at

The woman strewn in

Relaxation 

In

The

Quarter moon .. 

The goat on the

Wall has most the 

World

Tucked within the

Slit irises 

Of

Windows 

Creeping

In

Like a curfew that

Hasn’t been announced yet .. 

Smoke trailing

From

The

Tip of a hot vein

Of candle wax

Trickling 

Down the tabletop

And

Into a drawer of pencils .. 

The apartment 

On the brick across from me

Hides

The

Miracle early humanity

Couldn’t concede .. 

Yet,

There is a “hope lodge”

Being 

Built across

The street

As the

Barricades protecting car and street from

Each

Other

Hang

In eve

Cold 

While the heat 

Takes care of 

Shit

Through

Leaking vents

Here on

The 7 Dec. 99 .. 

The day a war began 

Some time ago.

