a period

A flat nap

Is what I want

As

Chardes of dust flop about the 

Night stand

And

Daniel talks of the big meteor shower 

In the East.

While winds

Growl colder

Into AM dreams,

The 

World can wait as

I take time

To put a period on

The end of this thought.

A though called

By them

An

Insane crave,

As the gallery closes a light on

A

Pencil sketch from a master and

The motors of 

Passing cars

Never silence.

