the concrete underneath my nails

feel like seeds

that will sprout

new cities,

stacks sky scrapers, 

winding bridges, 

storm grates

and any number of 

urban shelters

as the dirty moon slivers

on the end of my fingers

scream for me to just

tilt my fingers over the ground,

squeeze hard and let

all the dirt fall to the earth

and transform into something that

will carry us to the next place

on this trip around the solar system.
