slow sinks & water suction

Roar of times

Leaching onto you

Like a wet slug

Away from the towel rack.

Reaching to touch your toes,

The back of your ankles

Strain

As the 

Blood of an orange rushes

Through 

Pores of your body

You never knew you had.

A new idea has come,

The men at sea were found by the women,

Your hair willed the wind to blow

And

How the sink sucks

The 

Water down 

So

Slow.

