wet lip of city

To move North

Of her some paces.

Flopping on downtown

To star at the sites,

The overlook like a cement lip dripping

Over the shimmering city 

With bends of river

Mouths of airport

Buildings on dirt mounds

And

The silent voices whispering

A

New emotion as

The

Red lights stay lit bright

Overnight

On 

The

Top of a 

Dull black building.

I’m going to 

Leave this floor 

I write above now.

Wrote the ckeck to solidify my new

Living quarter,

As the President of US was

Just down the street at

Around the same time

Talking to 

War veterans.

Oh we,

As the warm lights come down

Over the sidewalks

Hand shakes

And the President’s entourage

Blocking 

Streets,

Honking faces .. 

In my new home

Down by the cows – Catholics

And

The 

Drooling lip of city.

