Ghosts of New Year’s Eve

Stayin’ away from

That office as often as

Possible

While strangers fill the elevator brimming

While

Bagel salesmen whip out

Slogans to customers about how they should

Get their kneaded bread prepared.

Strollin’ with

A

Smoke,

Peering through stain glass windows

As the honkey’s motor off the line

And

The brothers & sisters fill the streets with soul.

Yes,

I do believe things are fine as I sit on the stool 

Listenin’ to a dishwasher upstairs flop into

That dry 4th gear.

Wipin’ the water away

&

laughin’ with the ghosts of New Year’s Eve.

