tilted lamp light

Forward through

The tape

And

Over the ribbons shredded

In a ticker tape parade .. 

I see the sky clear

As a naked nickel in the dirt.

I don’t have to see anymore in

Film or on their televisions.

For I have

Tasted the mist of

Madness and

Wiped my dry face with a dream

By 

The

Tilted lamp light.

