night of words

making air sweet
Tilted

Tight against the 

Axis,

This early dew of evening

Is

Filling up with words .. 

Words coming out

Of

The

Mental mouth of rotting teeth

And

Breath of rosemary .. 

The 

Words 

Of

Uppercase 

On silent papers

As

The mouths of mind

Come

Out in a throng of

Justice .. 

Justice with a paper cut

And

A

Rubber sword .. 

Telling you of things

Like

Tid bit facts

And

2 dollar stories of 

whores

missing toes .. 

anecdotes missed on 

afternoon radio shows

and

snickered comments

missed

in

dark theaters on the edge of town .. 

I must get out of my seat now

And

Wade through these glorious words

That

Fill my mouth

And

Restrict air .. 

The most

Glorious air

I have 

Heaved

In

For

A good while .. 

