yellow milk

Hints of 

Turbulence,

The shower

Of her lower lip,

Yellow channels stuck

On ‘channel 12’,

Red light below the grill of

Angry engine propellers

On plane,

The might of 8 Saturn’s and 29 Pluto’s,

The name peace affixed 

To a new candy bar.

The events that

Make you care

And

Not give the least of a shit,

The comments of the

Cheaply over-glamorized

Rich

That

Only make me laugh

When their wine – tonic – gin – or vodka

Is

On the house,

The love in a stray’s eyes

As you realize that

Most of existence about you

Is

Running so fucking fast

They can’t figure why.

Yet,

They constantly cry.

Cry

Cry

As the

Corns

Of

Pity soften

And

Shimmer in a morning bowl

Of

Yellow milk.

