spanish concrete

A love note .. 

Written on a slab

Of concrete

Looking over

The old

Rail yards – 

In full espanol,

A metric date,

Heart connected

As

Traffic goes,

Trains squeal

And the concrete gets

Colder & colder 

In 

Night coming our way.

Also,

The broke bits of glass,

Bottles

And wine

In 

Coffee mugs.

We all look

Over

Old KCK

With

Trees stripped

To

Nimble

Beginnings

And

The smell of air next to

Perfection.

