licking the breast of your mind

Dolin’ out

Minutes

On

A moments

Time

As

The

Guy’s think about their

Way

To

Be around their gals

Full-time .. 

A way

To

Weedle out a 

Clock of their own to 

Do

Their lovin’

Away

From

Cold faces 

In

A

Humorless

Sea of walls holding all business faces

Behind

A

Glass of electric water

Reflecting off faces .. 

Yes,

The young men

Giving

Their twirl a whirl

To

Be with their beautiful women,

Their adventures,

A dose of paprika on the side

And

Cilantro that

Feels like it’s part of the meal .. 

Yea,

Maybe the Corps,

Maybe freelance,

Maybe an ATM falling out of the sky every

3rd Thursday of the month

to

take care of the bill heads .. 

Moments of peace

In the flickering insanity

Carrying 

The

Stories off

Tongue like

Honey 

Inching off a spoon .. 

He sees the day

While he

Blythly

Parcels

Time

For his own pear .. 

Yes,

He’ll see his gal more

Than

The

Faces that can’t say hello if not prompted 

And

The genocide of

People that feel piety in saving a world

If

They hold an elevator for you.

Yes,

It’s above a page read

And

Down a conscious alley

Licking

The

Breast of your 

Mind.

