ocean in shoe

Pulleys,

Lifts

The

Sounds

Of

An 

American Morning

As I get

Ready 

For

The

Thing

They call work,

Labor,

Corporate jive .. 

Yes,

I can hear the

Birds pooping,

The women sing,

The numbers tip-toe

And

The

Rising tide of an ocean

I 

Can’t 

See

Yet

Hear

As though

Wind is trapped in my shoes.

