runaway dream

Melted ice in a glass mug

On the 2nd to last day of 

Winter

In

The

City .. 

A maroon heckler rollin’ up and down

The street 

Shoutin’ in my face,

The next ones,

Falling out of line 

And the building tops

Winking like lost whores on a soothing eve .. 

Yes,

The shouts of insanity 

And 

Token notes tucked away in an abandoned car’s glove box .. 

Yes baby,

I portend in the heat

And zip up my pants in the cold to get these

Feet and fingers

Of mine to move on 

Down

This immaculate

Runway

Dream.

