a milky dawn

Signin’

And

Dipin’

Over

Nights branch

As

The

Crowd

Of

Forlorn

Hobos

Collect 

Down 

At

The

Coffee drink

By

The

Racks .. 

Learning to speak

Potugese

And shouting to the bar back

In

French .. 

Bristled with

Enough

Tendancies

To

Habitate

The

Conglomerate .. 

It’s

A

Bright

Sparkling 

Night

Of

Jewels

In

Lost pockets

And

Cues

Hanging in the lurch over

A

Sky

That long ago traded the

Stars off

The

A

Traveling

Broker

Selling tea leaves

That

Grew on 

Another planet .. 

Yes,

And how

The

Howling of the scene

Turns into

A

Drama 

Played out by

Pre-teen girls

With protractors

And

Enough

Estrogen

To

Make

The

Men of jerk off magazines

Marvel

In

The

Milky dawn .. 

