roman alley

The smell of 

Aloe 

Soap 

Giving off some fumes

From the plumes of 

Skin

As

The

Candles 

Come

Dribblin’

Down the black metal of a used 

Candle mount .. 

Yes,

As the street

Lamps reflect the small talk of

Lit talk,

The 

Remainder of an Italian sub sandwich 

In the City Market

Is being pecked away by

Some

Ambling birds

Looking for

Something

The trees didn’t grow .. 

With 

Another used 

Bottle of paint gone,

The canvasses

Scream 

In

A

Roman alleyway .. 

