thinking now

The opening

Of the 

Printers wheels

And

Plastic mouth

As

The

Cold air comes

Oozing out of the vents

Like

A

Pot of boiling pasta

Losing control of

Its

Froth of bubbles .. 

The night

Looking into the humid winds

Licking 

The peoples flesh 

Like a 

Small dog that know

How

To

Use its wet tongue 

When a guest comes .. 

Eyes of the street lamps

As

My knee shakes the

Pain of

An

Italian voyage some

Weeks back .. 

Yes,

The

Smooth of eve

And

The

Comfort of no shoes

Over

A

Soft

Floor

Is just 

What 

The loon who lost his gal under

The

“DON’T WALK”

sign 

under 

11th & Baltimore 

is

thinking right now.

