her front window

I haven’t heard

From her

From 

Some time

As the olive trees in the Tuscany 

Valley keep

On

Gaining green

And

Smiling back at the tourist

Fishing

For

That

Photo that won’t quit .. 

I haven’t heard her voice

In over a month

As

The

Women of the world

Feel shit men 

Will never be 

Able to accurately write

A

Book about .. 

I haven’t heard where 

She’s living

As

The

Peanut butter 

Gets softer on a bed

Of

Warm

Yeast below the wished upon 

Sky

In

The

Stars new dust .. 

I haven’t hear her laugh

In some time

As

I chew on little bits of skin

On the inside of my cheek

And

Smile for 

All the pieces of gum

That are

Being chewed on right now .. 

I haven’t seen 

An image of her in person for over two months

As

The anthem of moving along

Down the road 

Drowns

Out

The

White noise

Coming over a wave of color .. 

Yes,

As

We tighten our coins

To the boot straps

And

Dream

Of

The

Cascades

Laying right

Outside

Her front room window.

