coming to

Dogs 

In women’s arms,

Open cabins

Of packed airplanes

Heading for a Turkish border .. 

The scratch on the small of

Her back,

The truth in a cup of orange juice

After a night of gin

And little sleep .. 

The step in a 

Walk of sultry stewardesses

Giving you a look .. 

Then rubbing it all down with

A

Nice cup of rosso vino.

Yes baby,

Ready to land on soil

I can’t conceive in a conception 

Built by someone’s contraption ..

Fuck man,

I’m heading for Europe .. 

I may never be back .. 

