Un Italia

Goin’ to 

Italy today .. 

Takin’ the jump to see

If the other side of the Atlantic

Really exists  ..

Or if the images have been made of an 

Invisible prism .. 

Yes,

Going over to the land of women 

That won’t stop

As long as the day is day,

Where there’s shit happening that I can’t even

Speculate about .. 

A blank slate 

With bits of chalk on the tuft tray,

No eraser about,

Just a glaring glow of what is 

And where in .. 

That’s the coolest part

Of travel .. 

Blanking out the true way

In which 

The

Land will be .. 

Yes,

It’s all going to come

Down on me

Like sand hailing down to land

On a hot July evening .. 

I see,

Yet cannot,

For the now

Is

What

We’re all about .. 

