cooked tomato

Building clouds,

They say the day

Is long as the operator

Goes away from the phone lines.

Dogs on all kinds

Of leashes about,

The sound of cats

And

Some palm trees.

All the black men – women

Are truly African

&

contrast against their cigarettes

like a priest in a strip club.

Yes,

Train rollin’ to a new stop .. “Pointe Elsa,”

Then

The

Girls clap

Some more as an older Italian woman

In 

Her

7th story flat

bites

into a juicy,

cooked 

tomato.

