US in America

It wasn’t so 

Much the 

Jet lag

That lurched onto my 

Balls

As

I finally planted myself

On firm American soil 

About familiar faces

And

Friends 

After a 3-leg, 14 hour journey 

From Italy to America .. 

It was the

Sound of McCartney

Over the speakers above,

English coming from every close mouth,

Cheap American beer,

The sight of a familiar street buzzing about before me

And

The European filth that

Was swarming over my 

Skin

Like

An extra layer of love

As I 

Thought,

I don’t 

Want to

Wash

Myself

Until some time

In

The long near future.

Christ,

I’m 

Back

In the United States.

