militant folly

Cool nights,

The warm rains as

The

Old man reaches over 

His wife’s shoulder

To squeeze her hot hand .. 

Cold breeze 

On a warm spring eve

As the 

Tornadoes herd us like

A eucalyptus attack 

In the dead of winter .. 

Yes,

As the pieces of fresh toe nails

Stick into my plump mattress,

We sing an

Ode 

To 

A

Lost marine

Looking

Into

The unraveling folly .. 

