sunday’s eve

Birds

Diving like

Airplanes

Piloted by

The

Last several people on earth .. 

An insane 

Shower of 

Flesh and

Sweets

As

The

Angel taps the demon on the shoulder

In

Some namby pamby

Play

Before

The

Showdown .. 

Yes,

As the new cars

Rust on the showroom 

Floor .. 

The

Air becomes

Crystal 

Clear

Like some dream 

You

Forgot you had on an errant 

Sunday eve.

