time on an 

airport clock

Nude soup

Used sand

A dentist in Aruba

News of a parakeet’s foot

The science in her whistle

The sailor’s first cough

Big Ben trapped in a relish jar

Di Vinci eating his first meal

A coast by a town in the middle of the sea

Melba toast for the new circus jugglers

Sweat socks for Junia

Mace in a habanero

*By the by, they should pack habanero juice in those mace containers

Instead of pepper spray .. just a thought, baby .. 

His Greek tragedy in a town new to outdoor play’s 

A language in my front coat pocket & phrases goin’ .. flowin’ about

My head 7 hours before the Milan journey .. 

Testing the teachers

Eating bullion and drinking sips of homemade lemonade

In this JFK, Paris café

Eating tomato clam soup 

With cold pink lemonade,

I have about 20 minutes until I check in for my 6:45 PM flight to Milan, Italy.

I have a 2nd floor vantagepoint,

Looking over a New York day

In many minutes.

Watching the insanity of the most fucking crazed drivers

In the world .. NYC cabbies.

A slice of European beauty early .. 

Italian women gleaming with dark, curly locks, black leather,

A nose etched for a frame or more

And style in their gaze .. 

Yes,

Baggage carriers,

Men of denizens,

And women of perfumed flesh

Beating the terminal like a ketchup bottle in the heated apex of 

A

Summer afternoon .. 

Cats running after steps,

Duty free love around the corner,

We never get enough time to delve into the madness of beauty .. 

But know that we do have time

&

that’s what counts at this point .. 

Further,

The Portuguese, Mexicans .. tamed

& white skin

of twist ties meeting in 

a juxtaposed assemblage on the floor.

Bringing the ties of arts and humanities

Into the drip of

A

Fractional piece of humidity of time .. 

Yes,

I dig this crazy hurl of

Airport jive .. 

