Early 2009

From a mothers heart to her son, as told by the son.

You want to get away

A coyote, lonely, looking

For what I do not know

you, the bitch, the moon?

The rising heat is biting Rome

So to the streets are full 

Go down on the Spanish steps

Traverse yourself if you must.

I am wrapped in crimson

Out of control purposefully

Darts, dashes, and your lock

Wild as Mother Earths curves.

No matter how far south

Bulls seek to run loose

Of course blood to your veins

Charge him lamp of the sky

No matter these mirages

Or that Dali set you free

Time lacks essence versus

Purple orchids or eternity.

