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 Tall order today
past island greys

By and better 
Sun rays 
enough too
tough city black
Ink so it reads 
oneway streets 
sunk so the low
Get to speed

History beckons
High-res screen 

Pass you catch it

dream in 1080
pout bus mates
the fin cold
Did not keep in

Vested markets
Pounded my car

Where I parked
physical check-up

damn off the air
cycle to there

where to turn?
Know you don’t

A boat house row

Chained, squeaking

Finnish I am speaking

So she whispers to me

My curves run to the sea.

