
      All Around You


      

      
      
         Weathered asphalt sparkles on the lot

And scattered cars like coffins, one by one,

The shadows of the great black birds arise,

Circling and basking in the sun.



Hovering, they seek a sign of life

Or sign of death. But all is calm and still

Under the naked brightness, and the land

Takes its own time and counts the seconds well.


      

      
   