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I sit across a crowded city bus, 

my pencil scribbling this lead-based lust. 

These days are short, my nights are long, 

my thoughts of you have never been so wrong. 

 

Such dreams whitewash my subconscious sub conscience. 

The light is much too bright to see. 

I throw off the covers and slide to the hardwood floor,  

“What is it you want from me?” 

 

I want the most pure of ideas to run over me, and 

I want this train of thought to derail violently. 


