
Prometheus Nimbulus

They barge by, 

polluted dirty grey;

committing a foul in the 

twenty-five yard box 

of the Disney-esque.

They are our last ceiling

now, before we see how

the celestial muck

outnumbers our dirt:

we desire to reach 

beyond them, where 

insanity is measured 

against an endless 

dark excuse.

While they barge by,

anvil tinted, hammered

out above a white-

lined city park. 

Straining our chains 

we seek the ether 

but find an

anchor, made of 

clay familiar.


