Lucas 11:45

The cool warmth of the forest 

holds no protection

The cold heat of the train

gives no pretenses

Pity the fate that leads me here

Crimson jarring of the tracks

keeps me awake

How I tried to lose the feeling

Of being here before

The trees never comforted me then

Cool dampness matted leaves

Leaves us maligned

Leads us down the tracks

You see where you go

The 11:45 downtown express

Ticket from last night

Green day concert

The train holds no remorse

If I get back to you tonight

Seems I forget where I left

A painting in warm blue

Sodium light music

Light the night sky

Bitterness of the last sun

I’ll see you come morning express

Come the way to my mind

Come the cool warmth of light

Come, Lucas 11:45

