afterthought (acoustic)

i left people in an uncut drywall nail like a running movie waiting for the sponsors to pay their fare part in tuning the hammer   she plays a wrench  we tighten a drinking problem when she visits  the brain i travel biting its trackmarks  half assembled still the screws for weeping sad film build up like a nailed bottom floor to the back of a man’s head  i met him when the same trees were taller  my door was left unlocked  you can meet what’s left of me where i once existed  all the time ends up in strange places

