Casablanca (the whole world is three drinks behind)

Dusk creeps in
as Mars and the Moon do a slow dance
oblivious to the jet plane that sneaks between them

I'm smoking Lemon Meringue sativa
out of a glass pipe

stretched and striped

as a mutant stick of Blackpool rock
on my terrace overlooking

stinking waste bins

and swaying palm trees

that in the dead of day

shed their husks

as ogre’s toenails upon the ground
to be kicked aside

and splshattered

by the fattened-for-slaughter radials
of the monster

SUVs

The siren of a private

broken heart

broken bone

blood shed

guts spilled

certified death wagon

wails out the only tune it has ever known
as an ageing bee

its legs treading mezcal

in the spill of my drink

battles its way free

its disproportionate wings

beating out

their full 230 times per second

to give freedom and lift

and a flight more zig-zag than normal
no doubt due

to severe fatigue

and unintentional inebriation



As1I
an ageing man
legs urging animation
take a jaunt
a walk
a walk more zigzag than normal
no doubt due to severe fatigue
and intentional inebriation
a sozzled traipse along Lincoln Boulevard
unfathomably quiet for Lincoln Boulevard
but for the siren that sweetens its song
calling out my name from a distance
beckoning me onto the rocks
rocks
crushed atop a classic Margarita
awaiting my surrender
my sober dream
my drunken life
my fall
into the arms of Casablanca
where it’s always tequila time
and where Bogart and Bergman live on
as idents on restroom doors
and inspirations for cocktails
on a severely limited list
from which I order
in this order:

A French 75

A Play It Again Sam

A TLaszlo Daiquiri

and a

Don’t Ammount To A Hill o’ Beans

in this crazy world



