Another Day In Fuckin’ Paradise #1

Through the slits of my near-welded lids
I watch above me

the glistening LA napalm tree fronds
fast fingering in the breeze

a hundred Hammond B3 organs

A mezcal haze still drifts within my head bone

A sweet and smoky bog mist

A 45 percent proof cemetery miasma

herding my zombie synapses onto the dance floor
at the point of a dripping smallsword



