Transitional Housing Center

For George Green

Beyond swallow paths

And thugs with nine mils

Follow hot sunned cement

to see past where

The prostitute works

Past where the cops care

Past raised windows of

Caddys’ purpled gills  

To where felons once

Got back on their feet

Find this plywood-doored

Remuneration

Of dark to what once

birthed relocation

The crackhouse fifteen

Minutes down the street

We will not have love

I don’t know rock sales

But they are Rimbaud 

Rolling and Schiller

Grinding stones that melt 

the mouths of killers

They are my gentiles

And not my cocktails

They will pop a cap

While I pop a cork

I must just write poems

God does social work

