
Valery Gore, Augustine
What a formidable time warpI am 1926 all over againSprawled out along the dandelion fieldsAnd red coppery tracks to the wrecking yardYou say these knees grow weakI am a harbour begging boats beneath youA trembling bridgeYou say these knees grow weakFor a change you sail the seaWhat if it really was the coast with the most?Will these cigarette ashes leave a trail to a side-walks end?To a lock of grey hair?Will it lead me there?You are my 1952My Harley or Cadillac daysYou ride with the windYou are a water pump in the back wellYou rust to my handsDays when I thought I gave too muchNow pounce on a penny for what its worthAugustine, florentineOrder it from the menu when the bell man takes your coatWhat a fine coat it isYou go at the break of dawnAnd when you go you break everyones little splendid heartAnd youre remembered
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