
Valery Gore, Pouring again
Its pouring againLike the day I came herePouring like your smile down onto acresOf my mindIts pouring, sore sam smelling like theBottom of a rain barrelSewer smelling like the gray of his hairAs I climb out of this cityPeel it off me, a thick layerOf dirty skinI will hold you and forgetThis business of failureThis business of regretLiving in a district with all night bowling where theresLawn chairs to lounge inThinking ealry morning about how dirty theworld isIts pouring againMy dress a dirty soggy messThis is what I live for
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