It’s Late

This is the night

That sings through me

Crisp shadows dancing

Through pale smoke

Crying to be noticed

Cold air pinches my skin

The city's quiet laughter

A ridiculous notion, being awake

Free to breathe pavement perfume

Smelling of light rain

And missed chances

Darkness scarred by streetlights

Store fronts, head lights

The whispered roar

Of the nearby freeway

This is the night

Tugging at my fingertips

Breathing on my neck

Drawing me outside

Mumbling in my ear

"Create, destroy, invoke"

Until everything fades

A silence that hurts my ears

An awareness of time passing

The desire to do something

Until I am left shivering

As the sun comes up

