The ‘Nth’ Reality
By William Kurrl III

I think as it is written
That was written beforehand, not now:
No fragrances, I just as soon leave those
On the San Francisco flat.  That was a
Time back when life had a meaning,
Something to come back to.  Not for
Another fifty plus years.  Now,
No new snow, just rain.  Insane as
Such directly go forth.
