
The Night

I wasn’t able to deter the oncoming audiences
This wasn’t Abel or Cain, but “able” in the sense of hypothetically 
doing something.
Mischievous were those in deflux.
Mick Jagger was the original marsupial.
I went to Bernard’s church bank.
The eggs wore a stench of misery dragged through less than 
magical victors.
My intuitive agony dims to the brightness of lanterns. 

                                                                                                    Ben C. 


