Skin

There is a fly

Perfect upon the lamp shade

It flew across 

The skin of our entertainment

Papers of the news

Rustled in the hand

News that will bring word of the little wings death.

Hopefully.

With that, the quick blades

Fly slicing through the skin

Slicing through the entertainment

Slicing through the containment

Slicing through that fly.

It is life that only wanted to live in forte’
