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I looked out the window of our colorless school

lean it against the iron street light, climb up slowly, open the door under the glass dome{turn up the gas and light it with a sparker and nod his cold nose into its glow.
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Something besides the war has seemed to have ended. I fall into a vision: All is atomic light. The gates of paradise. The glass doors open. Stainless steel heavenly hosts
collide screaming: “This way to total useless shit!” Chrome cherubs and seraphim puffing steel cigars in double breasted aluminum tuxedos sing: “Are you a rush in?”’As Millions

Of brass angels sing, “You better buy a lot of crap or you’re un-American! Rush in on all four brain ounces! Buy what even Dostoyevsk,, feared to gogolup or pushkin!”
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