The Window 

Open your window.
Smell the fluorescent,
flower of the future
making life worthwhile.

Maybe hope blooming.
Maybe all is dead.

Open your window.
Hear the wisps of wind 
and roars of 
engine crush your final
petals.

Smell the sweet nectar 
of life wash into 
a sour unrecognisable
liquid. 

Watch your home crumble
and the very roots of the city shrivel.

Even if you waste your last energy, Even if you ran yourself into the polluted soil, You cannot stop the inevitable.

Or maybe you just need watering!
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