
Sour Mash 

 
Should I bleed myself 
And watch the corners of this room all melt 
And wake up fresh in a brightened sky 
On a grassy glen with a bottled joy 
And start another walk to reach 
A dappled path to a shiny beach 
To an unreached cove, and a shipwrecked lust 
With coral, sand and total trust 


