
SUNSET 
 

 
 

The sun clings to the trees, 
Sinking. Dying. Bleeding. 
Darkness laughs and stretches lazily across the sky. 
Innocence. 
Eggshells in the rubbish bin. 
And the laughter and the dustmen 
Carry away the pain, 
The morning after. 
The way wrists bleed underwater. 

 


