City of God 
I
The towers lean and grin, 

gap-toothed. 

Black birds hang

like hot vapor in the street.

Their eyes are the city; burning—

the broken bones of a skyline.

II
Workmen curse by halogen-light 

in a steel dark frame 

brooding over I-35 south. 

Grease-stain, hard sharp smell of oil;
De Civitate Dei drips in gold 

across Exit Sign 335B.  

III
Red brick beacons glow

like ghost-lamps, 

watch the fires burn.  

They wait.

A god will leap from 

the ashes. 

