
Landlord White 

Landlord white over sticker stars. 

What the hell is the point in sterility? 

You’re so scared to know there was life here; 

An homage in offense of the lonely. 

So you plaster paper  

over names and inches; 

Don’t forget to dig up the dog. 

Lords of greed die with pockets lined, 

but you can’t pay cash for heaven. 


