there are hearts
there are hearts bigger than planets
pushing against the walls

between stolen whispers 

and collective thought

embedded in the monochromatic tones

of stabilized light reactions

mimicking the fog

carried by dew drops

along 

the side

walks

edge

there

are 

hearts

hanging

strung up on power 

lines

clothes pinned against 

the shifting silhouettes of night

reflected in the dissipated light 

of street lamps 

lining 

up 

for war
there

are 

hearts

stitched 
into every fallen leaf loitering beneath 

the concave canopies of branches huddled up for warmth

their bare minimums 

their bottom lines

are seeping through the colours in their veins 

are seeping through the saturated states 

of movement that fog takes 

as it drapes the sharpened edges of every visible point 
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