make them

Afternoon walkers

And night stalkers

As

An old woman – 5 foot nothing

Takes the crosswalk shouting

Gibberish

At the top of her

Vocal strength.

Then,

An old man stumbles over a pack of 

Leaves in front of the cathedral

With

A

Crushed paper cup of the hamburglar smilin’.

Smilin’ for deity,

Lookin’ at piety,

Tryin’ to figure

A mess made by 

Shower clean bodies.

Ranting and raving

Across a street.

Stealing a moment

While

We make them.

