minding the business

i woke to take a drizzle

in the porcelain when i 

heard a sound in the front yard.

about 3:30 in the morning,

i saw a tall dark fella pushing the

front end of a his car that was smashed 

against a light pole in our 

front yard.

as he frantically pushed through

two spires of headlight splashing

around the reasoned circumstances,

i stared on.

knowing full well from years of city life,

it's better sometimes to just stay clear

of situations that didn't involved you

or have you initially inked out as a 

sub-character in a hazy plot.

staring for a few minutes more,

i saw this wobbly fella weeble about

the road by his busted car talking rather

loud to a friend in distress signals

for some swift help. 

sure that he was going to clean his own

blunder, i ambled away with a dry mouth

and naked torso back to my wife and 

child in the warm clutches of security.

the next day, several republican neighbors

of mine were by the pole looking at the leaked

fluids that poured from this wreck.

i went on out and explained what happened

and why i decided not to act on a story that

wasn't to include me.

one fella - bob - took the news in stride,

while the other NRA man with a penchant for 

the dramatic told me that i should have called the cops.

he went on a racial tirade about keeping blacks,

and speeding cars, or suspicion out of our neighborhoods

and if i wasn't going to do anything about it 

that i could call him and he would get any number of 

his home guns and do some street justice himself.

i smiled, laughed some and looked on at this older

man that remained a kid throughout his whole life

when he had all the opportunities afforded to him

for learning and a bit of growth, if lucky.

and as i sauntered away with thoughts of keeping

my family secure and making sure i know what fights

to pick and what nonsense to walk away from.

i knew i was walking away from nonsense.

the nonsense of all of it.
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