nothing but time on his hands

Bottles

Clanking

Down below

Into

The

Garbage mouth

On the ground

As

The

Musicians warm up for their

Gig

In

The

Gallery down the street .. 

A broken tree branch hanging

Below a plastic grocery bag

Stuck in the top of a tree

As

The gal prepares to cook a big

Pot of pasta

For

Her ‘lover’

In

Apartment 3Bottles

Clanking

Down below

Into

The

Garbage mouth

On the ground

As

The

Musicians warm up for their

Gig

In

The

Gallery down the street .. 

A broken tree branch hanging

Below a plastic grocery bag

Stuck in the top of a tree

As

The gal prepares to cook a big

Pot of pasta

For

Her ‘lover’

In

Apartment 3Y on the building’s third floor .. 

A used piece of newspaper print

Flops

And

Flows down the street

To 

The sound of the 7th symphony orchestrated by a crazy cat

In an upper bedroom

That hasn’t shaved or eaten in well over 22 hours straight .. 

The new glass standing on the shelf

Of a knick-knack store 

As

The

Car races in jaguar power behind a foreign engine

In the midtown of a city

That

Hasn’t had the 

Specter of

Dying away .. 

The prints on

An impression

Smashed into the side of a silver ring

The young girl

Touts to observers

That can’t

Get her or the jewelry out of their mind .. 

The marquee dazzled in white shimmers

Of light over the urban roadway as

The pimp daddy’s and drug lords

Look

For their next score as their 

Children wringle and wrangle in a sofa 

Wondering about

All

The book titles his friends bring up to him yet he cannot conjure

Because of missed school days and other agendas

That don’t  pertain him .. 

The light pole standing without a flare

At the end

Because

A 

Vandal had nothing 

But

Time on his hands.

