M L K

Kids

Running down

City streets,

Rounding

Corners.

Black folks 

Talking on busses as though

They’ve known each other

For years,

Syrup in the mouths of bus drivers,

The cold gray of a London day,

The old, white corporates 

Walking

About

The

Cold

As

I smell in the sweet sunshine

Of

Perhaps our

Nation’s fines holi-day.

MLK day.

