greeting seasons

Woken-up 

On

Christmas morning

By

The sound of an 

Old woman

Yelling .. shouting .. walking

Down the side of street.

Waving her harms low to the left

And right,

Saying .. “Where’s the car? Why won’t any of yous help me find the car?

Who cooked the turkey? It feels warm out here today, what do you think?”

On and on .. on she went.

Though,

There’s no other traffic about .. 

Just her .. 

A small woman 

Spitting her seeds of strength

In

Everyone’s greeting season.

