twelve and thirteen

I

Looked up

And

The 

#12

bus was

on

the early morning route

as

the light was officially 

taking

down

dusk .. 

bringing in morning

of work,

the

radio stations

that

work like

a

jewel in a pauper’s torn hand ..

Yes,

The jettied 

#’s of busses

that ensued

and

came on by the 

place

as I rolled

about,

knowing

that

work

was down the 

street,

yet farther away than that .. 

Yes baby,

It’s

Grand 

All right .. 

As Buddha and Christ

Sit

At 

A

Table over

2 cups of coffee

and

enough reason

to

ransom

work

and

make the #12

fade

into route #13.

