hitching everyday

Old Mexican cat walking

To the trachea

Of the 

Cross walk on 

12th .. 

A seasoned hobo

With a rainbow blanket over his shoulder

And

A

Clanking piece of plastic dragging along

The

Ground

Aiding his 

Broken ankle

To

Walk

Walk

And

Walk more into

The

Morning that stretched out

In front of us

Like

A

Dream 

The movies

Or

Hollywood wouldn’t have the

Girth to perform

Or

The

Guts to nail it straight on the head.

Going back to his family

Or picking up a smoke and some 

Words

Of truth from his gang

At the bus stop off 9th and Truman,

He was

Moving

With

Enough courage

To

Make

The

Sunrise well worth all

It’s

Pull

Coming

Higher

And

Higher

Into 

The

Sky

We

Look into at

Two separate times

On 

The same plane

In

A

Myopic

Tunnel of

Laughter

Getting

The

Largest fucking kick out

Of

This

Ride we

Are

Hitching

Daily.

