in real time

The

Three shadows

Comin’

Together

On

The

Freezin’

Asphalt .. 

Whispers

Of

A

Business day gone,

The

Real

Folks 

Tip their stool

And

Talk of Stetson hats

As

The

Bus exhaust flops about

Like

The few brave birds that

Hung

Back

For

The

Winter cold .. 

And how

These shadows came

Together is the trick .. 

They were all before me,

Walking in different directions

And

Disappeared once

I spoke .. 

Yes,

The night of shadows,

Dynasties,

Eaten turkey fish,

Wet pickles,

Warm toes,

Pregnant women,

Old yogurt tins,

Beauty in the paper she drops,

One diamond in the junked trash can

And

Another piece called prose

Going

Like

The

Traffic

Heading home,

Or

To

Places

You

Can

Talk about

In real time.

