The where and when of their happiness

Sideways

Down

The median 

Lines,

Thoughts

Go

Trickling out into the warm

Yet cold

Air of the 

City streets 

Feeding the

Funnel of

Other

Lives doing

Their

Gig in the city .. 

Cats buying cheap 

Hot dogs

In corner gas stations,

Reformed criminals 

Piloting helicopters

Over

The

Night grounds in

Search of 

Side swipers

Doing their

Deed to

Keep

Rent high

And

Land low .. 

Yes,

As

The time of day

Becomes

The

Picking hour,

I head

Down

The

Streets

And

Into the lights spilling

Intentionally

From

Headlights

And

Broadcast towers

Telling the city tales .. 

Tales of cats

Beating the cold downtown,

Tales of the wealthy

Stroping down

A

Cheap cup of tea in a decrepit restaurant

Getting

Closer to

The

True

Meaning of this existence .. 

An existence

That’s

Getting closer to sweeping people into an anomoly

Of the same

Gestures

Words

Thoughts

Processes

Ina

A media culture

Asking

Who wants “A million bucks”

As 

People scramble to

Grab their stakes at lottery ticket

Worth

Millions of dollars at the grocery stand .. 

Yes,

As the people run rampant

With their

Thoughts of who

What

When

Where 

Why

And

How their doing to do their cash,

They

Mutter 

Under

Their

Breath staled by the

Stink of

A

Big Mac

And

A

Bottled water .. 

“When will I be happy.”

