story tellin’ abilities

Ran into

This

Downtown cat

Again today

That

Had

The

Same means,

Yet different alibi .. 

It’s always on

A

Corner of an intersection

And

He walks with me

Telling his story

With an unlit cigarette

In his hand

Or

The gleams of an unknown fire

Burning like a witches cross

In

The

Back of his molars .. 

He presents me a story

About how he’s

Trying to get bus fare to Omaha

And 

If there’s any way I could lend him

Whatever I have

To

Make that trip .. 

Each time he tells me

He

Need to go down and fix shit with his woman,

Catch some family,

Take care of some identity issues that were strewn through some bureaucratic tape,

And the like.

I peer into him each time

Hoping he’ll say,

“Shit, man. I’ve already given you

this line of Jazz.”

From there,

It would be human to give me the straight bullshit on what

He really needs the cash for.

Yet,

I think I have an idea .. 

Just can’t tell the man

He

Been sticking me with

The

Same

Time

Of

Lines over and over again ..

Somewhere it

Wouldn’t reach his ears or

It

Wouldn’t

Be right to squelch

A

Street

Man’s story tellin’ abilities.

