bird woman

A black gal

Goes 

To intersection corner with

A black ankle cast

Or

Right – left

To tackle the rush hour lights.

As she struggles up

To the line

To stream through a wall

Of mist,

Exhaust .. 

A gray pigeon waits on

The other side

Ambling with passing cars.

Looking

At the traffic,

Trash cans,

Sounds of evening

Stir

Like a billy goat

In

A

Cage.

As the white “WALK” light

Chimes silently,

Both bird & woman

Plod forward.

Neither looking at

Each other,

While the criss-cross of activity

Continues.

I look on.

Looking into 

Bird,

Ailing woman

Triumphing any street

Here in

USA.

One to go

Shit somewhere,

The other making

It across the way to 

Her baby or 

A

Valentine night that

Heals a leg

As easy as

A

Walk 

Along

The

Street.

