gatherin’ secrets

The 

Three

Headed

Mule

Standing

In

The

Sunlight

With

A

Look

Of wonder

As

The

March of urban souls

Go 

Streaming by in a torrent of activity .. 

Events

That seem perfunctory 

And

Simple to the rest of the waking world

As

I stand with the mule

And

Muse

In

A

Echo of laughter at the bus stop off Petticoat Dr.

The cats climbing off the bus

With dread locks,

Head phones,

An armful of papers and books

As I 

Nod 

A

“how the hell’s it rollin’”

The old women,

Black and white,

Going down the row

Like

Lost angels in 

The world of translucent shadows .. 

The Korean tourists 

Going about

With

Looks

Of

Splendor

As

Their

Shirts

Hang slightly,

And

Their

Pants roll up around

The

Day like a dog in a bun .. 

Yes,

The

Cars teaming around 

Construction workers

Thinking about the 

Next glorious frontier

Past

Masturbation

And

Cold scotch .. 

Women

Primping their cheeks in the rear view mirror,

While

The

Businessmen waddle past

In

A

Rant of bullshit about the newest stock

Or

‘memo’ jargon

they have been processed to remember

like a mechanical duck

in a sheep’s prairie .. 

Then,

A

Miracle in the line of bus tracks

Back home as two black women

Talk about their

Kids

And

The income taxes

Shoved

To the streets or the back

Of

An 

Old piece of newsprint .. 

The swipes of their

Head and

Vigor in their tongue

Going down

The

Evening avenue

As

The

World

Leaves a line of ground chuck out on the counter

To

Thaw

In

The warm

Of 

Events

That

Hold the secrets everyone’s

Tryin’

To

Gather.

