wheels of any kind

A 

Big black woman

At

The

Bus stop this evening

Working me over with 

Her words .. 

Talking of 

When the bus will arrive,

If there was a phone ringing

And

Why

There

Always has to be a next President .. 

This,

As I talk back and

Digest the words

Of a book

In

My palms .. 

She then tells me,

“Come on .. there’s our bus over here.”

I wait back for the extra

Journey around the city that

Will 

Catch up with me in several minutes

To

Take down some dewdrops of this book

Giving me a good

Kick to the nuts .. 

As I climb on board the bus

With my torn transfer pass,

The old black gal

Says,

“Why didn’t you catch the bus before?”

I told her the 

Weather,

Humidity

And

Words

Were no 

Match 

For

Wheels of any kind.

