immaculate black folk

I was 

Sittin’

At the bus stop

About 30 min. ago 

Looking at the sun,

Beaming with the folks

When

An

Older black woman comes

Next to me

—stops—

Holding a radio and a cane in

Her hands .. 

She sidles about 8 inches from my 

Face with dark sunglasses on .. 

I though she was blind.

I look up.

As I do,

She catches my arm and says,

“Marry me – You and me, baby. Here on this corner 

at this time. It’s meant for us,”

I give in and ask,

“For how long?”

“Forever baby,”

She tells me

As I look into her mouth and see

Several mints resting within the grooves

Of her

Flexing tongue.

From there,

I tell her about a story

That went down several years ago – New York – Washington Park,

When a palm reader told me I would be married

4 times

and have three children ..

I told him,

As I stood up,

I had better get back to KC and get started.

She laughed,

Touched my chin and said all

A

Woman wants is 3 things .. 

A good man,

A sense of humor,

Good in the sack.

I told her 10 minutes doesn’t work

For me and that 

I’ll have plenty of time to sleep 

When

I’m gone .. 

She went on laughing,

Said God bless

And walked away into the 

Minced scene of lunch walkers,

Sun and 

Exhaust as

I 

Got on my feet

For a walk

To beat

The

Bus home.

I decided I would take the bus later.

Sooner than marriage

And later

Than 

A

Good walk

Down the

Sidewalk of stories 

And

Those

Immaculate black folk.

