one soft footstep

The racket

In 

My jacket

As

I

Meander,

Ramblin’ on

Down

The

Street past

Bus boys dreaming of 

A

New pair of shoes .. 

Hostesses rubbing their

Red/beige lipstick

Over the

Countour of their lips

For

The 

Lunch fuck with the bell hop from the hotel

Across the street .. 

As the business woman 

Talks into her 

Walkie talkie phone to a husband 

That’s hallow on their other 

End for

An epiphany leading to her 

3rd divorce in

9 sum odd years .. 

A single father

Walking across the barbed wire of

The

Sidewalk with his two children close by

Laughing and pointing to a

City fountain

Remembering a war

The

Rest of the population has

Forgotten about .. 

The blond beauty 

Running across the street of ‘Don’t Walk’

With a meatball sandwich

In white styrofoam

As

I watch her triumphantly 

Glide through the doors of the photo mat she

Works

At ..  stacked with soft skin

And a heart

Yearning for more than the bullshit her boss

Crams up her ass about

The

Vigor of commerce .. 

Metal statues of cowboy’s .. cob webbed trees .. tall legends

Defeating the breeze

That makes the old woman pull her hat down tighter

And

Hold the open flaps of her winter coat 

Together

As

She pulls

Her

Strength left across the street .. 

Stranger faces

Of

This city’s crop of beauty’s 

Leading

Chance 

By

The

Leash 

As

Mindless businessmen never learned too

Completed ween themselves of the 

Pacifier .. 

A city 

Crisp with old,

Invisible paper’s from London that used

To be housed under kiosk’s and

Fresh food scents .. 

Doing all it can to refurbish

Some downtown building into lofts .. 

Ringing a

Desire,

Smashing

The

Bells

Of

Desire

With

One soft 

Foot

Step.

