to take place

Children moving

Down the street

In

A

Jagged line .. 

Keeping up with 

A

Beat

From the tom in a snare,

Marching the whole time

Under a deep orange harvest

Moon

The

People have been 

Whispering about the whole time .. 

As the procession went forth,

People would lean out of the windows

And over banisters

To catch a 

Mouthful of a glimpse

Just

To

Put their finger on the event as it streamed

By

With

A

Velocity reserved for the bears

In

Mountains far away .. 

Yes,

As the kids kept their drumming feet

A

Hummin’ on down the walk,

People just watched in silence

For they knew something more grandiose

Was going

To

Take place.

