thug’s existence

Saw two men 

On a street corner

With hands behind heads.

One smaller cop checking

Their person for

Weapons .. narcotics .. other.

While the larger,

Bald headed cop

Stood watch as the

Tuesday evening traffic

Went and went on past.

A scene of thugs

And sorted time of hope smacked in the 

Thieves back pockets.

It wasn’t color or hues of the dusk sky,

It was the fact that you know that those you know make

It easier

To know that they exist 

In the world.

