no handicap

Strollin’ down

12th,

seein’ the faces,

hearing faint echoes

of preachers in urban outfits,

seeing women

peelin’ down

the sidewalk like index fingers of skin

in the tube tunnel wind.

Then,

A cat with a white cane,

Tufts of curly sand hair 

On his head is waving.

A blind cat,

Happier than shit with the world flopping straight up the street.

For the bus,

A walk,

Or thoughts the others with eyes cannot tap into with all the energy.

Just smilin’ 

As though everyone buy

Himself

Has

A

Handicap.

