on the street corner

Keeping somewhat 

Quiet

Without meaning to .. 

You have to or 

Should at times

To hear what the birds say and

How water sounds falling onto a wet tarmac.

All voices,

Succinct,

Violence in 

An Easter egg,

The crazed look of life-seekers going across

The one way sign in a blur.

Yes,

Holding some words for others that will be said,

Flitting across an ear strum for the taste of new bark

And a fresh sound.

Doin’ what is going to be done

And 

Singing with the wistlin’ band spreading

Some sprinkles on a street corner.

