“Stranger with Walking Stick”

By:  Sean Chandler

Through the square of turmoil, a flood with impatience,

A man was distinguished, a face among shadows,

Defined by his stroll which echoed the time he had to spare,

The time he now held on a string, and about which he didn’t seem to care.

Through the square he danced, waving a walking stick of steel, and

His expression held no burden, for he had little to conceal.

He wore scars upon his shell, and the sun had long-darkened his skin, but

Now he simply seemed content to walk alone with the memories he had lived.

In spite of all his sins, he now held his head up high, and

As the distant sun ascended I watched him marvel at its rise.

The tearing of his clothing, the sweat cascading on his face,

All are meaningless this morning, troubles of a different place, and

He walked away from view, a mighty ship before the sun,

Until his silhouette diminished and I knew that he was gone.

As quickly as he appeared he was again rendered unknown

Into the world where stranger’s faces are too easily condoned,

Where the people that we know are all too close to home, and

A man’s story has no listeners so it is told while all alone.

I hope I read him correctly, giving him the respect which he was due—

Something all should hope to hope, since the next passerby is always you.

