Pico Life

Generally I wake up to the sound of traffic

Coming off the 10 at Pico and 34th
After stretching I get a little exercise

Walking up the hill to McDonalds at 29th,

Clean up, do a little spot work,
And by 9 I usually get breakfast,

Not much, senior coffee & toast.
Watching my weight.

Then I just sit down on the bench at 28th
And enjoy the sun and the morning breeze.

Rarely I’ll strike up a conversation with a stranger

‘cause the spectacle of different people

Parking, going in the 99 cent store, and what they 

Come out with is enough to give me ideas
So by noon my brain’s on fire
And I head west.

By one o’clock I join up with 

A group of rare individuals with extraordinary perception,

And I lay out ideas and we postulate
The effect in politics, the marketplace,
And even the religious sphere
Because what we think could well be a spark 
That starts the fire.
But we are not self important
‘Cause we go over the entire world condition.

And occasionally some action has to be taken

About a particular situation.
So we make plans and 
Something is done.

More often than not, we can recognize a buzz.

Pico’s good for popping balloons.

We have started a few uproars ourselves 

And been through hubbubs,

Suffered the expose, survived the dire straights,

Seen the impending disaster,

And faced the end of times more than once.
And it’s pretty much a circle.

The whole world funnels down the 10 to Centinela

Where Pico strains out all the BS
And leaves some shells on the beach.
   






John Bailey     
