
Four O’clock Freedom 
 
As you sip your four-dollar chai latte,  
blue officer handcuffs shaggy blond  
probably homeless young guy on the far corner. 
 
Cop’s fingers frisk cargo shorts pockets, brush  
privates – fleshy antennae seek drugs or too much cash.  
Kid’s head droops like an unpicked pear long past ripeness.  
 
Second white guy, decrepit, sits there knees up 
orange doo rag flaps in four o’clock freedom.  
Witnesses up.  
 
Big Blue tucks his docile perp into armored Ford,  
closes back door with a soft click, as if afraid  
he’ll wake a baby.  
 
Pulls Doo Rag up, sends him zigzag down the sidewalk. 
Lawman squirts sanitizer, rubs his hands over and over 
ten times more than even Pontius Pilate.  
 
Doo Rag’s unwashed aura crashes 
your cinnamon veil. He passes close, right 
fingers tentacled around his box of Pall Mall Reds.  
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