Saxman on Pennsylvania blow echos haunting for yourself  feels the things foolish glory and pain and names that melt into blackness in the rain brothers and sisters I'll never know except as granite inscriptions and waste Presidents and pontiffs and Masonic rites towering over us and those memorials to human ingenuity belittling His own words of animosity to tyranny though not effecting by their shadows young lover's on park benches just for living that moment amidst the curried spice diversity as do the homeless heated on exhaust grates and funky jazz city humanity if they could only hear the music while snipers take aim once again perhaps a statement to observation from afar fear of dying by the unknown assailant rather than cancer from the noxious war half realized thought while bankrupt planes are on course again Potomac Pentagon and cranes lift high but only so high as not to impede the law that none should overcast His monument youth does not meander these streets but goes forth purposefully and serious without regard for my past or any past but instead seemingly a darker future with less laughter less understanding of meaningless though surrounded by example like the Watergate from my window and windows of shops of future cum stained dresses rather than bums offering stock tips for quarters and cigarettes the price of freedom tired feet from indulgence in the view and a longing for a fit less night sleep without hammering conscious.. less remembering innocence and ignorance are beautiful sisters enticing vixens of pre-pubescence wondering if the confluence is still taught as the “cradle of civilization” or is that too passé for this new way of government mimes and clowns on the Mall get humid breeze in front of castles and steeples and mothers take pictures of daughters on fathers shoulders balloon wielding children run free but not the dogs nor carousel bound horses where are the mounted police to look up to license 

