Incident on Main and Broadway
By Tony Franco

He stood stock still
Like a Marine sentry
Pedestrians passed him by
No one noticed.
He tried to quiet the noise
In his head.
He did all they had taught him,
He let himself go, he felt his feet
Firmly on the ground.
He took in deep breaths,
Exhaling slowly,
Still the noise grew.

He asked God,
		please not here
			not now
				not out on the street.
Still the noise grew

He reached down inside himself
Grabbing all that he was.
He began to walk slowly.
The noise growing
Driving him to run.
He ran the three blocks
To his church
Telling himself he would find
Peace, he would find solace

He took the stairs two at a time
Hitting the huge oak doors hard
He pushed then pulled…
Then pushed and pulled again
They didn’t budge.
He then fell down into
The doorway holding his head
Still the noise grew.

Hours later they found him
The old priest frightened at first
The young priest reached out his hand
Slowly, gently, patiently asking
How may we help you my son
And still the noise grew.
