The Man on the Street
By Ruben Pazo

An abandoned car he called home
He had no bed, TV or phone
His clothes were tattered, reeked of piss
No Mom, no Dad, no Bro or Sis

A bum, a tramp, a useless sight
Who begged all day into the night
Didn’t really have much to say
Except to some, “Have a nice day”

Some would bring him food to eat
Others annoyed would kick his feet
A cup of coffee, some change to spare
A sandwich here, a donut there

The trend continued throughout the year
No one engaged or got too near
He was disgusting, a wretched sight
No interest to his unfortunate plight

Summer months would bring the heat
The winter winds would freeze his feet
Yet, there he was from day to day
Once in a while you’d see him pray

No one cared if he lived or died
Most would hope he’d run and hide
A nuisance and one of life’s biggest jokes
Nobody cared that he was broke

All too busy with their lives you see
What’s more important than us, than we
Seemed to forget God’s warmth and grace
All they all saw was his dirty face

One day they noticed he wasn’t there
It seemed he vanished into thin air
The car was empty, the stench was gone
Had her really gone to the great beyond

Life continued as it once had
The bum was gone and they were glad
They look at me so clean, so neat
Ne’er knowing I was “The Man on the Street”


