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SAN FRANCISCO, ANOTHER WET DAY, GOD ONLY KNOWS HOW MANY PEOPLE ARE LAYING OUT THERE IN THE RAIN?  ONE CAN’T STOP AND WONDER WHETHER, WHO IS, AND WHO IS NOT, ASLEEP ON A CHURCH PEW, OR THE LESS FORTUNATE HUDDLED IN SOME DARKENED ALLEY, ALL PISSED UP OR SHIT IN THEIR PANTS.  LOST SOULS, IS THAT WHAT THEY ARE? LOST SOULS, IS THAT WHAT PEOPLE THINK OF THEM? HAVE THESE STREET PEOPLE BEEN AROUND SO LONG SO DAMNED LONG THAT THEY DRAW LITTLE OR NO ATTENTION.  
DAMNIT, SOMEHOW THINGS HAVE GOT TO CHANGE, WE CAN’T ALLOW OUR SISTER’S AND BROTHER’S  TO LIVE LIKE ANIMALS IN THE FORESTS.  WITH NO MAN MADE COMFORTS, JUST ANOTHER BOTTLE OF CHEEP WINE, TO STILL THE PAIN OF BEING THE UNDERDOG, THE GUY THAT COULDN’T MAKE IT, THE GUY WITHOUT A JOB, A HOME, KIDS, A WIFE, A CAR.  THESE ARE NOT THE ANIMALS OF THE WOODS, THESE ARE PEOPLE, DAMNIT, IT DOESN’T MATTER HOW THEY CAME TO BE IN THIS SITUATION.  WE ARE ALL SUSEPTABLE TO THEIR PLIGHT.  
TAYLOR, JONES, JUST STREETS, IN THE TENDERLOIN, STREETS FILLED WITH LOST MEN AND WOMEN, TIRED, HUNGRY, COLD, MISERIBLE, ALL WITH A STORY, STORIES THAT BEGAN SOMEWHERE, SOMEHOW, AND BY SOME QUIRK OF HUMAN NATURE,  WHO KNOWS, HOW THEY WERE DRAWN INTO THE STREETS OF SAN FRANCISCO OR THE MANY OTHER CITIES OF THIS NATION. WHAT OR HOW THEY BECAME INTERTWINED INTO A COMMON STORY IS A BIG UNKNOWN, UNEMPLOYMENT, SCARS FROM DISTANT WARS, BUT NOW  A BLANKET WITH CRIS/CROSSED THREADS, BECOMING ONE STORY, ONE SAD UNFORGIVING TALE OF NOTHINGNESS, BLURRED BY MISTAKES AND WRONG TURNS ON THE ROAD THROUGH LIFE. 
THE MORNING CAME WITH A WIND SWEEPING THE RAIN HEATHER AND FRO FROM ONE OLD BUILDING TO ANOTHER ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE STREETS,   PEOPLE WERE BEGINNING TO STIR, HUDDLED IN GROUPS, NOT SO MUCH FOR CONVERSATION BUT TO SHARE THEIR BODY HEAT.  ONE BODY DIDN’T STIR, IT DID NOT GIVE ANY BODY HEAT, THE BODY HAD NO SHOES, NO HAT, NO SLEEPING BAG, NO BACKPACK, REALLY NO EARTHLY POSSESSIONS JUST A BODY ON THE STREET.  THE PEOPLE PAUSED, LOOKED DOWN AND SOMEONE SAID, HEY LOOK SOMEBODY
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