
T h e N i g ht 
B a s  h e r s 

Br i a n  S ki n ner 

The street hisses 
with the chorus of sprinklers 
incessant. 

Porches sit s ilent, 
lawnchair people 
still or sleeping, 
television whispers seeping 
through aluminum 
screen doors unheard. 

On the parched afternoon 
asphalt the glass 
glistens, skidmarks 
and beer stains fading. 

Sequestered quiet 
behind tight shades, 
they paint 
their faces, polish 
their chains, and wait 
as the day 
is  sucked up 
slowly by shadow. 
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