Waiting

I feel like I'm in a bad date movie

And the music isn't helping

Mechanical jazz piped through tinny speakers overhead

The bright red bench and dimming sky

Half-hearted cigarettes litter the ashtray to my right

I watch families rush past

Trying to get a foot in the door

Before that last store closes

I pace back and forth, shivering a little

But not really minding the cold

In a few minutes, I'll be able to see my breath

Drifting in lazy wisps

With each nervous cough

I watch the store's lights turn off

She'll be out in a minute

And this flower I'm holding

Is the most important thing in the world

