Dewey Square
Ramrod grim plain-clothes cops, 
standing like debt, dome tents 
and canopies, blue plastic tarps, 
discolored and smudged

like a street woman’s topcoat,
boxes of carrots, battered apples

piled up containers of supermarket bread,

scribbled on cardboard, people in 
clumps arguing, praying,  airing

their tents from last night’s rain.
a sukkot, a stage, duct tape 

a T-shirted apple eyed string quartet
playing early Beethoven, canticle,
call and response lapping over 
waves of discourse and demand,

a portable bigger-than life size

plaster statue of Gandhi, everything bronzed

including the eyeglasses down on his nose

tied by a cord to what might be a light post

a shawl of Indian cotton around 

his shoulders, gold entwined

in the red figured weave, 
his right hand open, held shoulder high,  

and a Johnson’s Band Aid
wrapped tightly around the thumb of his left

as if in all of us running to grab his hand 
and hold on, we had rubbed
the skin raw and frightened, 

we fixed it with whatever we had around.
We still need him.

