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He. The little black boy. 
His back there, where did he come from?
You look at him. He stays there.

What to say to someone who
his back turned waits for nothing. 
From you or someone else

A back at peace. A skinny back. 
A back that looks straight ahead. 
Or with a careful sidelong glance.


You would want to be in his place.
To see what he sees. Oh what 
a blessed stroke of luck that would be!

But if he wears his face
in the meantime like a mask? 
His  face but what face?
