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Robert S tewart 

Straight from the streets, the daytime streets of town, 

streets walled with weariness, paved with com plaints 

because each tho u ht and action there is fo reseen, 

I met with a \\·onder, chree illogical saints 

sin <ring and singing upon the p ublic green 

in the path of a feeding robin that flew down. 

Straight from the stree ts, the dayt ime streets of town, 

ran champagne's monk, benign D om Perignon, 

' ·Come quick :mel come qu ick because I .1111 Jrinking stars 

it is Cana ·s feast. br ing girls, bring boys on," 

and he began to fill rhe empty ja rs 

in the path of a feeJing robin th::Jt flew down. 

Srraiahr from the street . the daytime sueets of. tmvn, 

another r:m. moon-stricken stark and mad, 

'·My box of books div ide among my f riends," 

his death h:1 \· ing fi:led a heart such as Sidney had, 

he tossed and turned som e dog-e:.~ red odds and ends 

in the pa th of :1 feeding robin that fkw do\\'11 . 

Straig h t from the streets. the daytime streets oE town, 
came on a cavalie r of cavaliers . 

"Be courteous. my strong brother. be:1utiful fire ... 

and the fierce br:J. nd which bced him filled with tears 

be~·ond his expectation or dcsi re 
in the paLh of a feed ins rcbin tha t fle\\' down. 

Straight from the streets, rhe daytime streets of town .. 

life's starlight. moonlight. firelight in lcve's un 

whi-:h feL ·qes spring at rhe brrer end of March 

blended wich their full sincri ~ into one 

miraculo us keystone 's luminous ~prin::,ing arch 

in the path ,-.f :1 i .... _di n.; r~hin that f:.:l.\' dowr . 


