“People, people people and even more people. Every day they keep walking by and I watch them all. Short people, long people, fat people, thin people but all the people are thick people. Walking in straight lines keeping their eye on the pavement in front of them. Sure some of them pretended to look around but they never see anything. Not like me. I see everything.” 

The man in ragged clothing is talking loudly to nobody in particular. A woman sitting next to her tries to glance at the hobo without making it look like she’s looking at him while she wraps her half-eaten sandwich up. The hobo turns and looks at the woman. 

“Yes I can see you too! Your loathing for the filth next to you is so obvious.” He reaches out to her and she stands up trembling with fright. “Give me your food. You’re about to toss it away.” He coughs hard and spits a gob of green slime away. “Toss some scraps to the poor bum who should get a job. Yes you think I’m lazy!” This was all too much for the frail woman. Shaking her head she tosses the wrapped sandwich to the clochard and quickly leaves the scene. 

“Seeing everything is good. The bum saw that he would get something fresh today.” And while the hobo begins to dig in on his paltry meal a shape walks past. A beautiful woman in a yellow dress. Her skin seems almost pale and the morning sunlight her shape is in sharp contrast with the green plants of the park. The hobo watched enthralled. Her dress was old, not worn or tattered but out of this time. She would have fitted better in the Victorian age or the golden age. Nobody took notice while she walked over the grass towards a family with children who where taking advantage of the warm spring day by enjoying a picnic in the park. The parents where talking to each other and watched their oldest daughter while she fed the ducks. The youngest was sleeping in a crib its soft skin glowing in the sunlight. 

The woman in the yellow dress twirled her parasol and walked to the crib. Her bosom heaved up and down with each breath she took somehow this confirmed it that she was real. Her face slowly changed into a smile when she looked down at the sleeping babe. 

The mother and the father turned to the sleeping child and whispered to each other. 

“She’s so cute when she’s asleep.” The father said. “And also very quiet.” The mother added and began to reach out to the infant but he stopped her. “Shhh let her sleep for a while longer.” They continued to look at their daughter while the woman in the yellow dress lifted her dress and stepped over the cradle. The pair did not seem to notice as they began to talk to each other again. 

The hobo stood up and pointed at the pair wanting to say something but he found that his throat was clenched. He could see that the woman in the yellow dress squatted down over the cradle that was hidden under the frills of her dress. He could see everything. 

The woman began to breathe more heavily and a slight strain showed on her face. Still the parents where blissfully unaware through some kind of miracle. 

With an open mouth, half sitting and half standing, an arm stretched out towards the amazing scene the hobo watched attracting a far greater audience then the woman did while she continued to work hard. 

It seemed like hard work. After all the smile of the woman had disappeared and a strained expression had sapped the natural beauty out of her face. A bead of sweat rolled down her face and a slight groan escaped her lips. This went on for a while and about ten or twenty minutes after it had all begun the woman stood up again. As she stood up her dress billowed out at the front. Her belly which was as flat as a dime only a short while ago now bulged out in front of her like she is in the latest weeks of her pregnancy. Her smile returns while the hobo sits down on the bench defeated by the experience. 

The woman walks away smiling gently, one hand is resting on her distended abdomen and the other one is gently holding the parasol. She walks away and the crib appears again from under her dress. Its empty and the woman walks away. 

After a while the family decides to leave. The bum is still staring seeing everything. He expects the couple to look at the empty crib and fly into a wild panic calling for the men in blue but they don’t. They don’t even look at the crib! The family packs its things, their cloth, picknick basket and now they should reach for the crib! They leave it! They are getting up calling their other daughter and walk away. The hobo chases after them and pulls at the mans arm. “Where did your daughter go? Where is your baby?!” 

The man shakes himself loose. “What are you talking about you fool?! Get lost before I call for the police!” 

The bum knows that this threat is true and lets go. “God bless you sir.” He says knowing that its what people expect while he walks away. 

“I saw it all. I saw it happen right in front of my eyes.” He begins to mutter while he walks away.

