Crowded Bus on the Way to Work

The sun hasn't risen

But it's not exactly dark

Passengers sway gently in sympathy

For every imperfection in the road

Half-held cups of forgotten coffee

Stone faces, clenched hands, shivering arms

Withered eyes downcast, remembering

It felt good once, didn't it?

Being awake this early

The cold air once sang in your blood

But now it only worries your bones

Rain splatters on the windows

The blood of the past

Slightly altering your view of the world

Of all these faces

Empty for various reasons

Strung together by torn pieces

Of half-hearted conversation

Shuffling through the morbid dance

Of departing passengers

As if the only wish left in their hearts

Is not to be in anyone's way

And wishes do come true

But it doesn't really matter

Not anymore

