On Making a Spectacle of Yourself

So I’m sitting at the bus stop

Thinking it’s been too long since I’ve written

Picturing something that would be good to see in a movie

Letting my mind for its daily wander

Feeling irritatingly comfortable with this rut I’m in

And when I look up, something happens

Not sure exactly what

But I catch it just in time

It causes everyone to shift out of character

Most noticeable in a woman wearing black

Who had mainly looked angry until now

With the morning sun behind her

She lifts her left foot slightly

Stretches her right arm, fingers curled outward

Tilts her head to the side, and closes her eyes

And for ten seconds, she is stunningly beautiful

The wind can’t help playing with her hair

I wonder briefly if she did it on purpose

Posing with the rest of the world for this mental snapshot

But before I can ask, the moment is gone

As I get on my bus

The world fades quickly back to normal

