Shy Woman on BART

You sit across from me on the train

Idly flipping through a textbook

Finding it hard to concentrate

The Chinese characters seem to run together

Making as much sense to you as to me

You stare blankly out the window

Hypnotized, possibly, as I am

By the diagonal streaks the rain leaves

As it slides across the landscape

For an instant, you seem sympathetic

Maybe the windows are the train’s eyes

The streaks make it hard to admire the view

You shrink a little, behind your glasses

When the loud girls behind you swear

You turn back to your book

Maybe you mark your place

You put the book back in your bag

Place a small blue hat under your arm

Run your fingers through your hair

And walk out into the rain

