Morning Transit

I've been here after dark before

But something is different, just before dawn

I place my hand beside me

Admiring the cool blue seats

A sign informs me

That I made these eighty new cars possible

I look around and smile

With satisfaction of a job well done

If only I could fix that speaker

Tiny twinkling lights brush against the windows

As the city awakens from its dreams

I watch my fellow passengers

Old men digging for change

The quiet ones, staring intently at nothing

To make sure the loud ones can see

That they are staring at nothing

The nervous ones, tapping their legs, chewing gum

The secret ones

Lovers with secret smiles and shining eyes

The train slows and they all get up to leave

Something is wrong as the train speeds away

The escalator suddenly quickens

An old woman cries out, but I just smile

For a world in which even an escalator

Can have a little fun now and then

I step out of the station

And I take a sharp breath

And I am frozen where I stand

The lights form bursts of color in the morning mist

While shadows dance as people come and go

And all I can think is

Can all of this be free?

I must be late for work

