The Big City


I step off the train engulfed in the midst of thousands of people.  I am part of a stampede, only a mildly controlled one with the same ingredients.  The air is extremely warm and wet.  I wonder if a fish could breathe better in this humidity.  My skin is sticky, my clothes soaked through with sweat.  Perspiration beads up on my face and neck, trickling down into my eyes and off my chin.  Somehow in the confusion I realize I am somewhere deep in an enormous subway system.  The corridors and passageways around me stretch for miles in every possible direction without end.  People are packed wall to wall flowing like a river, one that is late or will be late in getting to the ocean.  I am like a rock in the middle of this river, looking down at the water as it rushes past.  In a panic I follow hundreds of people, up stairs, around corners through one of the greatest mazes I have ever been in, finally surfacing on a busy street corner.  Smog tainted air greets my gasping lungs.  City noises fill my ears.  I look up and see I am once again surrounded, this time by hundreds of lofty buildings, towering over me, indifferent.  They are all magnificent.  Some are blue, some glossy black, others white, red and even a combination.  All have bright lettering on the sides, announcing or advertising some company or product.  Their presence can be felt by me even when not looking at them.
The streets are four lanes wide in each direction, jam-packed with cars, buses and taxis.  Autos drive on the left side of the road here.  On the sidewalks people weave in and out of restaurants, shopping and jabbering amongst themselves.  Street vendors pass out coupons for bars and nightclubs.  There are side streets all fitting into this main road on which I have been walking, and it is one of these small streets I turn down.  It’s one of those streets here that is about one half the size of a one way street, but is actually a two way, without sidewalks.  Bicycles pass me by ringing their bells at the crowds, trying to pick a hole through which to ride.  I pass by clothes shops, restaurants and pachinko halls (arcades) on all sides of me.  Vending machines litter the streets with electronic games and music flashing inside, advertising beer, soda, and juice they contain.  In the windows of the restaurants ar ewax visual menus, making me hungry, and I am by now dying for an ice cold draft beer.  I casually walk into one of these restaurants and order a jockey of Asahi “Super Dry” beer, and relax at the table.  My mind is in overdrive thinking about everything different here.  The tall buildings, fast trains, blood quickening pace, and the people- all excellent!  Another sip of this golden brew from the gods and I realize that all this is the reason people come to Tokyo.
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