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The train from Oyster Bay 

blows its whistle and stops 

in sleepy towns to reach                         

 the one that never sleeps.
On this spring-like day
The air is cool but the sun burns.

One by one, people mind-the-gap
and find a space to sit in turn
forward or backward 
though always moving forward.

A lady too, perhaps heading to 7th avenue

where the shops open at 10 ,the galleries at 2
Carries her labels, dressed to the nines

with spiked heeled shoes and DG shades, 
sits only forward.

Multilingual sounds and   patterns 

ages and hair lengths
clothing and wires
 growing from pockets to ears 
beneath hair, sucking in the buyers
move on and off the train. 
Brrrrring Burrrrrring!, 
A text message alert ringing
 louder than the trains whistle
imposes.

Thumbs hammer a response
while they talk to a seat-mate.

The mechanized voice 
calls out the stations 
of the towns now more dense. 
I try to guess who the people are 
that come into my car.

A noisy family steps on,
 sits forward trying to fit in,
speak backward to each other. 

A suited young man, 

Swaddling a standard briefcase 

sits across from me riding backward. 

What deals will he be wheeling,

Forward or backward?

Stone-faced policemen get on the train 
to walk through shoulder to shoulder

Two by two.                                                                    

Are they looking for a fugitive
 or just  taking in the view?
Some depart, most get in ringing, beeping 
 sitting forward or backward

always going forward. 
