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March 8, 2017

There is salt on every seat;
salt strewn across the rails.
He takes a breath and tastes salt;
blinks salt from his eyelashes.
He thinks of her
and there is no more salt,
anywhere on Earth.



March 14, 2017

She stares at her kneecaps,
pink and cracked under dry air.
A woman in fishnet stockings
twists fingers in worn, black strings.
They lock eyes and smile.



March 23, 2017

He sinks his thumbs into the inky newspaper,
eyes flitting over letters
on a half-finished crossword puzzle.
The empty squares burn white on the page. 
The conductor calls his stop, 
but he can’t hear a thing.



March 27, 2017

They are coy,
hands in pockets,
thoughts on edge.
Her red lipstick strays
and he wipes the wax onto his thumb,
catching the first glimpse 
of his wedding ring
in months.



April 5, 2017

The flushed girl
shifts her hips in her seat,
spreading her sticky joy.
She feels his hands
in her hair,
his mouth,
in all her hollows.
She clutches her knees
and reminds herself
that he is no one.



April 10, 2017

I breathe into the crevices of a woman.
The wrinkles on her neck
form a path to freedom.
I take it until I am lost,
until this train brakes,
and we all spring forward.



April 17, 2017

The women ramble into one another,
secrets spilling at each stop.
They glide over tracks that split reputations,
twitching ankles at the ends of crossed legs.
He hears about what happened on Wednesday
They don’t know he works there too.



April 25, 2017

A bud in a tree
in a neighbourhood far away
throbs in her head, suckling the grey.
She sees green for the first time.
It loops in and out of train windows,
curving seats and curling around passengers.
She open her mouth to tell them,
and leaves fall out.



May 5, 2017

Kids in costumes on phone screens.
Kids on beaches on phone screens.
Kids piled on other kids on phone screens.
I reach for my phone in the pouch of my sweater
and rest my hand there for a minute.
In the distance, a flock of sparrows take flight.



May 16, 2017

He stares at her pale hands,
long fingers tangled in black purse straps.
Her head drops to her shoulder,
a drawstring for her wrinkled forehead.
Is she dreaming of all the things
she could’ve been?



May 24, 2017

She pulls her hair over the side of her face,
pounding sanctuary on the pages of her book.
He lowers his lips to a coffee
and sips her,
holding her in his mouth
until her heat fades.
He swallows.
She burns inside.



May 29, 2017

A boy stretches his leg out,
dangling it over the seat ahead
before dropping it with a thud.
The elderly man beside it stares,
daring the other leg to twitch.



June 7, 2017

Lonely girls
sway on trains,
burying their thoughts
at each stop.
Lonely girls don’t know
when enough is enough
and forget to get off.



June 13, 2017

Across from me,
a woman’s fingers travel 
from rosary bead to rosary bead.
She has no idea 
she is carrying us both.



June 21, 2017

Bags of books,
spare clothes,
disappointing lunches
and laptops 
line the aisles.
They carry more of themselves in there
than they do out here.



June 29, 2017

A man rubs his palms
over the handle of his suitcase,
polishing it with his nerves.
He brings his fingers to his mouth
where a cigarette should be.
The conductor announces a delay
and he slumps over,
defeated.



July 6, 2017

His foot rattles over the rails, 
expanding the hole in the sock 
in his left shoe.
He tugs the collar away 
from his glazed neck
and strokes his tie.
The sinkhole grows.



July 12, 2017

Drops of sweat
peek out from under my skirt
and rush down my legs
when no one is looking.
They sink into my shoes.
I taste relief.



July 18, 2017

The man in the frayed shirt snores gently. 
It is loud enough
to fill the stirring hearts 
of other passengers
with envy.



July 25, 2017

She wants to kiss the window pane
and leave an imprint
so deep and defined
no one notices
the bird shit next to it.



August 2, 2017

He spots a glove on the rails.
Its coarse, black rubber
is caked in dust
kicked up by passing trains.
He clings to it
until it is a freckle.



August 11, 2017

We are a concert of clearing throats,
of hands around warm poles.
We are the faces of routine,
of plum nights and pink mornings.
We are targets for the sun, 
which fills these narrow windows,
rises up our bodies
and burns our eyes.



August 14, 2017

We soften
these locked fists,
tight jaws
and fixed eyes
long enough to smile at comrades
we lose before
the end of the line.



August 18, 2017

People sit on the stairs,
anchored knees to back,
when they can’t bear to stand.
I trace their expressions back to
a late night drink,
a flat tire,
a forgotten kiss too many.



August 23, 2017

Today is a vehicle
to your dreams,
to your fears.
Today is a vehicle,
but you steer.
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