Transiting the Madding Crowds

Heather Evans

From a puddle to slick steps,
I squelched onto the bus, and placed 

the soggy transfer into its 

short-shift of work.

Our world lurched northwards

as I slipped south, past a scattering 

of students and amateur riders 

wide-eyed to this dim, dry
and musty narrows, a reenactment 

of an old pub haunting the streets

now splashed in new neon lights,

bright draperies and the strength

of money, money, money and a jujitsu school.   

Across from me, a large man, 

whose weeblehead wobbled under a snore,

dreaming of what… quiet bars, his sweat-heart, Eleanore,
or a world that rhymes once in a while
along a discontinued route? 

When I got off , I puddle-hopped
to the fund-raiser where I met a man whose father 
slept professionally on the buses,

who knew the secrets 

of recalling

life in reflections
of hauling 

sun-risen clouds 

into dreams
into
drops of
transfers like petals. 
