bus world

on my drive home

from work,

i study faces in 

cars and other mobiles

to see how 

people are smashing in

similar moments around 

them.

many look confused,

serious,

constipated,

unaroused,

uninteresting

or exhausted.

the other day 

i noticed the shimmering

squares of vertical perfection

on a yellow school bus

as all the tiny bobble heads

in the window tossed about like

tomatoes in fresh salad.

all looked vigorous,

willing,

curious,

well rested,

intelligent,

and flat bright like a tiny

puncture of star.

and as i saw the setting sun

smash into the side of a tattered

blues sign tacked to a 

telephone pole,

i thought that it would be a 

great thing if all i saw on the 

road were busses filled with tiny

miracle children all the time.

i could drive a bus too

and hope to be one

of those kids someday.
