on the train 

with the mafia

is a comforting

sort of thing

because i know when

the whistle sounds 

and the sound of 

screams become muffled,

i will have to get off

soon and when off,

i'll have the bastards 

trapped in their own 

quagmire as i contemplate

the cigarette ends at 

the feet of the mobster

straight ahead by the 

luggage rack looking

very slowly for something

rumbling in his 

dark black bag.

