trained train man

he's a drunk 

old timer on a train 

to jeff city with a 

satchel of memories no one 

needs to know about.

always averting his face

from a staring child,

the man holds onto his

large umbrella and loose

briefcase as the shades of

light go over his face like

loose memories he loves to forget.

he's the mystery man that no one

wants to approach and as one

small fly scuttles around his

brow with indignant insect courage,

i wish for it to land on his ear,

bite in all wide and big

so that all of us can see

just one genuine emotion come out

of this moving statue.

