Sweat

It's way too hot on this bus

But that's not saying much

A bus is never cool enough

But this one is rude

This one offends me

All the windows are open

Still my shirt clings to my skin

The bus growls and climbs a hill

My ears are confused

The bus is angry, hurt, bitter

It lashes out at the trees

Branches torn by windows

Bitten by the open skylight

Leaves litter the seats

And crackle under my feet

As people slowly melt out the doors

And onto the sidewalk

Trickling along the ground

It's too hot to walk

They're too tired to be solids

I wish I could do that

But I lack direction

And would probably drip down the hill

Ending up back at the bus stop

