On The Bus

an old woman sits by me

I move my bag onto my lap

because she has one, too

it's older than mine, maybe

that's why it's so important

nobody else sees her or me

they only see where they're going

I see where I've been

I look out the window and see where I am

I'm an opera singer on a billboard

I am This Space Available

I am a high school, and a church, and a donut shop

the old woman is gone now

but I still carry my bag on my lap

because another might get on

I take a break to be where I'm going

so I'll know when I'm there

and not pass myself by accident

the driver is talking to the new Old Woman

she's older than the first

she has more bags, brighter gloves, thicker glasses

she must be a newer model

the driver says it's his last day

Old Woman apologizes, like it's her fault

she shouldn't have come

if she had stayed home

it would still be his last day

but I wouldn't know

maybe he wouldn't either

