
        

       I at 
              At the train 
          Station. Waiting 
       For the next whistle  to blow. I looked up in the sky  
        From my stroller.  The sun was bright. My eyes 
            Barely open.   The horn sounded; I turned my  
              Head. One  Moment it was there. The next 
    Moment  it was gone. The train stopped 
  In front of me   as my parents placed me on. 
  They   rolled   me to my spot. Each stop came 
  Quicker and   quicker. I began to ponder  
  Why my  parents  got off, while I sat here alone. 
  I stared out of the windows. The days passing by. Sun up, sun down. 
         It seemed repetitive. Mothers bearing children. Children playing.  
      Children crying. Weddings happening. The first interview for the kids 
 New job. He started a family of his own as I stared on. Like picture frames 
 On the tracks of life. The son grew older. Graduation. He built his home. had a 
 Family of his own. His children played just as he did. Ones with mother  
 Nature. Coming inside with scraped knees and asking for popsicles. He  
 Smiles as the door shuts behind him. Next station. He is giving a toast 
       To his  daughter. His first born. He continues into retirement. In the  
           Sunset on the beach. With a tall maragrita by his side. His wife  
    Sleeping   next to him.. How had he gotten here so fast? 
      Next  station. He was a grandfather.  His children had 
   Their own    families. The man on the train stared    on. Little did he know 
 This man was him. His skin has grown old and and his hair turned gray.  
           His wife sits next to him, with her head resting on his shoulder. He looks  
        At the schedule. One stop left. He sits here waiting on        the tracks of life. 
      Its here.             And it’s gone.           In the blink of  
          An eye. 


