
  ...november 11, 2019...

a skytrain riding afternoon 
rearranging space and time 
i leave before the late of soon
into – out of the underground –

driverless – remote controlled –
i am sped past entrances
from streets above to tunnel lights
fusing crazy distances –

like dropping into rabbit holes
people enter – merge and go
into worlds where no one knows
the anywhere they were before.
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