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THE TRAIN ACROSS TIME

 


I boarded the train in the morning

We headed into the light

We went very fast, I was breathless

Everything was so strange and bright

 


I marvelled at what I was seeing

And learning with each twist and turn

I tried to look back, but was going so fast

There was no time to regret or to learn

 


So, I found with each clack

Of the old railroad track

I was aging and mellowing too

Like the drips of the sweet morning dew

 


By noon time, I was in my glory

I felt that I knew everything

The world was my oyster, the ground, my path

I’d follow it during my spring

 


The afternoon was long and sunny

With some patches of cloud and rain

A mixture of life, some good and some strife

Some sweetness all sprinkled with pain

 


By late afternoon, I grew weary

I was living the same old refrain

I saw the same scenes, lived the same dreams

As my body grew stiff and complained

 


The journey was long, as I headed

Beyond the crescendo of my life

The train was slowing, and I was knowing

The station must be near

 


I gathered my bags, looked through my memories

I frowned at those and smiled at these

Then I put them away, knowing I couldn’t stay

I’d used up all my years

 


My ticket ran out. I would have to get off

The train would soon stop

At the end of the line

Night fell on the train across time

 


 


ON A TRAIN

 


Looking at the door

Wishing for more

Than I’m able to afford

Wishing I was
on a
train

 


Living the bad
life

Wishing for the good life

Happy just to have life

If it could be on a train

 


Taking no
questions

Giving no answers

Feeling smaller than I really am

I’d feel bigger on a train

 


Eating too much

Thinking too much

Caring too much

I’d ride happy on that train

 


Sitting at the station

Looking at my ticket

Knowing this is it

I finally got the train

 


 


AT THE STATION

 


The station platform is empty

The trains sit idly by. No,
there’s

No Thomas, or the rest of the
gang

Just the breeze,
the rain and
the sky

 


What used to be bustling

And busy each day

Has now seen its
ending

A long by-gone day

 


As I sit on the
bench
outside

The station door

I see visions of passers-by

Walking to and fro

 


Ladies with trunks

Children with sacks

Men with their suitcase

Some with
backpacks

 


Babies are crying

Mothers are weepy

Saying goodbye

To too many people

 


The train whistle blows

Everyone gets
on board

The conductor calls out

And the train chugs some more

 


People are waving

Handkerchief to the eyes

Then turn and slowly

Walk back to
their
rides

 


But now it is empty

The station door closed

The tracks growing grass

That will never
get
mowed

 


 


TRAIN

 


I love the train

Travelling west
across the
Rocky Mountains

Over the hills and across the
glen

The whistle blows, we’re on the way
again

 


Chug chug along, singing its song

Wheels turning, hearts yearning

For those they left behind
or

Those they’ve yet to meet

 


Pushing forward, full steam
ahead

Snow-capped mountains and
river
beds

Say hello and
then
goodbye

Moving forward, engine sighs

 


Don’t forget the journey’s speed

Will take you there before you
need

To even wonder where you
are

It’s like you wished upon a star

 


Sitting, looking at the rest

All dressed up in Sunday best

Staring at the fields along the
way

Hoping that it all will be okay

 


Have you ever wondered

Where those tracks could lead
you?

Now you face the answers

And no longer
wonder
why

 


Rumbling into the station

One last chance to
decide

Should you step off or
carry
on

And take that
one last
ride

 


Here I sit, going home again

I hope I’ll be welcomed

By those I will
see

No matter what, I love
the train

 


 


TRAIN TRACKS
BLUES

 


They’re
ripping up the train tracks

A sad
sight to see

The time
has come, they say

And many
do agree

But some
people are upset for sure

They’re trying to resist

Marching, chanting

Hoping the train can still exist

We don’t
need those nasty trains

We’ve got big trucks

And
modern highways

The
train has had its day

 



Reporters gather,

Watching
the show

Writing
frantically

About
what they know

 


The
photographers are busy

Snapping
photos of the mess

Some
people watch what’s going on

While
others are quite invested

 


I saw a
girl quite upset

She
stood beside the tracks

A
policeman ventured over

And
nudged her to go back

 


She
looked at him but didn’t move

With
resistance on her face

He
walked away when someone else

Became a
better prey

 


The train rode to the station

For the very last time

The
people gathered round

They
formed a long, sad line
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