Morning Commute
A slight shift within her seat exposes 

the nudity of her legs and the brevity of her skirt,

and once my pornographic mind decides to abandon

musings of public sex acts, I notice that

this intelligent beauty is not perusing the daily news 

or scanning through a self-help magazine.

This morning, she passes time by reading 

a drugstore romance, and I quell a senseless urge to blurt out

how well I cook Thai food for myself (or for two, if a dinner guest 

happened to appear at my table), how I've learned to iron my trousers

without making a double crease, that I no longer live 

at my mom's house or with roommates, and that, although I am quite

comfortable with my identity, I still harvest thoughts

of companionship that most self-gratifying bachelors find to be taboo.

However, I remain muted and allow the lurching train to speak instead.  

And it continues babbling, with its shrill, screeching voice,

an old friend with good intentions who keeps saying the wrong things.

Sometimes it is better to just stay quiet.

After all, I'm the type of man who never knows when to shut up, 

and my actions are often doomed before they start, 

so there is no benefit in challenging destiny on this commuter train

or awkwardly seducing a random woman seated beside me.

I glance through a smudged window and view an improbable world 

where imagining a conversation can be a healing experience 

and life seems as predictable as the plot of her sappy novel, 

a book that almost certainly plagiarizes my feelings.

 

