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“Grand Central, let’em out please, watch the doors!”

In His own image did He make all men.

“One ham on rye, I’ll have a Coke, what’s yours?”

From Adam’s side our mother moves again.

“Canarsie Harlem, Yorktown and the Narrows”

Sing, messenger, above the IRT.

Who gets the breaks, the outrageous slings and arrows?

Is there a voice that calls for her and me?

“Out please, getting out please, getting out!”
All lines are running late – to Heaven and Hell.

Warm smells and lights and bodies gird about;

Redeem, illumine and transfigure all.

Oh! Ever young and ageless Mother Eve

Be with us till we take our final leave.

� The subway (Interborough Rapid Transit)
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