
	On Missed Trains and Bitter Endings

	If there is a Devil, he doesn’t live underground. Not even Satan himself would consider a ride on the J train in rush hour. People are here because they have no choice.
	The train pulls up and some people step back, immediately conceding their standing room spots to the younger, braver passengers. Stand clear of the closing doors please, the Man’s voice says. 
	If Lana was younger her legs would be faster. If she didn’t have a child waiting at home she would have clocked the grabby cab driver right in the teeth. Jack would be late, but he wouldn’t wait for her. She turned the corner too quickly and reached out to the wall to steady herself, only to retract her now damp arm with disgust. Subway cameras have recorded people attempting vertical urination contests in these tunnels. Some spread their semen on the walls just to feel connected. It could be hamburger juice, pickle brine, or the spray of a shaken Pepsi. The mystery makes it all the more disturbing. 
	A low buzz begins to settle into her body as she calculates the now delayed trip. Counting her breaths, she keeps her eyes on the ground to calm the vertigo.
	A boy of about fifteen sits ten feet away, smashing his shoes onto the ground, left and then right, disrupting the rhythm of Lana’s breath-counting. An old woman beside him whispers something in Spanish, and he says, “You betta not be tryna curse me lady.” She moves away. He watches, throwing both feet down in a resounding boom. 
	“You need somethin’?” he says to Lana.
	She had not noticed she was staring at him. Her hand grips the wrist that her watch is clasped to, and she can feel that she has dug her nails into the space around it. She does not reply.
	“Where I come from we don’t stare at people,” the boy says.
	“I’m sorry, I was thinking about something. I didn’t notice I was staring,” she replies.
	“Sure you don’t got somethin’ to say?”
	“I don’t need any more problems today.”
	The boy stands and moves closer to Lana. “I ain’t tryna give you a problem. You’re the one lookin’ at me.”
	“I’m sorry,” Lana says, turning her body away from the young boy.
	“I missed my train,” he says.
	“What?”
	“I missed my train. Actually, I missed three of them.”
	“What does that have to do with me?” she asks.
	“Nothin’,” he replies, “I’m just makin’ conversation.”
	“I told you, I’ve got a lot going on, I don’t want to talk right now.”
	“I can tell, you look stressed lady.”
	Lana grips her wristwatch again, looking down the black tunnel. “I missed my train too. By accident. And now I’m going to be late.”
	“Shouldn’t take a meeting during rush hour,” the boy says.
	“Yeah. Damn right.”
	The boy turns around and walks back to his bench. He sits patiently this time, his eyes on the wall of the train station opposite his. Lana feels her feet aching. Her son, Charles, woke up at sunrise again, convulsing in the bed that stood next to hers. He was epileptic, and an insomniac. The less he slept, the more frequent his seizures became. She had held him for four hours, bouncing him up and down and singing him nursery rhymes. He was eight, but only thirty pounds. A small, frail boy. He collected bottle caps and squirt guns.
	Lana walks over to the bench and sits two seats away from the boy. She turns her eyes in the direction of his, staring at the cracked tile that reads: Fulton St. 
	“You got kids?” the boy asks.
	“Just one,” Lana replies.
	“I’m one of six. Youngest too.”
	“That’s got to be tough.”
	“That’s why I ran away.”
	“Where do you live now?”
	“Here and there. I gotta a boy near Jamaica Ave that let’s me crash on his couch. And my aunty lives in Brooklyn so sometimes I’m over there.”	
	“You look out for yourself then, huh?”
	“Yeah, I gotta. But I have a probation officer too, Brad. He buys me lunch sometimes.”	
	“Probation? You get into trouble?”
	“Nah, not real trouble. Little stuff, stealin’ gum and hittin’ people.”
	Lana sighs and brings her head to her hand.
	“Your kid get into any trouble?”
	“No, he’s a good kid.”
	“Good don’t mean no trouble.”
	Lana tries to concentrate on the wall ahead of her, as the tension in her chest increases. “He’s fragile. He doesn’t go out much.”
	“So where you goin’ anyway? Miss buisiness.”
	“Excuse me?”
	“Well you had a meetin’, right?” The boy takes a pack of gum out of his pocket and shoves two pieces into his mouth. He begins chewing exaggeratively.
	“Yes, with my ex-husband. We’re discussing child support.”
	“Ah, one o’ dem,” the boy says through his saliva.
	“It’s all too common, isn’t it?” Lana responds.
	“Look, all uv gotta do ith tellim ya know people, big people.”
	“I don’t know anyone big.”
	The boy finally wrestles down the clump of gum in his teeth.  “He ain’t gotta know that. Just tell him you got a new boyfriend, big guy, lots o’ strength. That’ll scare him into signin’ those checks.”
	“I don’t think anything scares Jack.”
	The subway begins to echo, and a train can be heard rolling it’s rusted wheels from down the tunnel line. The silver slug of the tram car rushes in and out of the station just as Lana gets to her feet. Ladies and gentlemen, we apologize for the unavoidable delay, the Man’s voice says.
	“What the fuck!” Lana yells at the ceiling. “What the fuck.”
	“Ah, it ain’t just this one,” the boy says. “It’s the whole damn subway line. J’s the worst too. They know the burrough-folk ain’t gonna complain so they let it fall apart. You ain’t never gonna see the Columbus Circle train delayed, no m’am.”
 	“There’s no way I’ll make it.”
	“Can’t you just call the man, tellim’ to hold up?”
	“He doesn’t carry a phone.”
	“Eh, shady boy.”
	Lana sits down again and slams her feet to the ground. The boy beside her smiles, and does the same. They play for a moment, each increasing their gusto as the tunnels shake with their force. After a few moments, Lana is out of breath. She manages to laugh, just as a new train pulls up, and stops.
	“Dats you,” the boy says.
	“Aren’t you getting on too?”
	“Nah, I’m gonna stay here a while longer, keep Brad waitin’. He gets this weird wily look on his face when I’m late. Makes me laugh. You get on to Jack or whatever though. Give him hell!”
	“Alright, I’ll try,” says Lana, stepping over the gap and in to the train. “Though I doubt it will do any good. You know, you’ll never learn how to properly hate someone until you’ve born their child, and that kind of hate is insidious, it changes who you are. Make sure you choose the right person, is what I mean.”
	“Lady, I got six brothers. I ain’t havin’ one, I said it, not one goddamn kid.”
	Stand clear of the closing doors, please, says the Man.
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