To the Rail Trail
You call me and I come, you grey old lady.
Conceived of robber barons but work of honest hands,

abandoned, now resplendent,

You carry me past rivers, mountains, farms, and fields.
You take me back into the past,

to towns that were, and still are, 
transformed like you;
to those who live and those who sleep,

to those who knew you as I would know you.
I heard your burly rhythms 
and your klaxons in my youth,

and strain to catch them on the winds,

but hear instead the birds and rushing waters.

Their melodies are lovely to be sure,

but can’t you sing, just once more— 
for me?

Yourself, you’re not that much to look at now,

outshone by your surroundings;

yet I glide along you in a trance—
Drawn in, Drawn in.
Without you, a summer’s day
had might as well appear
as the bleak midwinter.
Your sister ‘cross the way

has her fame and fuss and fortune,

her bustle, bells, and commerce,
her pride of place in history—
her sirens call to many.

Yet I come to you and want no other.

These degenerating bones

will ache from tending you,

until they fall on you

as cinders in your Age of Steam.
