Asian American Literature Poem
Tired and bored.

Patiently college students wait to get on the crowded and broken bus.

Loud and squeaky.

Beeping and dinging.

In that time-consuming cold transportation

I look out the window, it’s depressingly dark and quiet

Because of my lack of experience, I feel protective over my misplaced body which drifts closer to my destination

After all the patience will be the goal

It’s all adventurous and daring with two dollar bills

The feeling of being scared of the unfamiliar faces on the bus

Crowded with sketchy people

I’m standing opposite of the street, looking at the bus leaving, wishing I could have arrived 30 seconds earlier.

Hostile people all over worn-out chairs, dirty floors with little space and the angry moody people with an awkward silence.

The bus is my ride, it is boring and time-consuming.
Every bus I take is another adventure.

Minorities sitting all around the crowded bus, different color faces from the front to the back.

This bus is really old and slow, disgusting and dirty seats, bus driver, can you hurry up?

People are quiet once they enter and satisfied when exit.

Waking up to face the grind/

Sitting in the back of the bus/

Rushing mobs with slowing stops/

With young people giving up their seat/

Patiently waiting for my destination to arrive.

-Phonky Fresh

Go to work alone towards Downtown Seattle

Waiting in the bus stop to start the adventurous day

When I’m alone and seeing the road, I realize that this is the United States.

Waking up in the morning, to stand in the freezing weather at a bus stop

Found a seat at the back and looked through the window

Chatty students rushed into the bus

Break the quiet in the bumpy ride.

Cramped elderlies clutching their bags

Loud students standing talking obnoxiously in crowds

While tired businessmen try to nap

Legs cramping, air stuffy, the headaches ensue 

