Poetry In Motion


The time was right.  The conditions were perfect.  It would, no, it must happen now.  The man in the brown suit and the striped tie had made a mistake.  It was probably a mistake he had made a hundred times before in his life and had never been made to pay for.  Truth be known, it was a mistake that thousands of men and women made every day and most would never pay a price.  The man in the brown suit and striped tie would not be one of those people.  Today, he would pay.


Peyton came to this place every fifth day.  His route varied very little week to week, but he did make sure to vary it enough not to be recognized by the repeaters.  He’d never been caught before and he knew he never would be.  The repeaters were mindless lemmings who did whatever the chasers told them to.  It was nothing new in the ways of the world, nor was it something that was going to change.  Peyton appreciated that and fed on the repeatability of the world.  He was not a lemming and he was not a thought-crushing chaser, he was a selector.


His job, not the one used to pay the bills rather the one beset upon him by the higher being, was to select the persons who no longer deserved to walk the same land as he.  That is why every weekday, without fail for 8 years, he would walk along the subway stations and make his selections.  Some days, many more than not, there were no selections to be made and he returned home without fulfilling his duty.  There was no anger on those days because he always knew the next day might be the same, and the next, but eventually he would find his selection.


Today his selection was the man in the brown suit and the striped tie.  The man’s mistake: standing too close to the tracks.  His punishment: to be removed from Peyton’s land.  Most of Peyton’s selection’s mistakes seemed trivial when viewed alone, but Peyton knew the truth.  It wasn’t the single mistake he viewed that made them a viable selection; it was something much deeper.  The viewed mistake was just a beacon sent to him so he could see the selections and be sure they were meant to be selected.  He recognized the beacon, he’d seen it innumerable times before and would see it again he was sure.


The subway platform began shaking under his feet, another sign it was time, and Peyton began moving through the crowd.  A crowd always gathered towards the edge of the platform a few minutes before the train arrived and there was always pushing and bouncing in that crowd.  He would not be noticed any more than the woman in the gray business suit he just brushed past.  


He was in position.  The selection was in position.  The repeaters were doing what they always did, repeating the same actions day after day.  Peyton almost pitied them.  They had no purpose, no goals (not true goals anyway), and no guidance.  Peyton had them all.  His purpose was to be a selector.   His goal was to seek out the selected and rid his land of them.  His guidance, which was pushing at him at this moment, was the higher being.  He was alive.


The train’s single light in the tunnel was now visible to Peyton and the sound of its metal wheels against the metal rails escalated.  Three seconds left.  It was down to a science now.  His timing was always accurate and his execution flawless.  Two.  No increased heart rate, no sweaty palms, no rapid breathing.  One.  The lemming’s heads turned in unison to the approaching train and Peyton gave a shove.  Not the soft, inescapable shove resulting from a crowded subway platform, but a shove with a hidden strength and purpose.


The man in the bargain bin suit was pushed into the woman in the still business acceptable mini-skirt.  She in turn stumbled into the woman in the stereotypical schoolteacher dress who fell into the young man wearing the shorts and listening to his Walkman.  The young man was caught off guard and fell backwards into the man wearing the brown suit and the striped tie.  The domino effect would have continued if there had been any more lemming dominoes to fall, but the line was done and the last domino could do nothing but fall.


The man in the brown suit and striped tie took on a look of surprise at first; the same look of surprise that usually accompanies a sudden loss of balance.  Peyton could see directly into the man's face and could make out every line, every bump, and every twitch of the man’s face.  He always made a point to look at the selected’s faces at that very moment.  It was his gift from the higher being and he relished every microsecond of it.


The man in the brown suit and striped tie suddenly realized where he was going to fall and his faced changed.  The look was now a look of sheer and utter fear.  The look of a man who knows he is about to be struck by an object that will not even register the impact of his body on it.  The look of a man who knows he is about to die.


The train was slowing down to make its stop at the station, but there was still plenty of speed for Peyton’s purpose.  The body wrapped in the brown suit and highlighted with the striped tie (it was no longer a man, the man had left immediately after the realization of imminent death) bounced off the front corner of the lead car and was propelled toward the trains departure tunnel.  Again in unison, the repeater’s heads turned to follow the body’s ungraceful flight and even more ungraceful landing.  Peyton’s head mimicked the repeater’s heads, partially to avoid drawing attention and partially out of need.  Peyton knew nobody would pay any more attention to him if he didn’t follow the body, but he still needed to rationalize it to himself.


The body bounced several times before coming to rest partially against one of the rails.  Occasionally, Peyton would get lucky and the body would land on the infamous third rail and the entire flight would be finalized with a grotesquely beautiful fireworks show.  Today it was not meant to be.  The first time he had carried out the selection process Peyton was surprised at how little the repeater’s reacted to the death of one of their own.  Over the next 8 years his surprise had dulled, but refused to go away completely.  


And there it was.  The selection process had been carried out successfully once again and Peyton had been rewarded with the sight that none of the lemmings would ever know.  His purpose and his goal satisfied and his worth reaffirmed.  Today Peyton Lungston would be allowed to walk with the Gods if even for only a moment.


Four days later: different station, different lemmings, same purpose.  The previous three days had yielded no repeaters worthy of being selected.  The man in the brown suit and striped tie was the last and, of course, nobody had even contacted Peyton about the incident.  He’d made his way up the stairs and back on the streets before the police had even arrived.  It’d been perfect, as always.


The selected today was a man in blue jeans and a sports jacket.  His mistake was missing the trashcan with his newspaper and failing to pick it up.  The fact that the man didn’t see the paper fall from the heaping trash can didn’t waiver Peyton’s belief in his selection.  The selected wasn’t going to make it as easy as the man in the brown suit and striped tie.  This man stayed two rows of people from the ledge and was busy looking at all of the people around him instead of at his recently disposed paper.  A challenge was presented and Peyton welcomed it.  He’d been faced with challenges many times in the past and had always been led to the proper method, he knew this time would be no different.  His mind opened and he awaited the knowledge of the higher being.  It came.


Peyton moved into position by edging his way to the front of the line directly in front of the selected.  The man’s eyes were darting around the station looking at the hordes of people in front of him, away from the tracks; he didn’t even notice Peyton moving in behind him.  For his plan to work a diversion of some kind would be needed that he wouldn’t be able to provide himself.  He left the diversion to the higher being not questioning its possibility once.  The diversion came as if on cue.


A woman and man were arguing, Peyton heard them when he first came into the station and had thought nothing of it at the time, and their argument had escalated into a fighting match.  The repeaters followed the cue and turned their heads, in unison, towards the ensuing fight.  Peyton’s feet began feeling the vibrations of the oncoming subway train and he began counting.  Five.  Peyton turned to look for the familiar site of the single light on the front of the train.  Four.  The light appeared from around the corner.  Three.  Peyton bumps the man in the jeans and sport jacket forcing an involuntary pivot towards the tracks.  Two.  Peyton swings to the opposite direction of the involuntary pivot and moves up in the line to be even with the selected.  One.  The selected completes the pivot taking another involuntary movement towards the tracks to account for the area now being used by Peyton.  Bingo.  Peyton pushes the man in the blue jeans and sport jacket with one swift and calculated motion.  


The selected body is launched directly in front of the slowing, but still deadly, subway train.  The face of this selected body follows the exact same motions as all of the others, once again staying true to the title: repeaters.  The now void body of the selected hits the front of the lead car and is bounced at an odd angle sending it back onto the platform and into a fray of people who had gathered to watch the fight between the man and woman.  The people in the crowd who were fast enough, or fortunate enough, to avoid the body were spared being toppled and dropped unceremoniously to the floor.  The lemmings turned in unison to the sound of screams and the thudding body giving Peyton another perfect path up the stairs and onto the streets.  The higher being had given him everything he needed to complete the selection process and he had performed flawlessly.  Peyton Lungston walked with the Gods once more.


Twelve days later: different station, different lemmings, same purpose.  Not the longest period of no selections since he realized his purpose, but definitely in the top ten.  Peyton was not upset, he was not nervous, he was not anxious, he was a man with a mission that does not change from one day to the next.  His patience and dedication was about to pay off.


A woman wearing a blue business suit with a skirt had just shoved her way to the front of the line without saying a single word of courtesy.  The sign had been given and Peyton began to get into position.  As he walked to get to the proper position the method came to him from above in it’s usual clarity and he knew exactly what to do.  The repeater was selected, the method was defined, but the time was narrowing almost too quickly for the entire process to be right.  Peyton increased his speed to account for the limited time.  He’d run out of time several times before and had become quite aware of exactly how much time was needed versus that which was available.  This looked like one of those times.


He’d been able to gently push his way to the front of the line four people down from the selected, but his time had just elapsed and he knew he’d have to call off the selection.  He felt the vibration of the oncoming train under his feet and instinctively turned to look for the single light on the lead car.  A woman’s voice from behind him was loud enough to be heard above the rest of the crowd and the sound of the oncoming train.   A single word drawing his attention, “Damn!”  A glimmer of familiar silver caught his eye and he turned to see several coins rolling past him and towards the tracks.  His selection cancelled he bent to retrieve the escaping coins before they dropped off the platform.  


A sudden jolt to his bent waist caused Peyton to lose his balance and head uncontrollably towards the edge of the platform.  Arms flailing helplessly to recover his balance, Peyton turned his head and saw the train about to arrive.  Peyton felt his face form into the sickenly familiar shapes and distorts against his will.  He knew exactly what he looked like from the onlooker’s eyes and understood what his selected repeaters felt like at this moment at the end of their lives.  His feet searched feverishly for any kind of traction on the slick concrete floor.  A moment later (his mind was not counting its well rehearsed times) his feet stuck to some gum on the floor and he was temporarily stopped.  His body straightened from its crouched position and he stood straight and tall for a brief instant before his momentum carried him over the platform as the train went past him.  


Peyton thought he’d be able to regain his balance and prevent himself from toppling off the platform.  Then he fell.  His body did not bounce off the lead train car as all of his selected bodies had; his body did exactly what he had tried to do for eight years.  He felt his legs fall off the platform and reached for support against the slowing train.  He knew his mistake even as he performed the action.  His legs fell into the narrow opening between the train and the platform as his hands found grips on the first train car.  He’d always laughed when he heard of people dying like this, all they had to do was stay calm and push off of the train as opposed to trying to regain their balance.  Now he was doing the exact thing he laughed at them for.  


Peyton Lungston knew his legs were being twisted in circles while everything above his waist continued facing the same direction even though he couldn’t feel an ounce of pain.  He knew there was no way of undoing the damage that was being done to him at this moment.  He also knew he’d been pushed on purpose and though he’d live for several hours after the train stopped he’d not be able to tell the police who had pushed him.  The police would listen to his story of being pushed and would patronize him until he died.  The next day everybody who heard the story would say that he’d probably been standing too close to the edge and had fallen off on accident.  He knew because this had been his goal on top of his primary goal.  To execute such a perfectly timed action seemed an impossibility to him since he’d never once, in all eight of the years, been able to do it successfully.  Even as the train slowed and he became aware of his own mortality he could not be sure the push had been timed for this purpose or if this had been just plain dumb luck.  He’d die without knowing.


Sheryl Beckins watched the man in the gray dress slacks, light gray shirt, and horrible gray tie as he stumbled to gain his balance.  She watched as he flailed his arms turned to view the oncoming train that would be his vehicle out of her world.  She watched his face fill with terror at the sight of the train coming and the knowledge of impending death.  She watched as his feet stuck in the gum she’d dropped just minutes before.  She watched as his face took on the brief, but very discernable, look of hope and salvation.  She watched as the man realized the stop was momentary and that death truly was impending.


Sheryl Beckins watched as the man fell between the train and platform and she watched as his body was twisted an unknown number of times out of sight of all.  Finally, she watched as the look of acceptance of his own death washed over his face and the look of fear was replaced with complacency.  She watched all of this thinking to herself, “They never let me down.  The repeaters have earned their name honestly and have lived up to it every single time.  This repeater was no different than any of the others.”


She’d been given the sign as she watched the rude man push his way to the front of the line never once looking at any of the people he was pushing to get there.  She’d been told what to do and how to do it and she’d performed the task perfectly.  As always.
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