
Big, Red and Shiny

Gleaming and glinting even inside the spotless bay

Engine 12, eye candy for little boys 

All red, polished brass nozzles and chrome knobs, gages and valves

You can feel the pride in every reflection

Friendship in grey uniforms beckon you aboard 

Their dog licks your face and hands

You climb aboard feeling older, stronger and good

They let you turn on the lights, the siren and ring the bell 

This must be what heaven is like 

Then another bell goes off somewhere and you are flying 

Lifted from the seat to the side of the bay in a single movement 

Men fly into their boots and coveralls 

Faces change when their strange hats go on as the lights flash again

Their dog has found her place sitting on the seat is serious and still 

The big engine roars as the men shout numbers climbing on

Suddenly the ground shakes and Number 12 moves onto the sidewalk 

People stop and cars pull to the side as big wheels move left

Again the horns and trumpets sound and you feel it in your bones

As the noise and shine thunder out of sight, I am a little boy again

Wishing I was older.

