
Dear Stranger on the Subway, 
 

Hi! You don’t know me that well, but we rode on the same subway train for at least a few 
minutes this morning, and I bet we have more in common than you might think. For example, I like 
music. Do you? I also really enjoy eating. Sometimes I worry about the future, sometimes I feel 
like I didn’t make a good first impression, and sometimes I have bad days. You too?  
  

But on Saturday, June 5th, I had a really good day. I was riding the subway. All of a sudden 
a bunch of people were looking down into the next train. I followed their gaze and saw that a 
dozen people in the next train were dancing. Not holding onto the poles. Not sitting down reading 
the Metro. Not avoiding everyone else’s gazes, not staring blankly at the advertisements. They 
were dancing! 
  

I quickly made plans to get into that car. I wanted to witness it up-close. What kind of 
shenanigans could this be? A professional dance troupe getting alternative advertising? A bunch 
of hippies casting dancing spells? I resolved to get off my car at the next stop, then jump right 
back onto the subway into the dancing car.  
  

All of a sudden, a quiet looking guy with curly hair and glasses stood up. He had his I-pod 
in. He started to dance. He went for it, 100%. Eyes squeezed tightly shut. Hands in the air. Hips 
gyrating all over the place. All of a sudden, a girl started dancing too. Skirt swishing. Shoulders 
shimmying. Slowly more and more people got up and started shaking it. 
  

I was one of them. All of a sudden, I didn’t need to be in the other car. The same dancing 
phenomenon was happening in mine! While I was bopping along to some Black Eyed Peas, the 
girl next to me could have been dancing to Daft Punk. It didn’t matter though; we didn’t need to 
share the beat. We were sharing a pretty fantastic experience instead. We smiled at each other, 
and I felt connected. It was a beautiful moment.  
  

It was a strange moment. So out of the ordinary to be dancing on a subway. But after 
getting off the subway, giggling, I wondered why it was so strange. We all have a lot more in 
common than we think. (We both like food, remember?) So why not dance on the subway for five 
minutes with people going the same direction as you? Why not smile to people we pass on the 
street? Why not write a stranger a letter telling them how much they rock?     
  

So, dearest Subway Stranger, I just want to tell you that you’re doing a spectacular job! 
You make a difference to people in your life, and I want to thank you for that. You’re pretty clever 
and such a sweetheart. Have a wonderful day, alright? And maybe one day we’ll wind up eating 
some food and listening to some music. Until then, keep being awesome! 
 
Yours, 
A girl on her commute.       
 
http://sendingpetals.wordpress.com  


