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a woman is talking to death

One
T e s t i m o n y  i n  t r i a l s  t h a t  n e v e r  g o t  h e a r d

my  l ove rs  t ee th  a re  wh i t e  geese  f l y i ng  above  me
my lovers  musc les  are  rope ladders  under  my hands

we were driving home slow
my lover and I ,  across the long Bay Br idge,
one February midnight, when midway
over  i n  the  fa r  l e f t  l ane ,  I  saw a  s t range  scene :

one smal l  young man standing by the rai l ,
and  in  the  lane  i t se l f ,  pa rked  s t ra igh t  ac ross
as  i f  i t  cou ld  s top  any th ing ,  a  la rge  young
man upon a stal led motorcycle,  perfect ly
relaxed as i f  he'd stopped at  a hamburger stand;
he was wearing a peacoat and levis, and
he had his head back, roaring, you
cou ld  a lmost  hear  the laugh,  i t
was so rea l .

" L o o k  a t  t h a t  f o o l , "  I  s a i d ,  " i n  t h e
m i d d l e  o f  t h e  b r i d g e  l i k e  t h a t , "  a  v e r y
womanly remark.

Then we heard the meaning of the noise
of  metal  on a concrete br idge at  50
mi les  an  hour ,  and  the  fa r  l e f t  l ane
f i l l ed  up  w i t h  a  b i g  ca r  t ha t  had  a
motorcycle jammed on its front bumper, 11 ke
the whole th ing would exp lode,  the f r ic t ion
sparks shot  up br ight  orange for  many feet
i n t o  t h e  a i r ,  a n d  t h e  r a c k e t  s t i l l  s e t s
my teeth on edge.

When the car stopped we stopped parallel
and Wendy headed for the cal lbox whi le I
ducked across those 6 lanes l ike a mouse
i n  t h e  b o w l i n g  a l l e y . " A r e  y o u  h u r t ? "  I  s a i d ,
the middle-aged dr iver had the greyest  b lack face.
" I  cou ldn ' t  s top ,  I  cou ldn ' t  s top ,  what  happened?"

Then I remembered. "Somebody," I said, "was on
the  motorcyc le . " I  r a n  b a c k ,
one block? two blocks? the space for  walk ing
on the bridge is maybe 18 inches, whoever
eng ineered  th i s  a r rogance .  i n  the  da rk
s t i f f  w ind  i t  seemed I  wou ld



I  j u s t  w a n t e d  t o  g o  s o m e w h e r e .

H o w  m a n y  t i m e s  d i d  y o u
g e t  i n t o  t h e  c a b  w i t h  h i m ?

I  d o n t  r e m e m b e r .

I f  you  don t  r emember ,  how  do  you  know  i t  happened  t o  you?

N i n e
H e y  y o u  d e a t h

h o  a n d  h o  p o o r  d e a t h

o u r  l o v e r s  t e e t h  a r e  w h i t e  g e e s e  f l y i n g  a b o v e  u s
o u r  l o v e r s  m u s c l e s  a r e  r o p e  l a d d e r s  u n d e r  o u r  h a n d s
e v e n  t h o u g h  n o  w o m e n  y e t  g o  d o w n  t o  t h e  s e a  i n  s h i p s
e x c e p t  i n  t h e i r  d r e a m s .

only the arrogant  invent  a quick and meaningfu l  end
for  themse lves ,  o f  the i r  own choos ing .
everyone else knows how very slow i t  happens
how the woman's existence bleeds out her years,
how the ch i ld  shoots  up a t  ten and is  ar rested and o ld
how the man carr ies a murderous shel l  wi th in h im
and  passes  i t  on .

w e  a r e  t h e  f a t  o f  t h e  l a n d ,  a n d
w e  a l l  h a v e  o u r  l i s t  o f  c a s u a l t i e s

t o  m y  l o v e r s  I  b e q u e a t h

t h e  r e s t  o f  m y  l i f e

I  w a n t  n o t h i n g  l e f t  o f  m e  f o r  y o u ,  h o  d e a t h
e x c e p t  s o m e  f e r t i l i z e r
f o r  t h e  n e x t  b a t c h  o f  u s
who do not  hold hands wi th you
who do not embrace you
w h o  t r y  n o t  t o  w o r k  f o r  y o u
o r  s a c r i f i c e  t h e m s e l v e s  o r  t r u s t
o r  b e l i e v e  y o u ,  h o  i g n o r a n t
death, how do you know
we happened to you?

wherever our meat hangs on our own bones
fo r  ou r  own use
you r  po t  i s  so  emp ty
dea th ,  ho  dea th
y o u  s h a l l  b e  p o o r
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