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a woman is talking to death

One
Tes t imony  i n  t r i a l s  t ha t  neve r  go t  hea rd

my lovers  teeth  are  whi te  geese f ly ing above me
my lovers muscles are rope ladders under my hands

we were driving home slow
my lover and I, across the long Bay Bridge,
one February midnight, when miaway
over in the far left lane, I saw a strange scene:

one small young man standing by the rail,
and in the lane itself, parked straight across
as if it could stop anything, a large young
man upon a stalled motorcycle, perfectly
relaxed as if he'd stopped at a hamburger stand;
he was wearing a peacoat and levis, and
he had his head back, roaring, you
could almost hear the laugn, 1t
was so real.

"Look at that fool," I  said, " in the
middle of the bridge l ike that," a very
womanly remark.

Then we heard the meaning of the noise
of metal on a concrete bridge at 50
miles an hour, and the far left lane
filled up with a big car that had a
motorcycle jammed on its front bumper, 11ke
the whole thing would explode, the friction

sparks shot up bright orange for many feetspark thinto the air,  and the racket st i l l  sets

my teeth on edge.

When the car stopped we stopped parallel
and Wendy headed for the callbox while I
ducked across those 6 lanes like a mouse

the ordere age driver har the greyet black face.

Then I remembered. "Somebody," I said, "was on
the motorcycle." I ran back,
one block? two blocks? the space for walking
on the bridge is maybe 18 inches, whoever
engineered this arrogance. in the dark
stiff wind it seemed I would



I  just wanted to go somewhere.

How many times did you
get  in to  the  cab w i th  h im?

I dont remember.

I f  you dont  remember,  how do you know i t  happened to 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
our  lovers  musc les  are  rope ladders  under  our  hands
even though no women yet  go down to the sea in  sh ips
e x c e p t  i n  t h e i r  d r e a m s .

on l y  t he  a r rogan t  i nven t  a  qu i ck  and  mean ing fu l  end
f o r  t h e m s e l v e s ,  o f  t h e i r  o w n  c h o o s i n g .
everyone e lse  knows how very  s low i t  happens
how the  woman 's  ex is tence b leeds  ou t  her  years ,
how the  ch i l d  shoo ts  up  a t  t en  and  i s  a r res ted  and  o ld
how the  man car r ies  a  murderous  she l l  w i th in  h im
a n d  p a s s e s  i t  o n .

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  want nothing lef t  of  me for  you,  ho death
excep t  some fe r t i l i ze r
fo r  the  nex t  ba tch  o f  us
who do not hold hands with you
who do not embrace you
who t ry  no t  to  work  fo r  you
or  sac r i f i ce  themse lves  o r  t rus t
or  be l ieve you,  ho ignorant
death, how do you know
we happened to you?

wherever our meat hangs on our own bones

for our own use
your  pot  i s  so  empty
death, ho death
you  sha l l  be  poor
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