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Raw

Exposed, the leaves have fallen
from the trees around the house. I sit 
visible, uncomfortably staring out
the window like somebody posing
for a portrait, note the lawn
mower covered with a golden blanket, 
our green plastic chairs cushioned by leaf 
piles, out back where I buried the cats.
A train whistle warns, over
and over, to get out of the way:
it cannot stop in time. Out front
university students walk by
toting heavy book bags, catch me 
eyeing them sneaking a peak inside— 
our glances connect, avert—secrets
we deny. I put down my pen to 
chop an onion for the beans, 
dice cloves of garlic, stir the pot, consider
Aunt Cecil: one week gone. No
surprise. It’s just bizarre to realize this 
miracle, the duration
of our measly little lives, 
doesn’t make any more sense
than a brief Ferris wheel ride
where Death turns out to be a carny 
jamming gears, probably hungover, 
gunning the throttle rain or shine, 
serving up rides. The faded blue skull
on his forearm ripples with each grip.
A gold ID bracelet, DOG, is slung 
low on one wrist like the sweat stained belt 
loosely riding his hips, and those leathery 
bags bulging under his eyes. Sometimes 
when the screeching seems most real to him, 
he’ll smile (flash a yellow grin) 
lip a Lucky Strike from the pack 
rolled up in his sleeve, sit back 
and watch the goofy bastards
rocking in the air, squealing for speed 
and afraid to let go. He’ll spin them 
into the night a few minutes more,
that’s what he gets the big bucks for—
t’ give ‘em their screamin’ money’s worth.

