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Her fa ther wo re his underwe a r

w h e re it belonge d ,

e l a stic tight across a prot ruding belly

h a rd like a birth, or a tumour,

loose about his thinning legs,

f rom which she ave rted her eye s .

It was not the dying she minded so much.

It was being held witness to the slide.

( E ven now she is deaf

to her hopeful son,

and the baby sta rling fallen fa r

f rom its nest:

each miraculous pin fe a th e r

on the immaculate wing

exqu i s i te in dest ru c t i o n ,

held out to her aw k wa rd ly like a shy hand.

She refuses to nourish a lie

c a n n ot fa b ri c a te even four hours

of fa i ry tale until nightfa l l

but is compelled to immediate ly locate

a paper gro c e ry bag

in which the te rri fied bird

rattles like a handful of dry leave s .

She must sta rt the car despite her son’s small, 

firm grip on her arm,

close the bag’s open end with a fi st

over the ex h a u st pipe 

and it is not for her son’s comfo rt

she says :

“It is bet ter this way.” )
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Her husband, on the other hand,

will often wear underwear on his head

for comic effe c t .

But she sees his belly swe l l i n g

and knows where her men deposit 

their ra ge ,

so th ey may walk th rough a ro o m

and not shatter eve ry th i n g

eve ry day.

And she will not be witness aga i n .

She will not bear witness aga i n .


