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The Runner

She runs:

past men in blue suits with red ties

men bunched by the elevator door

men in denim jackets and jeans

huddled by a cigarette machine

She runs:

past women with drawstring mouths

women with wombs puckered out

from plum to grape to raisin

women who have never known

what wetness means

She runs: in this outer space and finds a door

She rests:

a drummer sidesteps up to her

whispers in her ear

I’d like to get to know you

yes I would indeed I would I really would

She runs: in fear of the lion

She rests

She watches

She appeals to a lady

beneath a red and white canopy

— what kind of place is this and what day

but the lady snaps shut her compact

does an about turn high heel walk away

on her back is a piece of cardboard

cut with pinking shears

words in green felt-tip marker

She reads:

I am Aphrodite

So she runs:

past a candy counter of green and gold and red foil

through glass doors marked pull

past a barbershop

through a parking lot

to Brunswick Street

where she stops before a tree

she tries to embrace this tree

this tree with bark

that is grey and green not brown

but the trunk is too thick

she cannot reach her arms around

and clasp her hands

A voice yells:

hey lady why are you hugging that tree for?

So she climbs:

 (to make it look like she has business there)

but the first branch is too high

she cannot find a toehold

the man who lives on the top branch

spits on her saying:

— it’s already been sold

this is my tree

go find your own

She runs

She runs

She runs

She sniffs the sound of a telephone ringing

far in the distance

She follows the sound

She finds the phone

The voice on the other end rasps:

— is this the RCMP?

She runs

becomes the woman wailing beneath

the weeping willow tree

rapunzel rapunzel letting down her long hair

gets up and walks in slow motion sliding image

dissolves to X to X to Exit





Exit

when in danger one must

exit to the left:

in one peculiar gesture

a straddling

side-step

among

the marigolds

proceed beyond lunar

boundaries

wrapped in

moonlight

swaddling

among the nightingales

there is no tomorrow

the secret lies

in perspicacity

in capacity

or rose petal down

yodel from that distant peak

in glacial tones

swoop to mirror magic

listen to

bird bones

rattling





Marie Leads the Way

Take any street in midday heat in any city or town

on an August afternoon

sit down on a bench beneath a maple tree

watch the women and you’ll see

high heels and denim jeans

hair pulled back in twisted knots

or freely falling raven locks

young girls with ribbons in their tresses

patent leather shoes and frilly dresses

teens with breasts so firm and full and giggles high

spilling out the secrets they are finding out

women wearing pantyhose and skirts with slits

satin shirts almost like designer ones

in trendy magazines where all the women

are long and lean

listen as they walk staccato on the sidewalk

upright paper cut-out dolls marching

marching marching

then the baggy saggy trundling women

weary of the burdens and the bundles

in their arms

tired of giving

tired of living

but trekking on trucking on

in their eyes all the edges

of the many stories of survival

see this one here is in the midst

of such a story

see how her shoulders hunch

how her step is like she’s testing

out the street as if it’s made

of quicksand quick get up

follow her

travel past the shopping malls and restaurants

down a narrow residential street

where you pass by windows get a glimpse

of photographs in gilded frames

on wooden tables

see how so many people hang their family pictures

over mantels

follow her until you come to the house

one house that looks the same

as all the others but is not

this house is a womb

of many rooms

in this house

are many women





What Rhoda Remembers About the First Five Minutes

pressing the buzzer

thinking how ugly

the sound of a buzzer

an intercom voice asking: who is there

wanting to say me just me

choking on my name

the sound of my voice

thinking how ugly

the sound of my voice

making

it all too real

doors unlocking

the woman named Valerie

her eyes like pillows

a calico cat on a green paisley couch

a desk piled high with papers

then there were whispers

a kind of chorus:

someone new is coming

someone new is coming

someone new is coming

do we have enough room

someone new is coming

hear how hard she’s crying

she has a little baby

Valerie’s voice apologetic:

can you please fill out this form?





Filling Out the Form

[image: A hand-drawn table grid with words scrawled haphazardly across it: date of birth, social insurance, what kind of physical? mental? verbal? sexual? how many times, there are house rules, have you ever been before, told anyone, How long married, how long, phone number, 113, and many others. At the bottom,  Sign Here and a thick X mark an uneven empty box.]
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