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He knocked on my door with i ron knuckles and a plaster smi le, 
expla in i ng: 

"I 'm leaving/ marriage ru in ing  my job/ you never do what 1/ 
can't keep my bushes tri mmed in the yard/ and you know 
how I need sex/ got to d ivorce. "  

I shook m y  head. I t  turned bru i se green real iz ing something.  
I t  fel l  off and landed on the desk near my typewriter. 
My right arm flew out the wi ndow in rage. 

"sel l  houses/ you half/ we' l l  spl it d ishessheetstvcouch 
grubby anyway/ stuff you never would replace."  

My stomach became stone, dropped to the floor, 
rolled down the hal l  and out i nto the street, resting 
i n  the cool tr ickle of the gutter. 
An ear left my severed head and began typing poetry. 

" I 'm keeping/ i nvestments i mportant to me/ don't touch 
my profits/ But Anna is  -" 

The other ear joi ned and they typed louder. 

"my main concern/ lovely ch i ld/ support 
one year/ that's al l . "  

Spiders poured from my vagina down to the floor 
weaving secrets in red, then crawled away 
and h id among the books in the case. 

" I  can't stay/ so you go - final decision/ 
I speak calm ly/ expect you to do the same. "  

M y  feet stood there, just toes stiffening 
l i ke I'd been stand ing on ice for a long t ime.  
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The newly typed page began chanti ng sounds 
he had never heard before. He l i stened. 
Smoke rose from h i s  ears, mouth, privates. 
He fel l  i n  a heap of ashes. 
H i s  head rested l i ke a d u l l  marble on top, 
glazed eyes looking up.  

My left arm slammed the door. My head yel led : 
feed the cats when you get u p, 
they're scratch ing at the w indow. 
They've knocked over you r  geran i u m .  
I went to gather u p  the parts of me. 
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