The Car

The car with a cracked windshield.
The car that threw a rod.

The car without brakes.

The car with a faulty U-joint.
The car with a hole in its radiator.
The car I picked peaches for.

The car with a cracked block.
The car with no reverse gear.

The car I traded for a bicycle.
The car with steering problems.
The car with generator trouble.
The car with no back seat.

The car with the torn front seat.
The car that burned oil.

The car with rotten hoses.

The car that left the restaurant without paying.

The car with bald tires.

The car with no heater or defroster.

The car with its front end out of alignment.
The car the child threw up in.

The car I threw up in.

The car with the broken water pump.

The car whose timing gear was shot.

The car with a blown head-gasket.

The car I left on the side of the road.

The car that leaked carbon monoxide.

The car with a sticky carburetor.

The car that hit the dog and kept going.
The car with a hole in its muffler.

The car with no muffler.

The car my daughter wrecked.

The car with the twice-rebuilt engine.
The car with corroded battery cables.
The car bought with a bad check.

Car of my sleepless nights.

The car with a stuck thermostat.

The car whose engine caught fire.

The car with no headlights.

The car with a broken fan belt.

The car with wipers that wouldn’t work.
The car I gave away.

The car with transmission trouble.

The car I washed my hands of.

The car I struck with a hammer.

The car with payments that couldn’t be met.
The repossessed car.

The car whose clutch-pin broke.

The car waiting on the back lot.

Car of my dreams.

My car.

Fear

Fear of seeing a police car pull into the drive.
Fear of falling asleep at night.
Fear of not falling asleep.
Fear of the past rising up.
Fear of the present taking flight.
Fear of the telephone that rings in the dead of night.
Fear of electrical storms.
Fear of the cleaning woman who has a spot on her cheek!
Fear of dogs I've been told won't bite.
Fear of anxiety!
Fear of having to identify the body of a dead friend.
Fear of running out of money.
Fear of having too much, though people will not believe this.
Fear of psychological profiles.
Fear of being late and fear of arriving before anyone else.
Fear of my children’s handwriting on envelopes.
Fear they’ll die before I do, and Ill feel guilty.
Fear of having to live with my mother in her old age, and mine.
Fear of confusion.
Fear this day will end on an unhappy note.
Fear of waking up to find you gone.
Fear of not loving and fear of not loving enough.
Fear that what I love will prove lethal to those I love.
Fear of death.
Fear of living too long.
Fear of death.
I've said that.

Sleeping

He slept on his hands.

On a rock.

On his feet.

On someone else’s feet.

He slept on buses, trains, in airplanes.

Slept on duty.

Slept beside the road.

Slept on a sack of apples.

He slept in a pay toilet.

In a hayloft.

In the Super Dome.

Slept in a Jaguar, and in the back of a pickup.
Slept in theaters.

In jail.

On boats.

He slept in line shacks and, once, in a castle.
Slept in the rain.

In blistering sun he slept.

On horseback.

He slept in chairs, churches, in fancy hotels.
He slept under strange roofs all his life.
Now he sleeps under the earth.

Sleeps on and on.

Like an old king.



