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The Marriage

Talk to me, she says, and ten years later, 

he walks to the edge of the bed 

where she sits, drying her hair. The cat takes over the single

puddle of sunlight in the room, 

a blot on all the useless remedies: 

the neighbor lining his fence with broken glass means 

well—

the clerk counting pencils in a corner means well—

the man who offers her a ride home and buys her a drink 

means well. 

What if she could turn to him

and not wait 

to be touched? and leave the instance

unhinged— 




Even

eternity is in love with the productions of time, the plot of 


the lasting, the sleep of nostalgia, the romantic mechanism

of tense. He walks to the edge—

she dries her hair, the drops fall to the floor,



the cat pulls itself into a corner, the diligent facts 

ushering themselves in

like cause and effect, the years all in a row.

His footsteps clear, 

perishable. What if when did it begin? didn’t exist, the frame 

ripped out, each kiss, each word, a hand on a knee, a voice on a

machine, a trace of fingertips on a ledge, every morning light every strand

bereft of technicalities—

He walks to the edge of the bed

and his footsteps are audible 

and she turns to him—despite—she has waited long enough

—thirty seconds to dry her hair,  thirty seconds to end a life. 

