
E L O I S E  

The room was dark. 

He played roughly with his ice cream, 

making quite a racket with his spoon. 

We were trying to watch Harold and Maude 

and he kept mumbling about brevity, 

saying brevity was the soul of mental capability 

and pragmatic resourcefulness, saying 

brevity was the soul of astuteness of perception 

and judgment, and that brevity was 

the soul of that talent for banter and persiflage. 

 

Now it is later, 

and in a different room it is dark. 

He is sleeping near me as a horse might, 

on his cot. I switch a light on and 

watch him. A horse cannot breathe 

through its mouth. As children we’d 

test this, blocking the nostrils 

and waiting. A horse we all knew 

would stand there looking down 

his long face at us, blinking. 

It was a simpler time, woods and clouds 

interchangeable. 
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T H E  R A B B I T  

I remember the spring when the rabbit with no ears showed up. 

Little pink stubs. 

Were they bleeding? 

Had they been ripped or chewed off? 

This rabbit hopped about and enjoyed eating grass no differently. 

At first it was unsettling, then amusing, then normal. 

Then company would come and say look at that rabbit! 

And it would again seem odd, unsettling, but eventually normal. 

 

The ears were not there but not bleeding. 

It gave the helmet effect. 

And we ran. 

We ran from this rabbit. 

Although it was only me. 

Always only me on the porch. 

Running through the ages from this casual rabbit. 

Who enjoyed the grass no differently. 
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H O W  T O  F I X  A  B R O K E N   

B U T T E R F L Y  W I N G  

Alice I thought you’d want to see this. 

It’s over nine minutes long but worth it. 

I am your uncle and not a butterfly expert 

but still it looks legit. 

 

Ten items are needed: 

 

            —old towel 

            —wire hanger 

            —toothpicks 

            —Q-tips 

            —new wings 

            —tweezers 

            —baby powder 

            —scissors 

            —contact adhesive 

            —cardstock 

 

This is a cooperative butterfly. 

Not all butterflies are like this. 
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He might even be sedated. 

Sedation is typically administered 

by carefully blowing 

a little puff of laughing gas 

directly into the face of a butterfly. 

 

To immobilize your patient 

you basically grab him. 

And we’re in a dimly lit room 

to keep him calm. 

And remember glue is permanent! 

 

So go to your pile of used wings, 

hopefully you’ve collected some. 

Match up the veins. 

Don’t glue him to the towel. 

And finish with some baby powder. 

 

Near the end comes a somber warning: 

    do not burden your friend 

    with large additions.  

    practice before if  possible.  

 

But Alice in order to practice 

you will need another butterfly. 
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W H O  W A S  V E R O N I C A  

Friends called her a 

saint and maybe 

so did Jesus 

as he stopped to 

smell the gravel. 

In truth she worked 

at the local 

laundromat fold- 

ing towels and 

daily bleaching 

things like bibs and 

the then-trendy 

beard protectors 

seen all over 

Jerusalem. 

Veronica 

is not mentioned 

in the Bible 

but her veil went 

viral causing 

copies of all 
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kinds to be made. 

Fakes! Fakes! is what 

the by the way 

thick-bearded Pope 

Paul the Fifth said 

(1616) 

and he banned that 

lucrative job— 

though the Vati- 

can kept safe theirs. 
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T O W N  

Town was holding its annual pageant 

down by the river. 

Floats and kettle corn. 

Clowns, horns, stuff like that. 

The first float came into view. 

Not really a float. 

It was a men’s plaid sport coat 

just floating down the river toward us 

facedown with arms akimbo. 

It rippled noiselessly past us. 

For a few minutes nothing happened. 

Then came the Shriners, swimming in 

white underwear. Hats above water. 

Yelping. Struggling. A couple of them 

disappeared beneath the surface. 

Then it was quiet. Nothing happened. 

Probably five minutes passed. 

Then a homemade-looking raft 

with a slippery-looking hog on it 

came into view. The hog was covered 

with brown spots. “Leeches!” 
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someone shouted. People laughed. 

Not everyone. No one was sure. 

“It’s a greased hog on a raft with 

maybe leeches,” someone said. 

“It’s not grease,” someone said. 

“It’s maybe sunscreen,” someone said. 

“Those leeches aren’t biting,” said a man 

holding a stiff slice of pizza. 

The river sparkled. Big trucks moved 

ant-like up a mountain in the distance, 

belching blue puffs. “If those are leeches,” 

said a young mother holding her baby, 

“I say they’re friendly leeches.” 

“Leeches ain’t always evil,” said another. 

Then the baby who was maybe six months old said 

“Opportunistic leeches.” 

He blinked, working his fingers. 

“That’s our greased hog.” 

His voice was deep and calm. 

“Covered with opportunistic leeches.” 
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