Linda M. Fischer — Two Poems

The Incident

As | write,

the seething wind
brings it home:

how words can crack
you open like the lash
of a whip—heart’s
blood the tears

of a child at the unexpected
freshness of pain—
never again—

so long as | can front
casual cruelty

with a few choice
words of my own.

What She Fears

She said she is afraid she’s dying. | want
to tell her we are all dying, but how

do you say it to someone pushing 100,
the sheer weight of that number

enough to make her breathless and faint?
She fears the pain, she insists, not

the dying: people shouldn’t live

to be this old and have to wake up

to dead legs, cold as a corpse.

This is what she means—the dread.

Still, she won’t accept help—

her neck just as stiff as her legs—
refusing to chance another aide:

lazy and rude, they sit around

and don’t do a damned thing!

Digging in for the end—no

longer spared uncertainty—she has only
to wait for the central event of her life.
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