
MY ESTRANGED HUSBAND SEES JOHN CLARE ON 

BLEECKER STREET 

 

  

The power of emeralds to open the throat 

soften water, forgive 

bitterns go to the reeds 

he records their motions 

Rudy follows him to the corner of Christopher & Washington 

offers to buy him socks and shorts 

you’ve had a shock to your system 

people disappear that way 

poems don’t 

they come at you with things 

stand your ground 

which is dirt and trees 

or come with me to The Spotted Pig 

you need meat 

but he goes off again 

to observe dusk from the High Line 

let him go, Rudy 

you can’t save the world for him 

come home 

there’s pot roast 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

OUR TOWN 

  

 

Harry lives for metaphors 

what a drag, merci 

finiculi finicula 

who wants a sermon? 

funeral directors pass out bowling trophies 

will they make a difference? 

  

How I miss you! 

you are not made of fact 

  

Angela’s ex drives a ravioli truck 

her parents starved their parakeets 

umbrellas flare up 

flowers dangle in their beds 

I think of my pale sister 

her thin arms 

Isis made light of feathers 

I smell tar 

  

In the park a man reads Pocahontas 

she was “ng” he says 

I shrug and go 

I’m bios angelikos 

clouds clotted in the brown pond slip away 

leaving dead fish gleaming 

where the pedal boats used to go 

  

Dark Tina says when spring comes 

she will pass out from the rhizomes 

I recommend the Boboli Gardens 

she suffers from lack of sadness 

Angela and I pretend not to notice 

  



Father polishes the percolator 

sells Octagon Soap door-to-door 

St. Rose of Lima donates LPs to the poor 

I play Für Elise 

  

After Benediction we eat fried fish 

falling asleep to the crunch of gravel 

the nuns soak their stockings 

the fireflies come out 

and the cherry bombs go off 

 

 

 

       Florence Kindel 

  

 


