
I am a murderess. I hired a hit man, 
and the hit man killed the dog. 
 
* 
 
The dog is hiding because she believes 
I killed the other dog, and she probably 
 
thinks that I am going to kill her too. 
She never liked me anyway. 
 
* 
 
I should kill the dog just 
to keep things even. 
 
I should kill myself just to keep 
things even. 
 
I should kill the cats too 
just to keep things fair. 
 
The cats are young, though, and 
do not symbolize anything. 
 
* 
 
Theoretically, I should kill myself  
just to keep things even. 
 
I mean who would really care? 
My body doesn’t symbolize anything. 
 
My husband is sick of my bullshit, 
and my son can take time off school. 
 
My love can use the drinking fountain, 
and Moishe can make a map to find the car. 
 
* 
 
The dog isn’t eating.  
I mean, I’m not really sure, 
 
I haven’t put food in her bowl in two days.  



I can’t bear to go near it. 
 
Mourning is like that. The words 
I cannot bear it to come to mind. 
 
But, I can bear it. I have seen others 
bear it. Eventually one moves 
 
onto other sorrows.   
 
Meanwhile, I am not comfortable. 
 
 * 

My super power is loving 
people who do not care about me. 
 
My super power is despair. 
I am good at my super-power. 
 
Despair and me go hand in hand. 
We want to sit in the trees and kiss  
 
all day. I love despair so much 
I should marry it.  
 
* 
 My body is nothing if not a symbol. 
 
* 
No one loved my love but me. 
No one loved my love like me. 
 
No one loved my love as if me. 
No one loved me like my love. 
 
No one loved me loves my love. 
No one loves me period. 
 
No one loves me at all.  
At all, not one loved my love. 
 
My love, not loved by many.  
My love loved by some. 
 
My love loved by many. 



 
* 
I have planned my death 
so many times it’s tedious. Perhaps I could lay on 
 
the bed like my love and telephone 
the hitman.  My family could lie 
 
around me while I let go.  
 
But, what I really want to do is go to the river, 
and drown myself like Jeff Buckley. 
 
Yes, I am completely aware of the juvenile 
aspects of this poem. 
 
* 
If three men are in a room full of water 
and die in three discreet ways  
 
the trick of the puzzle is to figure out 
how the men died.  All the men die  
 
in discreet ways,  
all related to water.  
 

 


