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CARNEG I E BIUDGE 

Juli e Pl arr 

They ca me fro m all countri es jusr co sta nd 
o n it, and when exa m week blunted th eir necks 
like a coa l shovel , th ey fell as through a drea m 
of a forgiveness, a rea-wa rm 
sea . Trai n tracks cackl ed , catch ing 
rh em in a blood-black trench 
nea r th e mill. This Indian boy drank 
a half-ga ll o n of whiskey, wi ped his mourh 
o n his sleeve and fo llowed his piss 
into th e snow. H is gray face co ld 
the eve nin g news how sheer was his des ire 
co mime th e white boys' brays, co grasp 
th e shiny shoulders of girls who Aipped 
their tits fo r drinks whil e hooting back 
his broken English . My mother sa id th is 
is what's wro ng with Ameri ca and turn ed 
th e sputter of the screen co black in o ur wide 
kitchen, and I almost remembered rhe smell f dried 
cod skulkin g fro m the back roo m o f the 7- 11 , 
how sharply she gagged o n it and rushed 
me past the blank-eyed clerk. O ne night, she cold me 
that my docco r's eldest so n di ed in th e ga rage 
wirh rh e car running, scrarching " I'm sorry" 
o n the back of an envelope. ·n,ere must be crueler 
ways co mea ure li ves, but the tests hadn't yet 
been sco red when fo ur engi neerin g students 
from Indo nesia leapt pa t the barriers 
and one poured gasoline o n a sheet, cocoo ned 
himsel f, and struck a match . My ow n life 
shrinks back from its o utlines, th e swa th 
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cur so generously between the road and the ledge. 
W hat a cowa rd I am at night, walking, putting 
o ne Foor in fro m of rhe o rh er like a drunk, 
trying nor to touch anyth ing. 

JULIE PLATT 

67 2

Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal, Vol. 6, Iss. 2 [2007], Art. 19

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol6/iss2/19


	Carnegie Bridge
	Recommended Citation

	HP_V6N2_066
	HP_V6N2_067

