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POEM WITH BATHTUB, FOILS 

Liz Robbins 

-after Berryman 

1. 
At what point did shift occur? Did the mirrored 
face make cliff of fractal rock? She, about 
to leave thirty-six, yet ovember's fall 
back- that extra hour-more than she can do. 
Her house's rooms- blankets, clocks, 
books, fur, carpet -are ome of what she loves, 
despi es, they are o much her. The little white 
dog comes and goes, lies down, sighing. Out 
the window, wind moves the raintree, sheds 
the kin-colored blooms. he starts a bath, waits 
on the bed, the water going like a promise, she 
cannot tand to smell her hands, her hair, 
her mind, cwi ting from the night, the still
blueing dreams. 

2. 
What o bad, at thirty-six? Only the relative 
few dead, not yet the Do ot Go Gently, nor 
the As I Lay Dying. The un has not yet 
run her hu band whi ties, dig shallow, 
plants marigold in ground. 

3. 
he tried o long to mum. To peak would 

be ri k, he ensed accurately. But felt the poke 
of pride and change, a painter's smock she'd 
admir d in a hop o bought, though the sleeves 
too wide pocket worn. uch a bright green like 
the prawled lawn of the astillo de an Marcos 
fore, where cudent un chem elves in shadows 
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of penetrable coquina. A bad fit, her thought 
and mouth peaking. ow all the world see jade 
scales, tail, teeth, fire. And saw clearly. Helplessly, 
the no-defen e. 

4. 
Emails arrive, hould he open? Encoded with 
(imagined?) lights and black screened. In 
the evening , the modem laps down, but is still
darkened connection. he has friends somehow, 
but all the un enc mi ive go 
like valentine to June, who hates her most. As 
she suspects June' right. 

5. 
Does he offend all with her u ele heart 
of the per onal? he tried no pride, she tried 
disdainful, haughty. ow he hide. 
She try all way , and hide's what works. White 
bear in a snowbound cave, thick has grown her 
hide. Teeth, kept in, hidden, pornographic art. 
So long, the dead arou al of sleep. 

6. 
Ac the kitchen counter, she scands before 
a bowl of pret2el . One bite, and the dog 
come running: 0, tiny bliss! Onto the pink 
tongue to place a rwi t, one's heartbeat 
the corr p nding crunch echo! To share 
becomes un-difficulc within love's salty 
laps! (What we shan't say: she holds all 
the snacks.) 

7. 
When June demand her haring, she gnarled 
yellow teeth and no-love-there. And hide. No 
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person ever woks miserable who feels that he 
has the right to make a demand on you. Then 
he feel black ooc in ide. Make June yellow 

che e andwich equivalent. Feel weak. The bee 
ting, make honey, die. 

8. 
"I wait for Joe co come home, o I can coast 
bread, m le chee e, pop oda. He's ouc tossing 
a pla cic di c far aero a field. He say, You 
don't need make food, woman.' la grown 
man.' Bue my feec root co floor. Duey burn. 
I , with cellophane wrap, bound. Foiled. I put ouc. 
The place, Joe. You don't have co, he means. 
He and I know I don't 
do." 

9. 
he goc no baby, babyfies her dog. Kisses 

ic dead on che mouth. Who's mommy's sweet 
bunny, he cries, confu ed. Good thing ic don't 
peak human. Like a god, 

the dog gee all needs mec. And wichouc 
a poken word. oc the burlap acks and scraps 
co the back, buc the monks goc right howls 
of ilence. Too lace co make herself 
righc? 

10. 
Three impo ible casks, ay Freud. To teach, 
govern, cure. he muccers chis in hoc 
bach . Ep om ales for nerves. There's reasons, 
ee, can't teach nobody. o dog, no June, no 

god, no he. Why drive shudders co a stop. o 
good. o bath for what he goc. 
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