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Joshua weed
My talisman eyeball nests in
Its grainy socket. It's my rotten jewel.
Light pervades with such fluidity
And soggy flesh sh ro uds it
Like baby kan garoo in maternal po uch .
Why, it represents so much of me!
G rass-green iris lacerated so to pluck
O ut the nephelo id innards with mo re ease;
D ear, po isoned gra pe, slowly baking
Into ra isin by and by with sun .
"They do n't leave bleeding people
To die in the streets even here, "
She says as I come to. I o nly
Re member a hazy visio n:
Empty streets
Fo ur lanes
Small fri end, yo ung boy, aside, as ide.
And the o ne definin g fo rward step
Past me as we crossed
The highway. And my eye!
I hea rd the motor, but could not see. I instinctively
Sto pped . l was fri ghtened by traffic fo r weeks,
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Every timid pace reminiscent of
What might have been his last.
The moto rcycle breath ed bird-like
Life into his ra ily body.
What disturbing physics! That
Sickening collisio n , the ho rrible fl ailing.
That drastic, metallic rag do llPuppeteer inflicted such sad abuse!
Foul ill of gut emerged in me
As visio n of his mo uth and nose
Entered my good eye. They jettisoned
Sticky, red blood and his eyes spewed their
Sa lin e waters. What fa ucets his
Face appeared to have,
O pened by brief contact wi th scorched
Pavement. My puke wo uldn ' t co me.
I was somehow paralyzed and ambulant.
Parked cars, moving traffi c, green trees
Ge neral blur. How was l walking?
lt all unglued itself fro m itself and spun .
I was favo red with a full spectrum of
Shining stars before ca me my mo mentary night.
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"Are you with me? Look at my face."
Grave heads hover above me like silly balloons.
"Hey, why is one eye dilated and the other no rmal?"
Panic, panicHead hit floor.
Don't worry.
Don't worry. I'm fine . I'm perfectly fine.
That eye is blind.
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