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There are worlds as real as this one for every way we never meer.
worlds where you get hit by a bus instead, or I do,

worlds where you are the one

driving the bus and the squishy

whistling noise I make as

P'm sucked under the wheels haunts you

so that you never drive 2 bus again, you become

a lobbyist against unsafe busing practices,

you symbolically bury the fenders of retired buses

in tasteful but underattended ewilight ceremonies you imagine
the man you hit with the bus would really have liked.

And there are others in which you find a way

not to think about any of that,
and instead keep driving the same bus for years, many years.

There are worlds where the two of us are both on the bus,
where we take the same bus route every day

and never speak, and there is nothing

especially tragic in this, because you

are just a stranger on a bus

like any of the other strangers

on any of the other buses I've ridden in my life—strangers

I must in some other worlds love deeply
and w1:h whom I must have variable numbers of children
who will one day grow up to become bus drivers

because o.f thc-chzu'ming story of how their parents met
on a bus just like the bus that in some of those worlds

I bias E—_—
must be riding home in, sitting beside you (stranger) right now.
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Ars Poetica

"
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172 hall was built 40 feet underground
d streetsounds out—

The j
to keep concerts in an

o wonderful idea and an incredible
fire hazard. So the city shut it down and now

s stuffed with boxes, barrels, and scrapped pianos.
This is the perfect place for the pianos.

Think of the rats. At night (it’s always night)
they must scamper across keys

that sometimes work,
playing scales no one hears

but that scare the rats shitless,
driving them faster and faster along the shifting ivory floor,

clanging and banging, filling
the mossdamp hall with a music

they wanted nothing at all to do with,
and when it’s over they sniff the dark

for whatever it was that chased them
because it must be out there still

and if they could only smell it ar Jeast
they'd know which way 1o run.

130 Fourteen Hills



