                             BLOW THE SNOW-BIRD

I pass city lights. I drive home each night and it’s the same. And every water tower I pass, every Burger Man, every bridge I cross I’m thinking, beautiful Gabbie, the kids, don’t they notice?   
My skin is screaming to come off so I pull over. I wish it was me giving the orders, but I sweat. Crave. I know I’ve lost control because the straw made blood last time. You hate your ugliness, your sickness, but there’s always snow on the street calling you like a doctor — ready to treat your filthy disease.

I blow a line and hide my kit. Going home becomes easier, then harder when Gabbie floats past the landing at the top of the stairs smiling, calling ‘Hi’, and waving down to someone she believes she knows, saying dinner’s close to ready. Loving her terrifies me. I stash my briefcase, check my messages. Do normal. 

I look in on one aloof child and his headphones insulate me, then in the hallway our pretty daughter sweeps past and dutifully hugs my waist, breaks my heart. In this fragile sanctuary only the dog knows my crime because when I whisper secrets to this faithful brown priest he wags absolution.   

Later, I kiss Gabbie on the forehead and hide myself beneath the sheet, plead the longest day — again — then sleep fitfully. In the morning I rush and try not to sniff, try to eat. But I’m sick. Secret sick. I leave for the office but drive only far enough to dig into my briefcase and take a booster. Afterwards I sit and cry with relief and with the hopelessness of knowing I’ll have to buy again tonight.

The servers own the alleys. They lean out from idling dark cars speaking numbers to customers with scars needled behind their sleeves. Nervous white collars, spoiled children, women who smell of too much sperm. My clan. We’re all the same — pacing and hunting. 

After work I pick up the dry cleaning then head downtown, park, and walk quickly, side-stepping rivers of piss, sweating along three, four dark alleys, past industrial bins and fogs of boiling pork exhaust, in search of a dark car. Tonight I’ve walked much further than usual, but still no candy. Becoming desperate, reckless, I decide to circle back wide through unfamiliar streets. This is my downfall. The footsteps behind me say my shoes are too expensive — that I’m in serious shit. There are three. I go down hard, hear my jaw splinter against the slippery green gutter and feel hands tugging at my pockets.    

When I come around Gabbie has steel in her red eyes so I know they’ve told her. I’m stitched and wired together but she doesn’t care. I’m just some pathetic stranger, some lying drug addict that looks a lot like the husband she used to know, and I wonder what I’m supposed to do now — now that her love has moved itself to the shadows of a remembered bedroom.
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