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Tiny Tragedies 
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It doesn’t take much. 

A sharp turn, a heavy blow 

to the back of the head 

and it is over. 

Thirty compressions 

to the tune of that song 

and it begins again. 

Flying is probably 

more difficult. 

To make life appear sacred 

we need the possibility 

of an unsafe return, 

a part of us that is not 

a part of us that can be buried 

or salvaged. 

A keening. A light in the far distance. 

The fire always dies but nevertheless 

we need a song to sing 

as we stamp the ashes 

beneath our feet. 
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They rounded them up and made them drink drain cleaner, the acid eating away at the soft flesh 

of their throats. The kind of detail that robs the coffee of its flavor, draws the curtains and fills 

your room with an insistent light. You cannot ignore it, and yet with dismay you find yourself 

folding the newspaper, moving the saucer an inch to the left, adding another book to the pile on 

your coffee table, and feel the ground tilt toward perfection. 
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A woman with a torn dress scampers up to the main road and waves her arms. In theater class, 

participants are taught that the stage requires huge gestures for the benefit of the people sitting in 

the back row. Pass me the sugar, he says, and she pushes it in front of her as she would a 

boulder, she gives his friends a small smile as she passes through the living room, her nods 

imperceptible, years and years of small movements that leave the neighbors squinting their eyes, 

wondering if what is happening is happening. In her darkest dreams, she is standing outside a 



house of glass, staring at a woman at the kitchen sink, washing the dishes. Excuse me, excuse 

me, she says, but the woman doesn’t turn her head. 
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The barista pours full-cream instead of non-fat, her sister breaks the heel of her favorite pair of 

shoes, the plane doesn’t leave on time, and yet, and yet, 

  

with all her days reduced to a choice between plunging thirty stories down and being engulfed in 

gas-fed flames, she waits patiently for anger to visit her, and waits and waits. 
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No harm will come to you, the young father whispers to his children, not taking into account the 

wishes of the stranger already darkening his doorway. 
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I will keep you safe, he says. 

  

 


