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RUTH TOL1\'1IE 

Lying Low 

In tl1is quiet only tl1e peace of rninistering, 
Curtains, rnenthol, lysol, iodine, 
Servile 111~cl1ines, watcl1ers, cotlnters, drippers, 
Ger1tle sl1oes on tile 
Ot1ly tl1e snap crackle surgeon tap-tapping, 
Blinka blinka snapsl1ot cloing rounds 
Rovvdy n1en banisl1ecl, no giggle-poke, 
Just stnootl1 still air heavy like undersea 
Deep arouncl the bed.s, ancl a})ove tl1e sheets 
The turbulence of pain 
Where ct1ts lie l1ealing. 

Agile carcinoma, sprintec long-distance runner 
Surprise. Here I am. Hide and seek. 
Dark 111other-of-pearl crusting around the lJlen1isl1ed gene, 
The bligl1tect gene, black against the fluorescent screer1, 
Tl1e root of it. Go back to look for it. 

Old 111other, fragile sister, rag of a l1eart, 
Cousins daft as turkeys, 
011, a tnotl1erlode. 
Fuck an old cunt, he saicl, 
Wl1at'd ya expect? 

Before tl1at, narrow coffin 1Jecls 
Pusl1ecl close togetl1er 
Because so n1any of us are 111acl. 
Relics of better days 
Sl1e wears l1er baby-dolls no gown for her 
Nipples purple rings. Always beside 1ne 



Tl1e mountain of l1er breasts. Needled, quiescent, 
She dozes, l1eaves, drones softly, 
Broken whore or maybe tnother. 
And Ellie burning btirning tearing her clothes 
Because she had no money for the bus 
\Vhen her daugl1ter lay dying in Dakota. 

Haldol corn1scates the passages 
Tl1e twitcl1 of loxa pine, fat lithiun1, 
Lorezepam, fluoxetine, 
Seroquel. All alcl1en1y. 

Before tl1at, salt water where pearls live 
Deep undersea. Go looking. 
Lost inside, tl1e ambulance whine 
Does not reacl1 n1e. The pu111p and suck of oxygen 
Fills 111e day to day as tl1e l1ea1t twitches, 
Cross-wired, the pancreas atrophies, 
Sugar runs riot in the blood. 

Say now, wl1at can philosopl1ers tell me? 
All tl1is, and then not to win the lottery. 
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