
Three Poems by Cathy Porter 
 

 
Infectious 
 
Tonight, the road opens up inner wounds, 
spreads disease over highway years. 
I sink down in the passenger seat,  
count mile markers as they fly past 
the speed limit. We fidget with our limbs,  
as nature stares at us through the windshield – 
our thoughts spoken by radio stations that  
struggle to keep a signal. I want to ask you 
questions that only I can ask, but take a pass 
as your last cigarette flies out the window,  
a tiny ring of smoke hanging over the gear shift. 
When did I start to get in the way?  Was it  
around the time money began to disappear? -  
When I interrupted what seemed to be 
an intimate encounter not meant for 
my young eyes? Your foot slams the gas; 
I stare into moonless night, wonder 
why the entire police force seems to be on  
vacation. There has to be a truck stop soon -  
or at least a half-pint rest area - but even the  
radio seems afraid of an intervention, now 
in complete silence as fog covers endless  
concrete, like a sheet over a corpse. 
  



Taxes and Chores 
 
I waited until the last word 
fell from your lips before I attempted 
my first one – a slow pronunciation  
we both knew was coming. The chill  
in the air signals an early winter,  
as if to provide an appropriate backdrop. 
Some years we control with lust; others 
fall behind taxes and chores. I sensed  
your relief as I helped you pack, sorting 
your favorite shirts by memory – my  
goodbye kiss. Time circles around us, 
clumsy and awkward as the silence that 
has taken over the room. I touch your arm  
before the final walk, the snow just  
beginning to cover the driveway 
 
  



Soft Machine 
 
Our sparks – left in fields of horror,  
on the cusp of dawn – before trees wake 
and skies spill their guts. Breakfast can wait; 
the police will be here shortly. My eyes  
are thin lines; yours have settled on the floor. 
The sea appears; we talk to pass time, of how 
we will sail the world 
 
Winds shift our structure; inner cities 
shut down as morning picks at the skin. 
I tire of motion; my arms folded into bones. 
Each day reminds me of my limitations 
 
The police have arrived; I give my statement – 
they have heard it all before. You follow them 
out the door in a whisper. I don’t put up a fight;  
my heart cut off at the legs. The phone rings  
just as soon as the cuffs are placed. 
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