I Worked For The Post Office
And All I Got Was This Stupid Hat



The first thing I did of course was post shots: 
Me and my LLV, that goofy wedge 
of groaning aluminum that lurches 
box to box down your street. My son Liked me. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]The next thing I know, I’m in an office 
wrapped in serious tiger oak panels,
 American Empire Public Building, 
no sign of WPA murals. 
“You just do not have what this job requires.”
The Postmaster glares across the huge desk,
emits breath sweet with loading dock smoke breaks,
vibrates with tightly wound frantic disgust.

I had been warned; the carriers, sturdy,
likeable outdoorsy types, tipped me off. 
The Postmaster was going to whack me. 
Hey, I fidgeted the mail, but isn’t 
getting it right the actual damned goal?
The final straw turned out to be six trays 
of DPS, twelve trays of flats and spurs, 
fifty-seven parcels. And the year’s first
real heat makes the LLV an oven.

Take Good Friday, every little Papist 
learning to ride his damned bike in those cramped 
Easter-egged  and out-of-state-plate blocked streets. 
“Trust the mail.” “ Throw and go.”  “Stomp on the gas.” 
Just wait until summer, when the lake crowd, 
stoned on Coppertone and Vitamin D, 
scuff back to their shacks on Chinese flipflops, 
fixed on reheating that takeout lo mein.
“Check: Mirrors, box, letters, flats.” “Throw and go.” 

Stomp on the gas, my ass. I get making 
time but I’m not smashing a real human 
to deliver 5 Buck$ Off Oil Change or 
Consider Us 4 Your New Kitchen cards. 
Not frickin’ likely. 

Nobody told me I’d be pushing brown cardboard for Jeff Bezos, for the Moloch that consumes those Long-Life-Vehicles and belches parcels to McMansions whose entranceways are three across garage doors; the Welcome mat on the front door  never seen by human eyes that might have read Not You Again? 
Seven days a week that river flows. I tried to play the game, jogging up heavily medicated greenswards, untrod by man but shat on by housebound lapdogs. 
Five beeps on the handheld: scan code, enter code, status, exact location, verify zip. Success! The blue god beeps, the eye-in-the-sky assessing my progress, another parcel leans against the divider between those garage doors so that the worker from elsewhere does not have to get out of his car before he pulls into his bay, will not have to expose his head to the outdoors, won’t notice the unused basketball hoop on the pristine macadam before he grabs the package and seals himself in. Where did all these developments come from? These clusters of homes that might have appeared in the 1960’s? Or the 80’s? The Ought’s? These invisible inhabitants of  Saffron Lane and Rivendell Drive revealed a light garnish of southeastern Asian names but familiar European names still receive  glossy catalogs emphasizing Adirondack chairs, docks, bathing suits with flirty skirts. 

For lack of human contact I am left 
daydreaming, distracting me from pushing 
the mail, from making the time, from hitting that 
Unionized standard. That pang of sadness 
probably costs me one second at that 
rusty, askew mailbox that never gets 
anything but Friday’s mullet wrapper 
of coupons that I jam in every box.
That thick envelope in rich purple, though,
two different colorful and askew stamps,
that grandchild’s scrawl has got the address wrong. 
But not me. I know the widow Ciccone 
is 413 West Road, not 314. 
Those few seconds, that correction, cost me 
but that old woman, or her hand really,
waved to me once from around a curtain. 





The Dead Husband’s Beer 

Why I recycle? I’m a stock Boomer, 
apex consumer, impact exceeding 
allotment, six kids, a storage cube’s worth 
of plastic diapers gull-strewn and gassing
ammoniacally across our land. 

Donning my helpful new husband costume
I tell my late-life love I’ll scour the wreck
of her gone marriage, erase traces from 
garage and basement, my new vacuum bags 
devoid of sentiment, corrugated 
separated from paper, broken down, 
repurposed, vanished, furtive minivan
night raids on an unlit thirty-yard-box.

That holier-than-thou hoarding cheapskate:
screws, nuts and bolts rusted in coffee cans, 
homemade storms of wobbly lath and poly,
hundred-foot orange cords  so he could tell 
his lawyer bro’s he blew his leaves gas-free. 
Those last years he spent in sports talk headphones, 
at the edge of house current, picking weeds.
I liked heaving his junk; that fucker had 
turned on my love, smugly, self-righteously,
left her broken on the couch for a year,
a sadness behind her eyes even now.
She’d sometimes allow a flicker about their
decades, but my job was to sand blast.

What’s this?  Faux-wood cardboard Sharpie’d Fragile,
my beer gut pinches when I kneel, eyeball
that gone joker’s clinking dusty empties.
I line up his polished-off pops on the 
kitchen table; dead Catamount carbon 
dates the microburst that elevated
worker suds to artisanal statement.
Both coasts get love, but his levelland roots 
yield breweries in unseen midwest towns.
This bum was hanging six on the new wave
and keeping it real with Sam Weller quaffs: 
Old Jock from Broughton Peebleshire, Pitchfork 
Rebellious Bitter from Avon, U.K.

Then news came: emphysema, fifty-eight. 
Alabama had done got College Boy;
one millwork summer in the clank and cloud 
of loom-flung lint, that Auburn Tiger was
just passing through but fibers got him too. 

What’s this? The brain-softening craft drawing
me onto a treasonous stool with him,
the brotherhood clasps me to its belly. 
Am I cheating on my love, my golden 
spirit, my joyful serendipity?

Just last birthday new friends tipped the cohort’s
token beer guy with 4-packs oddly named, 
colorfully  potent seasonal styles.
My love content in our bed by midnight, 
cheered by camaraderie and new prospects, 
I cleaned the clean kitchen, doing research, 
sampling one of this, another of doze, 
blearily fumbled the dishwasher to 
find myself kneeling in submission at 
the clammy throne. Had I fallen asleep? 
I launched enthusiastically, hopeful 
of discreet, stylish evacuation. 
His hand on my back was reassuring;
this had, after all, been his bathroom once.
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