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LOUISE GLUCK
THE CRIPPLE IN THE SUBWAY

For awhile I thought had gotten

Used to it (the leg) and hardly heard

That down-hard, down-hard

Upon wood, cement, etc. of the iron
Trappings and I'd tell myself the memories
Would also disappear, tick-

ing jump-ropes and the bike, the bike

That flew beneath my sister, froze

Light, bent back its

Stinging in a flash of red chrome brighter
Than my brace or brighter

Than the morning whirling past this pit
Flamed with rush horror and their thin
Boots flashing on and on, all that easy kidskin.



