My Wife Is Shrinking
Lately, my wife has been shrinking.

She speaks of bone density, of her spine

transforming into brittle April ice.

She knows there are many ways to diminish:
mental disease, freak accident, brutal attack.
Our affluence, she tells me, is manufactured
by addled workmen chained to machines

whose sharp protrusions and blind moving parts
slice the flesh of the nearest available soul.

Of this she has read, heard, and exchanged

ideas. Messages have been written, sent,

and received expressing proactive intentions.

Calcium, however, remains a problem:

its insufficiency. Soon, she jokes, she will be
small enough to be carried in her own purse

in which she keeps the ghost of a pet Airedale

and a photo of her father wearing a chef’s hat,
not to mention the aforementioned affluence.

While those workmen lose their fingers or

dive into toxic vats to escape beatings or

snag on wires at remote border crossings,

stature becomes increasingly urgent.

My wife must do something, she says,
to appease her vertebrae before it’s too late.

She takes medication that tastes
like chalk, like soap, like the despair
inherent in retail hair dye. Meanwhile, 

those desiccated workmen have fled
into a wilderness of combustible trees
where ravens pester their dignity.

My wife applies her stalwart mind
to the problem. She packs binoculars,
lunch, and a fire extinguisher and goes

bird watching, but the birds watch her

grow ever smaller until a raven swoops in

and rips the field guide from her tiny hands.

