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Double Action Only

He says the horse bucked him
so he landed on his back.
I’ve never actually seen a gun 
in real life, I say. I sold all my books, 
he says, the font was too small to read.
It seems like driving stick, I say, 
I ought to know how, what if 
I need to and I can’t. I’ve been in pain,
he says, since February 3, 1996.
I’m in pain all the time. Do they give you
drugs for that, I say. You’re not
a felon, are you, he says, you haven’t
been convicted of any crimes involving 
moral turpitude. I try to remember
if I’ve murdered someone or not
and, if I did, if I got caught,
and for a moment I truly don’t know,
for a moment I really might have
killed, once, even more than once, 
even joyfully, though I don’t say
that. I’m a poet, I say. I’m in pain 
right now, he says. Duty to retreat.
Castle doctrine. Fist-sized cluster.
Fulminated mercury, thoracic cavity. 
I am afraid, I say, of not being haunted
by the awful things I have done.
Do you know what I mean. To just 
go on living. Do you think it hurts
to get shot, he says. I say yeah.
He says it doesn’t. Not at first. 


