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Book of Ruth, Afterthought

But in my own book, my story never ended
on the birth of a king. As in, I speak now

not knowing how a whole scroll—
a woman’s life in it—lands on a brief,

however foretelling line. When it arrived,
my story’s ending, the beef stew

was simmering still, on the stove.
I remembered learning

the first rule of shechita: the blade
must move quick on the throat,

one compassionate sweep
for a lawful transection. The heifer stunned

with its own warm gushing, too stunned
to know its own end. It does not sway.

It does not twist the lithe ropes
of its form. Therefore, we say, it is tender.
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