
AUTO 
 
 
I feel I could eat women. 
 
Driving alone, I’m hungry,  
hawking bus stops and sidewalks. 
 
Eyeballs grinding, I harden.  
 
My mind, a bulging ice box.  
My computer, a deep freeze.  
 
This bingeing grows out of hand— 
 
my wastebasket coughing up 
the napkins hiding the bones. 
 
—Douglas Kearney 


