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At least one person | know thinks rust is sexy,

and when, at the bottom of athree-mile hill

with ominous runaway truck lanes, my foot hit
the floor without any resistance (master cylinder
cracked and brake lines dry as dirt), | drifted

to astop at Caruso and Sons Service Station

and Bait Shop. While Jack fixed my brakes,

old Jack gave me alift, asked where I’d grown up,
where | live now. He knew both towns. When he was young,
he drove alady half way across the state

because she had no way to see her soninjail.

Julia Kasdorf is author of two collections of poetry, Sleeping Preacher and Eve's
Striptease. She teaches writing and literature at Messiah College.



Poems 137

When that kid got out, he was fine, learned atrade

in there, and now cuts everyone's hair in Mount Pleasant.
Jack sees him most days on the street, and the other guy
who was in there with him — both fine. | thanked

Jack for the ride, he batted his eyes, “ Always

happy to help a beautiful lady.” | could be vexed,

but just felt grateful and flattered, though | know

a compliment costs nothing and means less,

given how little must pass by his gas pumps.

| could inflect this with longing, loss or remorse,

but when | was broke, my dad gave me that car,
which belonged to his step-mom, now deceased,
whose powers of protection surpass St. Christopher’s.
And my students, born the year my huge, maroon Impala
rolled off the line, think I'm totally cool and wise

to their ' 70s aesthetic. The next day, Dad hit

a spotted fawn on a mountain road. Couldn’t

have helped it, Mom said, but we all got quiet,

and when | looked out the back, dlender legs
fluttered on the berm. That was the next day.

| spin no theories of sacrifice or substitution.

The night after | lost my brakes, | just fell asleep,
safe, without speculation.





