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Money and Time Enough 

 
 

Someone was saying something about work. We all sat in the bar with the smoke rising into a bank over our heads. 
Not all of us were drunk, but some of us were. No one got excited. We all knew one another and we sat together 
watering the sorrows of a day passed doing whatever we could for a buck. 
 
The girl came to the door and looked through. She stared at us and I noticed her standing there waiting for 
someone to come to her and let her through. She was too young to sit with us, too female to understand the rough 
language we used, man to man. 
 
An hour passed and we paid our tab. We walked down the street and the moon was ringed with clouds. There was 
nowhere to go, but home, so we walked slowly, avoiding the cracks in the sidewalk like children singing about 
breaking their mothers’ back. 
 
We caught the rain with our swollen hands and licked it from our lips. The wind pushed us along and when we got 
to our door, we fumbled with the lock. We stood in the living room and thought about eating, but neither of us 
could cook. Soon the night would fold itself over us and we would sleep until morning, waking and rising to go out 
again to work in a world that spun without thinking about how we all dreamed of money and time enough to live. 
  



 

 
 
 

Monsters in the Dark 
 
 

I have seen the day coming through the window like a thief. It comes slowly and I sit in my chair watching the 
shadows go from fat night to narrow morning. I almost wish I could sleep through this, but then the birds remind 
me that morning is when things begin. Morning’s when secrets are told and I would not miss this for all the sunlight 
in the world. This is when I go out to smoke and stand in the rain, when the clouds break and the sun comes out 
for a moment before hiding again. I am not lonely in the morning. I part of the beginning of things. I have a 
purpose and it carries me through to dusk, when the shadows get thick again and the silence falls. I cannot rest 
knowing that there are monsters in the world taking advantage of the night and disappearing with their victims 
before the world spins ‘round to face the sun again. I sit up nights and sleep lightly in my chair, cautious, fearful, full 
of anxiety. I sleep in fits and starts and wake in time to catch the day stealing over the horizon. 
  



 

 
 
 

Morning 
 
 

What is the morning, but the chance to lie in bed with the shadows eating the corners of the room? The sun is 
watery today and the wind is bitter. In the bathroom, water drips from the shower, staining the tub with rust and 
mold. I have not cleaned my apartment in weeks so the floors are crumbled with laundry and sundry bits of paper 
leaked from my pocket. 
 
Outside, the rain is cold. I stand in the corner of my patio and smoke cigarettes, watching the world move from 
night to day. Birds sing the sun up. My neighbors begin to move around. Cars drive from corner to corner on the 
sparkling wet asphalt. I cannot seem to bring myself to say anything to anyone. The world talks to me, but I have 
nothing to say, so I listen and nod. 
 
I make eggs in the kitchen and sit at my table with a cup of coffee and shiver because the windows here leak the 
winter air. My hands ache and I drop my fork on the floor. What does this mean? Am I dying? I don’t know what to 
do about the pain, but I soak my hands in hot water before washing the plate and lighting a cigarette. I stand in the 
dining room and stare out the window at the pine growing there. A sparrow lands on a branch and calls my name. 
I’m here now. I have nowhere to go. 
  



 

 
 
 

Music 
 
 

It had the beat of a heart going mechanically through its motions. Blood poured through the little vessels and the 
music, the bloody music of a child’s birth, claimed the little hours between midnight and dawn. We all stood in the 
courtyard drinking beer and smoking cigarettes and waiting for the night to cool enough to allow us to crawl into 
our beds to sleep a few hours before rising and working. We talked of love and politics. We prayed out loud that the 
rain would come and settle the dust. We listened and the child wailed her way into the world. Now that the worst 
was over, we could relax and wait for the next crisis, the next thing that would rob us of comfort, rob us of peace. 
  



 

 
 
 

My Lover Drinks 
 
 

My lover sits at the kitchen table drinking bourbon from a coffee cup. He says it’s for the rheumatism, but I know 
better. It’s for the slow buzz, the echoing high of alcohol in an empty room. He’s not a mean drunk. He hugs and 
says the most maudlin things. In the morning, his hands shake and he drinks peppermint schnapps. All day he 
works and comes home sick with want. He lights a cigarette and pours himself a drink. He seldom eats. “Food is a 
shock to the system,” he says. I don’t know how he lives, but he lives on and on. I kiss his balding head and wait for 
him to come to bed. He comes and we make love in the heated room. He takes me places when he’s drunk that I’ve 
never been. I love him more now that he’s grown so affectionate. When he touches me, I grow warm as fresh 
bread. I rise up and fold myself around him. When he sleeps, I watch his face and wait for the day it will no longer 
be there. Nothing this good lasts long. 
 
 


