
       

DAY #4 
 
Welcome to The Grind Daily Writing Series: Drafts must be 
sent to all participants by midnight. 

 
I am already sick 

to death of The Grind 
 Daily Poetry “activity.” 
I have a sore 
 throat, herpes, and 
a headache.  What I want 
 to do 
is go to the 
 gluten-free aisle, 
Aisle #2, 
 of Payless 
and survey it.  First, 
 to check the 
music. Do they play 
 Michael McDonald 
the way they do 
 at Marsh? Do they 
cater specifically 
 to my “Baby  
Boomer” demographic? 
 The sultry  
husky-voiced 

songs that make 
me feel so 

desirable? Can I float 
around the aisle 
 as though 
I am exuding 
 the pheromones 
of the Eighties? 
 And then secondly 
what kind 
 of fattening rice flour 
Pamela’s baking mix 
 varieties (brownies, etc.) 
or ginger snaps made 

with sorghum 
do they 
 have and do 
they have Lundberg’s 
 brown rice spaghetti 
because that was 
 really good and I 
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can’t for the life of 
 me figure out 
where I bought it. No one 
 fesses up to having 
ever carried it. 
 And in the sushi 
section, do they 
 have the 
rolls with crispy 
 crab legs 
sticking out of them 
 (I almost  
wrote “mermaid 
 tails”)—even 
though I’m not 
 allowed to 
eat them? And just generally 
 how can I 
cheat on—or stretch— 
 my special 
naturopathic food sensitivity 
 diet—so as to 
gain the weight  
 I recently  
accidentally 
 lost or not 
gain it, but 

enjoy eating 
again?  

I flunked 
the Christian 
 Science Monitor 
social class 
 quiz on the 
Internet because 
 a) I said I liked 
gospel music 
 b) country (just 
being perverse—it does 
 get old quickly) and 
c) I got confused 
 about when  
to use “loudly” 
 vs. “loud” 
and “slowly” vs. 
 “slow” 
  
and they made  
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fun of 
me in the 
 test results.  
I want to 
 cruise the 
Internet for 
 more stupid quizzes 
telling me 
 my aristocracy 
level 
 and/or pictures of 
horses acting 
 up at dressage 
competitions 
 or eventing, 
rearing, bolting, 
 bucking, and refusing  
fences with riders  
 in special ‘show’ outfits 
hanging off 
 their necks.  I  
want to drive 
 around listening 
to the radio 
 go back  
through the Starbucks 
 drive-thru 
pigging out on 
 the one  
item—the Evolution  

Roasted  
Soybean Pepita  

Almond bar— 
that is in 
 compliance 
with my diet. 
 
 I can’t go  
to Walmart 
 because 
I’m too tired 
 and I can’t 
watch Downton 
 Abbey at home later 
because it scares me 
 to death 
and then after 

to see foreshadowing 
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in every damn moment 
 of my 
entire life 

even without that 
awful string music. 
 
 Perhaps another store 
with fluorescent 

lights. Look for 
equestrian 
 underpants 
that won’t  
 ride up.  Hanes 
or Jockey, Christy 
 says.  
Troll VRBO  
 for Bahaman vacations. 
Listen to Twelve-Step 
 speaker tapes 
people eating themselves 
 into oblivion, etc. 
Think about my 
 friends with 
horrible health 
 problems, Rich’s diabetes, 
Jill’s asthma, 
 Karin’s deteriorating 
heart. Karin 
 horse person, equine vet, 
strapping gorgeous 
 Dutch person  
skin a greenish yellow 
 color not 
seen in nature 
 a color I’ve 
never seen on 
 a person.  People 
have told me 
 I’ve been dead 
gray on occasion and 

I didn’t 
understand it. If 

I hadn’t 
seen my sister-in-law’s 

ghostly pallor 
brought on, 
 presumably, 
by the same 
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 rheumatoid 
arthritis 
 drug I’m on, I’d 
have never gotten it. I am sad 

about Karin, though. 
Frankly, I’d like 

to grab that 
cardiologist by the 

neck at 
K’s appointment 

in Indy  
and make him/her 

give her 
the transplant now. 

And yesterday.  
 
Go home 

then after the second 
Twelve Step 

meeting of the day, 
after consoling 

my broke friend 
Mia who is already 

talking about 
pulling her 

daughter 
out of preschool 

who somehow 
miraculously 

likes the old 
lady she has a job 

as a sitter 
for. Adorable 
 multi-pigtailed 
Lindy drinking 
 Mia’s soda 
(a no-no 
 on the Social 
Class quiz—I didn’t 
 fall for 
that one—given my 
 diet 
and all) 
 from a smashed 
straw, dancing 
 around in her 
new brown-checked 
 coat. I arrive 
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home, only a block 
from the neighbor 

who took Mia 
 in this 
summer when she’d 
 had to leave 
her baby’s father 
 in a hurry. 
I try to round 

up the cat 
under a November sky, 
 its dusky blue  
dotted 

with uniformly 
ovoid clouds, 
 orderly, still, 
and seemingly 
 at peace up there, 
illuminated 
 slightly, 
by a moon  
 or maybe the lights 
of our town. Warbling 

out the cat’s 
name in a pleading, 

cajoling 
voice—as if when 
 she arrived 
she’d have  
 draped around 
her neck 
 freshly typed 
and spell-checked 
 Poem #4. 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


