Ides of March

At about 3:00 in the morning she came 

over the retaining wall in a heartbeat.

Her fall was cushioned by ditchwater, so 

she waded ashore to meet their anxious jaws.

It was really too perfect for poetry:

a woman from the country

homeless off the one-way bus

killed by the nervous lions of the capital.

I wondered why restless beasts didn’t escape

a cage into which a crazy woman could stumble

and realized that lions could never

leap out of four feet of water

up the face of our ditch, their wall

to journey out upon the land.

