Lisa Martinovi(
Life in the Wheelchair Accessible Lane

It’s late afternoon one Thursday

on a street-car swollen with jangled commuters

who just want to be home

At Montgomery Station a woman negotiates 

her wheelchair through the sliding doors

while people scurry to make room

The woman positions her chair with a slow, jerking swivel

the back of  her head is flattened

as if  molded from lying on beds of plywood

Her gray hair is cropped short

her scalp a balding patch of sagebrush dotted desert

in a land of meticulously considered French twists and mohawks

She is a large woman

spilling over the edges of her chair

as she adjusts her feet

tiny feet turned inward towards each other

at an angle never intended to support weight

"Pow-ell Street Sta-tion" comes the automated announcement

Muni patrons walk carefully around the wheelchair  

find their seats

take out newspapers

The woman in the wheelchair rolls her head in an elliptical motion

Her eyes stare unblinking at the ceiling,

that implacable gaze the sole point of calm

in a rush hour strung tight with cell phone palm pilot agitation

She catches me staring

She knows what I’m thinking

" Civ-ic Cen-ter Sta-tion"

The woman hooks her left ring finger around a toggle switch

The wheelchair responds with a low hum and jagged pivot 

When the doors open

several people squeeze hurriedly around 

the wheelchair while the woman is trying to exit 

Edging past the throng, she rolls along the platform

Anyone who cares 

to look will notice a textbook on Constitutional Law

tucked neatly into the canvas bag affixed to the back of the chair

The woman’s head wobbles precariously on its stem

as it does in the classroom

where she sits near the front 

patiently learning to represent people like you

and me

Her head dangles east

her wheelchair rolls west

the elevator is in service

It’s a good day 

Is that chicken organic?  

Excuse me…

Is that chicken organic?

That one, there

When that chicken was still kickin’

was she fed wholesome, all-organic meal

free of treacherous hormones and antibiotics?

Did she get to roam the range 

foraging and frolicking through amber waves of organic grain?

During her stay at Rancho de Pollo 

was this hen provided with a firm futon

private phone , yoga classes and her

pick of the  roosters?

Was she sexually fulfilled?

Did she lay Jumbo brown happy eggs like it says on the carton?

I mean, can you certify that this bird 

right here lead a full and rich life

up until the day some thoughtful soul

whacked off her head

bled her dry and plucked her naked?

Did she grow up in a nurturing, incest-free nuclear family 

with a multi-cultural education and her own web site 

before she was skinned, shrink-wrapped and shipped to market? 

Did my little child of god have access to the panoply of 12-step programs

for any recovery issues that might arise for one who was 

born to be broiled?

Please assure me that she went through life without 

suffering irradiation or genetically engineered anything

See, my body is sooooo sensitive 

I’ve got to make sure that whatever I consume  meets 

the highest standards of purity and nutritional excellence

If I  am what I eat and I’m gonna eat meat

I mean second-hand grains:  predigested, bio-converted grub

well, then my conversion machine—my chicken—

had better be fueled by organic grains that were

hand-harvested under a full moon by vine-ripened virgins

Yes, I need to know all the details of my happy hen’s diet and lifestyle 

choices

Was her aura cleansed of negative psychic energies 

before I sautéed her in cold-pressed flax seed oil 

with a hint of fresh rosemary?

Was a spiritual advisor of her choosing present 

during her final hours? 

Were last rites administered while Susan Sarandon held 

a candlelight prayer vigil outside the slaughterhouse? 

Before I speared her tender flesh with the tines of my fork

before my teeth cut into her succulent thigh

for god’s sake tell me she was treated humanely!  

I care about these things

I may not be a vegetarian

but my chicken had damn well better be

The truth about her lips

She is all lips—nothing more 

All that matters are her lips 

no Cleopatra eyes, Barbie  nose no 

long dangly Buddha ears 

She is all lips pink and brimming

Every sense worth indulging 

coming to or 

tumbling from those lips lips lips

She is all lips full, fleshy

pulpy peaches halved 

fresh fallen from the tree—ripe

sugar-laden luscious lightly scented 

redolent of promise flashing

nature’s opulence

She is all lips no pits 

magenta centers rough 

bruised berries,tart as cherries

plump and primed her

reckless excess beckons him

daring him to come inside 

those lips lips lips

Her lips exist for pleasure 

nothing more

seeking sin and sensation

tactile tantilization

when she’s touching

tasting, teasing 

kissing here

licking there and

sucking up

the thrill it is 

just living in those lips lips lips

Talking is extraneous

food is superfluous

singing is melodious but

passion is the purpose of those lips 

without a conscience so that 

when she’s had her fill of him

she’ll lure another lover to her lips lips lips

but not---yet

first she’ll have his cream

He is all cream—nothing more

All that matters is his cream

Rich and languid 

warm as blood that pumps her veins

dense as sap that climbs her tree 

He is cream 

thick and heavy

heart-stopping

valve-clogging

unapologetic full-fat 

fresh-drawn 

from swollen udders cream cream cream

He is cream sweet as wild 

flower fields honey

bees humming  summer creeeeeeeeam

Creamy as the kitchen slab of 

butter he could be  

but he’s not he’s

all lush liquid yearning 

to be whipped 

stiff  when he descends upon her lips lips lips

He’s pouring slowly 

lingers silky on her softly throbbing flesh

He is wet, she is thirsty 

They are merging, undulating

rapidly tumescing in a

slow drizzle dripping 

down her trembling chin chin chin 

Milky trail trickles 

snaking  south 

soaking in the succulence of

sweat-slick  cleavage 

rippling over nipples sharp as glass

They’re a painting

Cezanne blending

muted shades of rouge et blanc 

poppy red bleached bone

undertones they mooooan 

her lips awash in cream cream cream

spilling flooding filling

every mile of those lips 

til his tidal wave a’surging

sends her epic RedSea parting

falling open,  aching to receive  his —

cream enters flowing fluid drenching 

wrapping round her tongue

he is gliding 

slipping sliding down her throat 

arched neck pulling deep

he is swimming 

no, he’s drowning  in the

roiling riptide of her lips

ahhh! ahhh! ahhh! ahhhhhhh!

undertow

ebb and flow

her tsunami                 

sucks him down

swallows long and 

with a quick lick lick lick

of those lavish lips

she is sated he is gone

sacrificed 

on the altar 

of her legendary lips lips lips lips lips       

