Ode to My Dead Goat Thor 

Death came to visit me last night.
I didn’t need to see him —
I felt the electric stab in my gut.

He sat beside me.
“I don’t remember sitting
the last time we spoke.”

The first time I saw him
There was a bomb and a truck.
I wasn’t on it— 
I was one truck over.

Later, on a bullet-riddled rooftop,
he tried again,
but my plates held.

Once, we defused a roadside bomb together:
his gaze over my shoulder,
me reckless,
smiling, waving —
he waved back.


As I aged, he lingered
Uncle Paul, Aunt Lisa,
classmates I thought
would outlive me.

Two years ago,
he came for me directly,
but my mother answered the door.
He took her instead.
Never leave empty-handed.

Now he comes often,
cutting swaths through my life,
leveling friends and kin
until only I remain.

Every friend is gone.
He reached for me-
and took my dog Hiram instead.

“I’m too old now.  I’ve been through too much.”
I searched his blank face for a reaction—
nothing.

I growled, teeth clenched, eyes shut tight.

And then he was gone,
one more missed moment
when it should have been my turn.

Instead, he took my goat.
Thor.


