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Side A 
In Which the Singer Becomes a Nurse 

 
White coat thrown over a jade polyester dress, 
the singer graduates from nursing school. 
 
She stands with a friend, 
a woman from the Gambia, 
the classmate she sang hymns with 
at a blind man’s bedside. 
 
The singer’s smile is fixed,  
the way it was when we worked together, 
when we sat at desks, answered phones,  
pounded out memos on the last typewriters, 
 
when we blow-dried our pixie cuts, ironed our blouses, 
dabbed clear polish on the runs in our stockings. 
 
I wonder if she knew what she was getting into,  
working at the center of this pandemic 
in the Bronx where suiting up means 
 
reusing masks and gowns, wearing  
plastic shields and garbage bags, 
laundering latex gloves. 
 
  Elsewhere in the city 
doctors in private practice die 
from the virus; workers who hand out 
the masks, who hand out the trays 
die from the virus. 
 
Maybe this is the wonder. 
 
The singer gets up before dawn 
and comes home in the dark,   
climbing four flights of stairs 
as if she were still Sister Blanche 
 
the nobleman’s daughter 
who ascends to the scaffold, 
bare-headed, wearing white 
in the last scene of 
Dialogues of the Carmelites. 
 
This time, the singer finds her way 
to her upright piano,  
to sing again.  



 

 

 
 

Side B 
The Long-Hauler 

 
She shuffles up the smooth pavement, 
the sidewalk she used to stride on. 
 
She staggers as if she were carrying sandbags, 
hands and arms empty, without even a purse. 
 
She feels muffled, a bedbound summer’s flesh  
hiding last winter’s bone and muscle. 
 
The air around her slows.  Leaves and  
dust drift past as she skirts a puddle, 
 
something she would never have seen before. 
Once she ran through the park, winged feet 
 
in running shoes worn only twice before 
this virus took her like a woman 
 
in the horror flick she streamed all summer.  
To the white women walking past, 
 
she has become one of the young girls scattering 
empty potato chip bags in the gutter like the petals 
 
of the overripe flowers that they are, 
spilling out of cheap, bright shorts and crop tops, 
 
needing to be trimmed. 
 
Maskless, grasping for air like a cane or railing,  
she pauses, praying for far-off next summer  
 
when she can fly through the park again. 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 



 

 

 
Liner Notes 

 
These poems ("In Which the Singer Becomes a Nurse" and "The Long-

Hauler") are part of my journal of this plague year.  I wrote "In Which the 
Singer Becomes a Nurse" at the beginning of the pandemic when so many 

were dying in NYC, the city had shut down, and hospitals were reusing 
disposable materials.  "The Long-Hauler" is more recent, rooted in a story 

about one woman who hadn't really recovered from COVID-19 months 
after she had contracted it.  Ironically, she hadn't been admitted to the 

hospital because she wasn't sick enough.  Both of my poems are attempts 
to honor those who have struggled through the pandemic.  I wish that I 

could write more of these poems. 
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