Trigger Warning

by Len Krisak (March 2016)
fiow was I to know?
There was no way to tell
That when we came to Philomel
Her tears would well up so.
The thought of Itys as so many shish kebobs,
And served up to his father in a stew,
Racked her with convulsive sobs
That sent her bolting for the door
And down the hall. Tereu, Tereu,
I thought, with nine books more

To get through.

I called a break, of course,

As twenty pairs of eyes besides my own
Followed the weeping mother in

Her dash to find a place where Ovid’s sin
Might lose some smidgen of its force.

She blamed me, too (I should have known
That myths like that were pure abominations

That no loving mom should be subjected to).
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Ten minutes later, we were at our stations,

Ready for the rape and incest coming next.

“Al1 right,” I said. “Remember—this is just a text.”
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