Cab-Over Truck

Thou most Insolent heliotrope beast;

How you descended bickering among the wandering herds and 

Rambled through the waving fields of lavender asphalt

Oh the shining headlights

beacons of headache-spawning, laser-like, tortuous filth

My being they drenched with unhealthy twilight irradiation to the core

Pummeling my soul with photons of insanity

Oh, how I raved on,  ...and on, ... and on..., ... and on.

And on.

Oh, how I hated to drive in Connecticut, rocky curb-un-cut den of inaccessibility

Awaiting my bile-soaked thoughts with anticipation

Hoping for a piece of my cargo

Some ill braced widget, unsuspecting thingumee; 

Virgin sheet metal to crinkle with inimical glee

Ahhh, but New York; ahhhh Ha hah hah ha Hahhhhhhh!!!

Now that was sheer hell.

Broadway; stretched before us, my foul-breathed companion and myself

As we lumbered, roaring, gears shifting, then howling, while

Imperfectly meshed cogs ground slivers of silvery metal into blackened oil

Deep inside the bowels of the bovine behemoth 

The beast shook, and quaked, as hydraulic actuators missed their mark and 

Steel teeth bit into raw steel, the empty trailer rattling like an empty haystack 

was pulled along the broad swath of paved island mud, writhing as lanes

swept under it revealed the illegality of what transpired

Diving and descending, swooping and careening

passing the festival goers, under craggy, crooked beam bolsters

That projected far over the avenues, as they themselves plunged up and down

Undulating and writhing into the heart of the dark ultra-opolis

Radio turned off, blithely blundering, through thickets of busses and taxis, into

RUSH HOUR

Little did I realize that my lane was a FIRE LANE, reserved for emergency vehicles

(No wonder it was clear)

Manhattan growing all around like a crystal plague

an ICE 9 rock rising into evanescent plumes of vaporous clouds

Outcries!

The voices of the hopeless, sentenced to rigorous penitence on this pitiless slab of clay

I could almost hear “Whole Lotta Love” ringing in my ears

Turning onto what unnamed road or back alley I never can remember

(Maybe Wall Street)

Like Lord Jim among the natives, my beast commanded them to part

Make way! I was polite, leaning gentlemanly from my window, and waving

Firm, and yet full of compassion, but they, the New Yorkers

Had the best of me.  They were in their element, and I was merely a drowning

Struggling rodent among the sewers

The vast Cloacae of the city; our version of Mama Roma, a pitiless slave driver, whose drivers make of their beasts the instruments of their own fate (whatever that means)

But then; Lordy!  Unconscionable mistake, dragging some one’s Chevy around a corner

Never to be forgiven, and remembered most assuredly by the girl friend whose 

Fire-fighter boyfriend made extra money tending bar on Beekman, only to find

He had come out farther behind than when he went into the lair;

And I, still unaware, lumbering on to destination not an 

hundred feet farther on, as yet unaware of my crime

Yes, I was not aware.

Stopped by the sound of a voice I was, more human than my own by now

A fellow fireman alert to the imminent peril looked on

The pitiless ICC bar hitched vice-like to the front fender of the car

Catching neatly mere inches behind the door seam

The giant senseless animal turned without so much as a grunt of extra effort

While the diminutive ride skidded helplessly, toy-like

From it’s comfortable berth among the little doggies parked there

And so began the turning away from reality as I heard the dreaded words:

“Hey stop!  You dragged that car!  Didn’t you see?!!!”

My mind reeling with the hateful knowledge that he was right

I felt myself instantly cast out of the light and warmth

As one condemned to know the truth of his fate

As one not conceived for joy

for in all things mankind has made, there is some element of folly

And in our smallest house, as our largest city, one finds that mark as  

Surely as the air we breathe, much like the terrible and often sudden end

That most science-ee-researcher types meet in a Michael Crichton novel

More certain than an insurance premium

More dreadful than a meteor to the head, and certainly 

Less clearly foreseen than either of the two

So, as I climbed into the cab to haul my sorry load to Cleveland,

The policeman offered this advice: go straight till you come to Riverside

That will take you all the way to the Washington Bridge...

I winced at signs poking fun with their superficial yet cruelly inaccurate message: “No trucks” on Riverside Drive.  Right.

My folly complete as I drove nearly unscathed from that land was intolerable

Pathetically, I followed the River in honest naiveté;

We two interlopers, my beast and I

As we gladly took our leave and mounted to the vast highway 

Teaming in both directions with the highway men and women

Entering and leaving New York

Turning on my CB at last, I keyed the mike and screamed

 “I’m leaving Hell!!!!” as I drove out across the GW

Someone answered “I hear that!” and then we were gone

Into the blackness of night, long -since arrived

But it remained where I left it, city of the fallen

Capitol of the World; empire of the sun

Beast of burden

Vile temptress; Ill starred Queen; Primordial Soup

Cauldron; pit of thieves; Champion and loser; Babylonian princess; wicked seductress; LEGEND; crystal dome; xanadu; political nightmare; man-made jungle; City

And my truck droned on into the midnight land of New Jersey, a truck stop before the ocean, a beckoning isle of civilization, where truckers gathered to size up the loads like Eskimo fishermen before the whale hunt

I decided to quit trucking somewhere near Pittsburgh later that year

