
Photo of the Doomed Man  
 
He’s trapped 
on the subway tracks 
staring at the oncoming 
train,  
seconds from death.  
 
Do we  
publish the photo?  
 
After 9/11 
how can we even 
ask the question 
 
having watched 
jumpers 
float down 
like sheets of paper,  
sticks of furniture, 
dark birds, 
black snow.  
 
We’re inured 
to gutting open 
the fragile moments between  
life and death 
like a Halloween pumpkin, 
 
reaching in, our hands wallowing in, 
weighing, even delighting in, 
the viscous horror 
of the slippery seeds.  


