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I used to drive those trucks so hard  
 
and for so long that  
 
my right foot would  
 
go dead from pushing down on the  
 
accelerator.  
 
delivery after delivery,  
 
14 hours at a time  
 
for $1.10 per hour  
 
under the table,  
 
up one-way alleys in the worst parts of  
town.  
 
at midnight or at high noon,  
 
racing between tall buildings  
 
always with the stink of something  
 
dying or about to die  
 
in the freight elevator  
 
at your destination,  
 
a self-operated elevator,  
 
opening into a large bright room,  
 
uncomfortably so  
 
under unshielded lights  
 

 
 
 
 
over the heads of many women  
 
each bent mute over a machine,  
 
crucified alive  
 
on piecework,  
 
to hand the package then  
 
to a fat son of a bitch in red  
 
suspenders.  
 
he signs, ripping through the cheap  
paper  
 
with his ballpoint pen,  
 
that’s power,  
 
that’s America at work.   
 
Charles Bukowski, Sifting through the madness 
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Christopher Makos, “Andy in Madrid with American flag” 1983. 
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