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Driving 
By Meg Lindsay 

 
I keep looking over at him in the passenger seat 
slumped down awkwardly,  
his jaw slack, lips parted,  
and I am debating 
if he’s died, if finally his heart decided 
enough, but that would mean I have 
a dead person, a body next to me in the front seat. 
What do you do with a dead person? 
What if he’s not dead?  I should get him to a hospital 
but he would kill me, if I took him to a hospital 
and he really had died and I was responsible 
for having him revived.  So many bones broken, 
so much nerve damage, so many warnings  
that the cancer will come back – 
a future of more lesions, more broken bones, 
more chemo, more misery. 
But if I don’t take him to a hospital, am I 
a murderer?  Culpable?  How long am I allowed 
to drive around before I am culpable?   
An hour?  Three? 
And after three hours, should I  
drive straight to a funeral home? 
Would that be presumptuous?   
What is the proper sequence 
of these things I never have dealt  
with before? 
He still does not move.  It’s been half an hour. 
My heart beats fast and I look at the gas tank 
thinking it might determine  
how long I drive around. 
We are an hour from home 
and I’d so like to be home. 
He stirs, gulps air, blinks and asks  
how close are we.   Later he agrees  
he would have killed me 
if I’d had him revived and he’d missed 
an easy out.  
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