
ARON TRAURING
( Ku y p e r s’ work is) ve ry nice.  Being a frequent flye r, I especially appreciated the

toilet on airplane story (on an airplane with a frequent flyer). And I liked her ve g-
gie story (some people want to believe) too (being a veggie, and hating people who
c a n’t face the truth). 

“RAF” (ON THE POEM

“ON AN AIRPLANE WITH A FREQUENT FLYER”)
i found (Kuypers’) poem hilarious...... in a good way. very observant of her.
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“I was once on a flight to Hawaii and I was waiting in line 
for the lavatory. There was always a line for a flight 
this long, you know, it seemed the washrooms 
were always on demand on a flight this long. So
I finally got into the washroom, you know, and I 
looked into the toilet, and someone, well, lost the battle 
against a very healthy digestive system and left the
“spoils” in the toilet, stuck. Maybe it didn’t want to go 
down into the sewage tank where all the other 
waste from this long trip went to. Can you imagine 
all the stuff this airplane had to carry across the ocean? 
Well, anyway, so I saw this stuck in the toilet, and I
went to the washroom, and when I was done it still
wouldn’t budge, and so I opened the door and walked out
into the aisle of the plane again. And there was this
long line of people waiting to use this cramped
little washroom, and I just wanted to tell them all,
‘you know, I didn’t do that.’ And then it occurred to me
that everyone, when they leave the bathroom on that
plane, will think the exact same thing.”

on an airplane with 
a frequent flyer

by janet kuypers

This poem was also published in the book Close Cover Before Striking.
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whenever i get a headache
it’s right behind my eyebrows
and it’s a dull, constant ache

so whenever i say i have a headache
eugene takes my hand
and uses acupressure:

he pushes his thumb
right in the middle of my palm.
the pain disappears almost

immediately. but eventually
i have to tell him to stop
pressing my hand, that my

hand now hurts. he lets go,
and the headache, almost
immediately, comes back.

headache
by janet kuypers

This poem was also published in the book Close Cover Before Striking.
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We went to see my mother this weekend. You see, 
my mother has cancer, and we decided to go 
across the country for a weekend to surprise her 
and see how she was doing. it was breast cancer,
so it really was the best case scenario, i suppose, 
so i managed to put it out of my mind until we actually 
had to fly there

The night before i couldn’t bring myself to pack. it was 
two in the morning when i finally pulled my suitcase out 
from the pantry shelf.

i kept telling people at work, “well, you see, I have to go 
visit my mother because she has cancer, so I have to 
miss a few days of work,” but I was always able to
say it so matter-of-factly until I had to actually 
visit her

In fact, when my sister told me the diagnosis, it
was right around Christmas time, and there was so much
work to do and I still had presents to wrap and a
meal to prepare and Christmas was supposed to be a
happy time

that I managed to postpone even thinking about it until
we all decided to surprise her for a visit. And then I
had to pack. To decide what to take, what to leave
behind, put my life into a little black box with a handle
and wheels, and go

My mother
My motherMy mother

by janet kuypers
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It shouldn’t be this way, and I knew that, I knew that I
shouldn’t be visiting my mother under these circumstances
and I knew how she never wants to think about bad things
because they always make her cry and this would make her
want to cry and cry because the only reason why we’re
there is because things are bad

But I wasn’t supposed to think that way, things would be 
just fine.

So I finished packing at four in the morning and the next 
thing I remember is I was on the plane with my sisters, 
cracking jokes as we picked up the rental car. and then we
got to mom and dad’s house

and everyone was so happy to see each other, it was 
one big family reunion and we were laughing and talking 
and trying to figure out where we were all going 
to sleep

and the sisters and dad walked into the front room to 
see if the couches were good enough to sleep on or if we
would have to get out an air mattress and I was alone
in the den with mom

so I suddenly became serious and sat down next to her
and asked her how she was really doing. And that is when 
she started to cry, saying that the cancer spread, but
what she was most concerned with was the fact that she
didn’t want to spoil the time that we came to visit her.
But what I don’t think she understood was that we couldn’t
have come at a better time, and nothing she could do would
spoil our trip.

This poem was also published in the book Close Cover Before Striking.


