
RICHARD GERE’S GRAND PIANO 
 
Here. This is it: 
you’re a waitress. 
You bring people French toast 
 
and bacon. You can’t pay the Hydro bill. 
I used to think of you as somebody 
 
grand, like one of those pianos Edward 
fucked Vivian on in Pretty Woman. 
 
Maybe you are. 
 
 Maybe your greatest talent 
is gleaming in empty foyers. 
 


