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yellow
lights
ared camisole

the playbill still fluttering in the wind
she presses her thumb between my shoulder blades

in the kitchen the kettle is whistling again
& everyone’s dying of the flu on TV

as her lips trail down
ididn’t know.

when i was five
my mother draws a bath that scalds
i bite my tongue at the rough tug of a comb
scrub my skin to cleanness with sandpaper towels

pick away the scabs day after day

i remember leaving the communal pool
in the blue changing room

chlorine everywhere

the woman rubs cream on her pores
dabs her under-eyes with the ring finger
tending, and tender

it broke me—those hands

she is finally touching me like this

& and i can’t understand it—those hands



there’s so much between us, like the light passing through her hair
or the chickadees trilling outside our windows

or the kettle whistling in the kitchen

how i’'m waiting for the water to boil

for tea, for lunch, for morning, for night, for—

i don’tknow,
everything, maybe

or nothing more.



