
April Salzano
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 to stay

he
re

 w
ith

 th
e t

weak
ing squirrels

an
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th
e t

werk
ing teenager,

with
 th

e d
isjointed boy, and the hungry

man I call husband. Everyone

asks me what the m
atter is. 

I raise my hands, an em
pty bow

l, 

shrug m
y shoulders like laundry.

D
oes anyone iron anym

ore? Dust?
I never m

eant to be who I am.

I had no intention of laughing

so little, of running so fast.
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