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t th
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M
om

m
a raised English ivy that grew

 
tall as m

e. Hardw
ood cracks hid acrylic 

beads, poly pocket treasure lost in sum
m
er 

w
hen I first learned to cook cinnam

on oatm
eal 

and buttered toast. I am
 a chubby kid turned chubby 

w
om

an w
ho no longer cooks w

ith butter. I have seen seven 
countries but know

 nothing w
orse than broken dinner plates, broken 

w
edding bells. I w

as eight w
hen 

I learned bees lived in the hollyhocks 
by the porch, M

om
m
a drank her coffee black, 

D
addy alw

ays w
orked. W

eekends D
addy w

atched N
ascar, 

held bottled coke, kept grease rags in his pocket. W
eekends 

M
om

m
a packed her Chevy, D

addy’s hands on the hood Crystalee 
just com

e back the m
oon silver as a bow

. Nights I im
agine m

y four-poster 
bed has poles like snakes. I think of M

om
m
a slicing their heads in the garden. 

I am
 scared of their eyes but dream

 of their skin—
the shedding of things outgrow

n.


