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Manopause

My husband isn’t interested in sex
anymore.

I think he’s over the hump.


 


Lunch with Friends

The deli booths
are very small.

Across the table from us, Marsha's purse

separates her from Rick. There is just

enough room for them to be islands. My leg

is touching yours. You are not moving

away. We have never spoken of this.

Without words, what exists? I drop

the hand without the wedding ring

under the table. When the conversation turns

to love, I will touch your warm thigh.


 


otto erotica

o otto

the way you rolled me

over the avocado ottoman

to the floor you mouthed

me bad-mouthed me

to the core more more

your hands moving

slowing moaning don't

stop hold me hold

me hold this note

o otto

o man


 


Werewolf Song

Don't come
around at the full moon.

When I see you, I'll let loose

my groaning howl. You won't know

if I want to play or eat you. When I rear up,

my paws will cover your shoulders. I will lick

your throat before I close my jaws. I'll knock

you down and tear into your belly, seeking

the sweetest parts. It will feel warm. And hurt.






You trusted me, let me sniff around your
knees,

scratched my ears. If I see you when the moon

is a slim tooth, I will apologize. But I know sorry

doesn't take the pain away. The moon reaches down,

touches the wild place inside me. Even on the best days,

my eyes are flecked with gold.


 


Recovery Bunny

After
several weeks of sleeping skin

to skin, my imaginary friend doesn't want

to have sex anymore. He shows up

in red flannel pajamas. “How did you get

a mind of your own?” He smiles, rolls over,

and falls asleep on the other side of the bed.

Time to get my head right.

I tell my husband, “I want to make love

when you're finished beading bracelets.”

“It's a necklace,” he says. Every bead

a tiny wasted day. I clean the house.

If in doubt, throw it out.

Passing the local halfway house,

I watch their pet rabbit wander

across the lawn. A few hops, nibble

grass, check sky for hawks. More hops.

Faster now. It's almost in the neighbor's yard.

How can they let it stray so far?

My husband leaves for beading class.

Ring tight on my left hand, I look for

something safe to put inside me.

Two fingers, cayenne, Vaseline.


 


Moving Day

 

Five years of
sprawling out

with sole title to the covers, no worries

about his honking snore.

Five years of sex slowly

replaced by a ritual kiss, his lips

dry against mine.

Before I smear peanut butter

between my legs and call the pit bull,

with her happy tongue,

we try sleeping in the same bed again.

The queen bed is tiny. Afraid

he will leave, I try to fall asleep

without moving. Strait-jacketed.

The cats complain, walking

on my back, sleeping

on his head. But only one brief snore.

We can't afford a bigger bed, but we can

make one. I drag his twin mattress

across the hall. He hears me. Together

we move the frame and box-springs.

We're sleeping in the same room, the dog

in her place at the foot of the bed.

Plenty of room for the cats, for stretching out.

He strokes my foot with his before we fall asleep.


 


Bucket List

Baby, let's go
roller-skating on the moon.

We'll teach the cat to speak Francais,

sneak in to see the Red Sox

and come home with second base.

Let's sprinkle Legos on our salad

when the crouton bag runs low,

and throw the engine in reverse

to keep the water-skiers on their toes.

We'll smoke the dandelion pipe,

then walk to Albuquerque on our knees,

wear suits at Dead shows, kilts with tie-dyes,

cummerbunds on scruffy dungarees.

At bedtime, let's drink coffee and dance

upon the bed until the mattress hits the floor,

then curl up like Bonnie and Clyde

with our backs against the door.


Prose Poems


Mourning Dove

 My husband
spies a dove huddled against the median. Red light—he jumps out and
reaches for her. She wobbles into the other lane as the light turns
green. The cars dart between his truck in the left lane and the two
of them in the right. Cradling the dove in his hands, he dives for
his truck.

He rigs a birdcage from a storage basket he
scavenged on trash day. Lines it with newspaper, adds some bird
seed. The dove stares at her new world, one wing askew. The cage
perches on the deck under the sunroof he built from scrap lumber.
At night, he carries it inside so raccoons won't pop it open. The
dove eats seed from his cupped hands, struts around. Sometimes she
falls on her back and cannot right herself.

At night I touch myself with hands that cut
jalapeños, seeking heat, sleeping alone. We do not speak the same
language. When we make love, his hands are rough, unskilled.
Washing dishes again, I stare at the deck. One wire basket on top
of another, bound together with twist ties. It ought to be easy
enough to let her out.
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