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      she was born on a cloudy,

      cold day in eighty-seven.

      they cut her mother 

      open & pulled her out.

      she didn't cry, & they didn't slap her.

      they say she smiled.

      she laughs at the story.

      

      loved ones like you to

      believe you were

      always strong.

      

      that you weren’t allowed to break.

      I'm sorry my story wounded you.

      

      she died on a sunny,

      loud day in ninety-nine.

      if they had cut her open

      they would have found

      a lukewarm heart & lungs

      like deflated balloons.

      why didn't I cry when he thieved?

      

      her princess crown had fallen.

      her limbs

      were no longer marvelous things

      that would carry her to far off places.

      dirty things were not always dirty things.
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      it feels like all the plates stacked

      neatly in the cabinets are tumbling out,

      & all the glasses are following suit.

      everything is shattering inside my head

      but I'm not downstairs,

      I'm not in the kitchen.

      I'm in my bedroom &

      the shades are drawn.

      it is a black cave

      & I don't want anyone lying next to me.

      my throat is closing but there are no tears.

      I haven't showered in

      two days; the dishes mock me.

      my mouth is full of dirt

      & the floor feels like ants

      beneath my feet.

      

      I’m trying to figure out how you can

      feel so alone

      with so many voices swirling around you,

      when you're never alone;

      when everything you’ve ever hated about

      yourself enters the room like a stranger,

      sits down like a lover,

      breaks bread like a family

      member about to

      tell you the cancer

      has won.
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      tell me what it tastes like⁠—

      your soul in reverse.

      spit it out & spout off every 

      sticky little word they like.

      

      go easy, that ass is bruised

      & your lips are chapped.

      save some face paint

      for the rest of the line.

      

      a pinch of sex, a dash of harassment,

      they fit fine in your coat sleeve.

      no one will see.

      

      your mouth, the dexterity, I'm astounded!

      "he's just a flirt & 

      this meal didn't cost me a dime."

      eat up, don't save any for me.

      

      your yesterday screams still

      ricochet back & forth

      & ‘round & 'round

      in my cranium.

      

      but I'm reading about the 

      laughing man's death

      & pushing them all out.

      

      because, shhhhh, you told me to never tell.

      &, shhhhhh, you told me you were fine.

      yes, shhhhhh, you'll have my back next time.

      

      "give me your daily special."

      

      tell me what selling out tastes like.
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      someone said the penitent woman

      shall be worshipped.

      you asked for it.

      you wanted it.

      why did you dress

      that way?

      why did you drown

      clear eyes?

      

      someone said the penitent woman

      shall appease the masses.

      you are a toy.

      you are a tease.

      you belong

      to these dogs,

      these animals,

      these thieves.

      

      repent.

      repent.

      repent.

      

      have you researched the

      repercussions of excessive drinking?

      have you practiced your clear “no”

      & a proper lady’s behavior today?

      

      repent.

      repent.

      repent.

      

      have you ever wanted

      to set the world on fire?

      

      so have I.
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      paper thin pre-adolescent

      skin meant for playgrounds

      & paddling pools

      where predators

      prey & press

      their poison into

      their petals

      while praying to

      remain

      unimprisoned.
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      as a little girl,

      I was infatuated with princesses.

      finding true love was a strength

      I desired above all else.

      gold glitter,

      pressed lips,

      & forever princes,

      I needed it.

      

      happily-ever-after is sold pretty early,

      pretty easily to pretty little girls with

      big brown eyes & mute mouths.

      

      I found my old journals the other day.

      half a lifetime ago

      I held hope in my palms,

      let it spill⁠—

      pages,

      cupped hands,

      strong boys’ lips as they gripped my virgin hips.

      

      I can almost taste my hope

      & innocence in those poems.

      I can almost believe

      that I was once a different girl.

      

      when I was that young girl,

      writing close to her bedside lamp,

      my mother was sleeping alone.

      

      she was waking at dawn,

      shoveling dog shit.

      she was walking me & my brother

      down our long country road to the bus.

      

      she was brushing my hair before bed.

      she was wiping my tears

      when the kids at school called

      me skank, trailer trash, dirty.

      

      she was pissing me off,

      telling me I couldn't leave the table

      until I ate my peas.

      

      she was the same age I am now;

      holding two kids together,

      falling apart in her bedroom, alone.

      she was stitching a safe

      world into my spine.

      

      she was the same age I am now

      & I can't figure out how she did it.

      I can't figure out how she gets softer,

      while I feel more stone in my

      gut each waking day.

      

      there is a strength in that.

      I desire it above all else.
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      so how did I end up here?

      lost & losing who I am.

      the mirror is a thief;

      I am an accomplice to

      these crimes.

      

      my days start off as days

      & remain as footnotes,

      deleted scenes,

      forgotten flashbacks.

      

      how did I end up there?

      

      I kiss you & there is no static,

      

      there is no swelling music.

      I thought this was romance,

      but I am so wrong,

      so very hopeful & trying.

      

      will you love the side character?

      the extra, the cut-out faceless woman?

      

      how did we end up here?
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