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Sequin Basket Beginning
I hate this town.

I hate Walgreen’s marquee

and the Italian Oven

and the squalor back-alley dumpster dealings— 

complete with no trees and all asphalt.

I want to be free, 

with a conducive leash around only one wrist.

I want to be away from the running-dog suburbia, white butterfly stoicism

of my college years.

This doesn’t need to be all at once

it just needs to be.

I need to reconvene with the yard of my youth

and the yucky knowledge that 

rabbit poop can be mistaken for raisins

and your strategic biting of the Easter Bunny’s carrot—

laid on the table by my sparkly new kite, hula-hoop, 

and wrapped-calorie sequin basket.

I need to wake from that afternoon nap
walking down crumbled-concrete back porch steps

across fresh grass and transparent apple shards

in navy socks.

I need to see that age again

You and him setting up our new swingset

like a candy-stripe apparition

I wouldn’t take it for granted—

delicate memory for cobweb-enbalmed childhood, anti-divorce manipulation

of you making chili, putting the powder on the plate—

expecting him for dinner even though 

he couldn’t stay.

You know you set me into motion and then abandoned the thought of maintaining.

Please lull me back,

singing by the sink, dressing in the living room

Tuck me into the afghan waterbed—

pat my arm, and just tell me.

