
To M a rj or i e, f rom you r n u rse 

You r e a c h  your  hand u p  t o  m e  i m p l o r i n g l y  
I k i ss i t, q u i c k  b u tterf l y  k i sses.  
You r face folds u p - in p a i n ?  despa i r ?  
And you start to c ry. 

} ill Forman 

For some reason,  I re m e m be r  my grand mother. 
S h e  u sed to g ive b u tterf l y  k i sses too, 
W i th her eye l a s hes,  n ot her l i ps,  on my c heek .  
I t  t i c k l ed. 

I never to ld her  I l oved her, because I d i dn't . 
Though I p referred her house to m i n e  
Because s h e  l et m e  e a t  candy a n d  read com i c  books, 
And she had a TV.  

G ra n d mother  d i ed of a stroke whi le  s l ee p i ng 
Peacef u l ly ,  i n  her  ow n bed and never.know i n g 
The tu bes, m ac h i n es a n d  need l es of t h i s  p l ace 
That make you r l if e  he l l .  

S o  then w hat's  the l i n k  I feel so strongly 
Between an old woman many years gone 
And you,  p l e a d i ng with yo u r  eyes,  begg i n g  m e  
Fo r - I  d o n ' t  k now w h a t ?  
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