
L i n d a ' s  S hower 

N i ne m o n t h s  o f  f l es h-swe l l  
rou nded her  new -
she fe l t  t h i rteen aga i n, 
a f ra i d  of h e r  breasts.  
The women gathered in a room 
t h i c k  with  motheri ng, 
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boun ced t h e i r  own babies  on wide h i ps, 
offered her presents.  
Wheri her  n a i l s  tore the t h i n  w ra p p i ng 
and eve ryo ne b l i n ked i n  the f l a s h  of c a m e ras,  
t hey felt  again the s hock of b i rth;  
i t  q u ivered i n  them l i k e  water .  

In  the end,  she w i l l  open her  legs a l o ne. 
k now, f i n a l l y, w h a t  they cou l d  not g i ve her, 
what the d o c to r  b e h i n d  his green m as k  never l earns . 
I f  s h e  had step ped just  once today 
i n to the b l u e - be l l ied J u n e  morn ing  
she wou l d  have seen i t  everyw here, 
in orange m o n keyf lower, w i tc hes' h a i r, c hokeweed, 
l u p i n ,  e l derberry, t i ge r l i l y ,  sweetpea 
wheat- pa l e, m ustard-ye l l ow,  p u r p l e  as t h i s t les 
s u n - f i ngered, seed- heavy 
q u iet, s i n g l e ,  b l az i ng .  
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