
D i s hes 

Murray Harreschou 

I push away from the d inner table, 
push ing away from you. 
Our  argument l ies around us, 
leftovers on d i rty p lates. 

I turn on the tap, wasting im potent 
cold water. I squeeze o i ly  brown water 
from the sponge and lace it with J oy. 
Its thin wh iteness looks l i ke your  come. 

N ow the s ink  is  a pool with too-green lettuce 
floati ng and a c h i l i  can l i d  stu ck to the s ide. 
I g rind the d isposal but it clan ks 
from that part you d idn' t  fix. 

Steaming water eats away g rease, 
f in ish ing the tomato s l ice you d idn't. 
I scrub the p late and r inse it, front, 
back, and front again. You always leave bubbles. 

G lasses l i ne  up along the d ra in pan edge. 
I s l ide them next to the posit ioned 
plates. Cou ld  we be th is neat? 
I f in ish rins ing in  water 
that hurts my hands. 

33 


