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" Don't s leep on your face," Ernesti ne's mother always said, 
"You' l l  get wrink les." 
Ernestine buried her face deep in the soft percale 
comfort ing,  i mag in ing g raved i rt. 
People said, "Th ink of someth ing pleasant 
when you can't s leep-a meadow, count sheep." 
Ernestine saw worms, counted them as they laced her eyel ids 
leaving g ri t  from wherever it was they came 
upon the red of her eyebal ls. 

A l ist of s ho uld's kept repeating l ike a taped record ing 
in  her  head: B uy a black skirt, look "appropriate" 
for the d ivorce hearing. Cal l  the lawyer, 
or was it the baker, the candlestickmaker, Ia, Ia, Ia-

Her doctor jum ped the fence into her m ind. 
She m u mbled: I don't want to see you tomorrow e ither. 
I qu i t  you r  army. Too much marching 
wrinkles my feet. 

Instead of sheep, Ernestine heard her mother's worn-out words, 
" Don't tal k  to strangers" (but she does), 
" Lock your doors" (she doesn't) , 
" Bar you r  windows before you go to s leep." 
Ernestine breaks bars with bare dreams 
if she ever gets there. 

39 



Pearson/Ernestine's Insomnia 

She remembered be ing smal l, the preacher warn ing, 
"Ask forg iveness n ightly, all have s i nned. 
You don't know what you did wrong? You r ignorance, 
refusal to adm it, is s in  enough to get you i nto the fi res of hel l." 
She stammered out his prayer and swallowed his communion
stale cracker and j u ice that stuck i n  her th roat 
l i ke the d ried, hairy sk in  of an old man. 
She thoug ht: Preachers' shoes always bend up at the toes. 
Wri nkled leather. Too much prayer. 

Ton ight, Ernestine tried s incerity: 
Pray for th is s in ner, oh lord-
so I won't get wr ink les. She rol led over scrunch ing her face 
l i ke a prun e  into the p i l low and thanked the goose feathers 
for so much comfort. 
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