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I n  Bed 

They l ie  side by side, not touching 
except where his r ight  arm crad les her neck, 
his hand resting  across her chest. 
Al ready he g rows solid and heavy with sleep; 
where his f ingers cup her breast their cells 
press together so she can't tell his flesh from hers. 
She imag i nes what might happen i f  he moved: 
he carries off her nipple in his palm, and she is left looking 
at the cage of her ribs, red and b lue veins, 
her l ungs fi l l i ng  up l i ke balloons. 

She hears the first soft d rops of rain outside 
and remembers what it meant as a chi ld-frogs. 
The shal low pond below the house f i l led with run-off 
and she and her sisters hu nted the black-eyed 
clusters of eggs. When the tadpoles hatched, 
she skimmed them up in g lass jars and carried them home. 
Once, she dropped a jar on the road and watched them 
shr ink on the pavement, wrinkled and dry as rais ins. 
Now she thinks of the sperm inside h er 
beach ing themselves on her womb. 

She knows that if she d ies tonight, her hair 
and nai ls would grow without her for months. 
Her heart could beat i n  another chest, a plastic and metal one 
pump in hers. When morn ing comes she wil l pull on her body 
l ike an old shoe. But here, in the dark, 
she is d rawn out thin  as a sheet, feels her skin stretch 
so someth ing bright can glow through.  

80 


