X Th1s guy, he looks Iike someone I’d know
~-in the smoke and drunken haze of the bar
~and he’s leaning in, 1nvad1ng my space,

bearing gifts of tequila and lemon wedges
the-burn and sour on my w tongue -

In the basement of his room, my mouth is dry :
and there are no more lemon wedges, only
dawn breaking through the small window,

and him, ‘with an arm over my shoulders asleep besrde me

“but he finds my other black sock under the blanket
as I stand there, in my khakis and black bra,

late for work, looking for my dignity, for my shirt
and in the living room, my jacket on

-] stare past his shoulders at the wall, and say goodbye

I swim in a sea of hazel
Trying to drown but am unable :

For tender pink lush lips mtervene_
Encompassing mine and taking them betw‘




