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ABSTRACT

A collection of poems.
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Relational
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Dirt

In the shower, twelve years old,
I kiss the back of  my hand
and imagine kissing a boy.
The water washes the kiss off
as quickly as thought,
cold streams of  water
purge me of  these—not fantasies
but something more removed.

There is nothing cleaner
than curling into white sheets
with wet hair
and a library book.
I push my feet
against the tension of  the covers
tucked into the end of  the bed
and warm the space with scissor kicks.
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