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LAURA NAZIMEK AT THAT SHE IS CALLED
(MNominated, Margaret Maley Carpenter Prize for Poetry)

Grape jelly 15 smeared across her wide face

a5 she greadily qrabs at my belowved papers.

My thowghts and privacy are at once crushed up

agamsf her soff flesh,

And they stick there ke feathers al around her indulpent routh.
Owre by one, she tears off the dates and the names and the pictures
of my OSH DRRCIows areams

and stamps them harshiy with a smoddening iron

With mad Iawghter and cruel indifference

she stuffs them all info a used envelope

and tosses i o the deep pocker of her coal

Her haldirg head amd her biackened teeth hobble off into the sunset
where she finally sits beneath a sappy tree and thumbs through

iy staved journais,

Lirimacginable calors and sourds swirl from her breath

as she pastes sfars and seeds and flower petals all over my words.
With a grubby pencil in her hands she sighs and coughs

et the dwindiing moonbght 15 2 mere stub of wax and no fonger burrs,

A 50 I wake from the wnrest (o mest her agair.

She is coated in the syrup of the woods and grass of the felds,
iy papers smell like the exafic induigence of a sweel fooih
and ! am nearly sickemed,

I pay hev, and she gnes me change from her musty puvse,
She stares at me as if | am the changing weather,

and sways mystenously fo some gistant music,

There 15 a farmidrariy o her mdlty skin ang wode feef

! arm ardigued By b Crpstal e, and pet frghtened by
her exfiravagance.

! remember myself

I elutch my papers and fun from the madness

of late night crumbs and ashes.

Theve couldn't be one as horrible as she.

Ard el shhe has read my waords,

IWntten themn as if imagination.
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