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HEATWAVE

Every time I open a book, mayﬂies
land between the pages—close the book,
they are pressed poems. 43

I am only at the beginning

of my life. Often, the lady slipper
blooms before the tiger lily,

and more often

there are things that open

but do not bloom. So many

red cherries in a white bowl.

This season moves its slow, hot
body across grasslands, orchards
and into my small kitchen. The rot
of ripened fruit. At night, the spider
who lives between the wardrobe
and the wall begins again.

A friend says

she lessens her pain with cinnamon

and prayer. | imagine




A NEW LANGUAGE
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