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I hate cleaning now. Believe it or not I used to really
love it. I used to want to clean alot, straightening all the
time, perhaps as a good diversion from other things. But
now I really hate cleaning. When I have to feel or do
something because of someone else I begin to detest it. I
can't stand the dust, the dishes, this small kitchen, that
ugly picture. You see, it's this big problem-hating to
clean but hating why I have to do it even more. So it sits
there and finally I give in.

But it isn't just the cleaning or even her; it's so much
more. The everydayness, I can't escape it or won't let
myself. I'm bored but so afraid of seeming bored. Encas-
ed in a calm, I am much more numb than I used to be,
yet much how I was when I was young. I've always wanted
to be in the eye, dying for the chance to get mixed up in
that beligerent storm but too scared to fall. It's hard
either place for me. My personality is grained so
smoothly, evenly, but I envy that storm's which is rough-
edged, uneven yet deeply warm and sensuous
underneath.

On a train, all alone, from Le Haute to Paris, I was a
storm and for a little while I felt dangerous, threatening
and burning with the strength of unpossessable power. It
is a stoned memory now but I remember we were meant
to be, timeless above all things, together for those
moments, and forever in my mind if not his. I was
recklessness and I let myself fall. Powerful yet powerless
over myself, I gave no thought to where I had been or
what I had to look forward to. I didn't care. On that train
from Le Haute to Paris, I didn't care about a calm, an
equilibrium or even trying to remember his crystal green
eyes or the words to an Irish ballad.

I left that train without recourse, or a sign of lament in
my eyes. I have a deeper regret now. Broom in hand,
storms stored in memories, I feel so cold and alone enclos-
ed in my private warmth.
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I dream I am a mussel, a button
and you talk to me in the rain.
I dream of severed legs
the gut-gut gutteral sound
of the disposal.
I dream of doom--
hollowed-out,
someone I love
must die.

It is always summer
when I need you most.
The sun sets--
a htle opens in my heart
I sleep on a bed of stacked
bodies--and think of your voice
leaving trails on the
green front lawn.
I smell damp skin-seeping out
everywhere.
I have lost the sense of touch.

I pull my weighted head
out of sleep, dreams
vaults of silence--
in which I lift my hair,
back to mirror--
lift it like a shell
to see protrusions, tumors
my skull consumed
by disease or injury.
Somewhere you could be laughing
or driving a car.

In the morning,
I address an envelope
to you--
it is stiff, brown.
Inside--tatters of my wrist,
you will open it and know.
My hands fall away
under the faucet.
Once outside,
I am a hole against the sky
eating my shadow
off the sidewalk.

THE DROP
by Lisa Minacci

She was named after
an ancestor who was hanged by the neck.
The woman who killed her husband,
for some reason like deformity
or wrath.
No one screamed
not even her mother.
The choke
as her blood settled in her feet;
suffocation without a sound.
The older shadow
is dust under a hood,
the tongue distended.

This newer name of guilt
dropping through a boarded floor.
Her dress is cut at the top
in a circle for her neck.

She imagines death,
like a series of necks
and open holes

in the bottom of floors
for the passage
and the change of face.
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