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Jordan: Learning To Spar

Richard Jordan
Learning To Spar

Go back before the day I found you, Dad,
firmly bound and cuffed. And who was that
on top of you in spurs and tasseled bra,

as if you were a sacrificial bull?

I'm eight years old and hanging by my briefs
from a tree limb, wedgie buried deep.

That’s Chuck, the thug, all 5 foot 10 of him.
“You wuss,” he taunts. “Cry baby, Mama’s boy.”

And here you come. Chuck peels off on my bike.
The branch gives out, I fall and whack my head.
You snort and spit, “Can’t you defend yourself?”

So Dad, I dedicate this verse to you

and Chuck. I've given Mom a copy, too.
She, says she’ll help you with the imagery.

8 Harpur
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