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At first I thought my body was an orange peel

thrown, in one, over my shoulder to form my lover’s name.


Then I thought it was a torn shirt that could be sewn

that would never be the same but could

one day

be a shirt again


But maybe bread.

Yes, plump leavened bread

Nigella’s old-fashioned sandwich loaf.


Yeast can’t be unrised,

nor dough unproved,

loaves unbaked

but they can be spread with butter

thick enough for teeth marks

and eaten.


I could ping back if I laid her down

but I have finite time to count her tiny toes.

Already growing


I can make food now,

with my body,

food for her
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