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On the corner of Farmer’s Hill and 22nd, 

a silver-haired woman shopped at a garage sale.

She held her cigarette and her questionable mug, 
both in her thick right hand.

This was her fatherly hand.
Her motherly hand dusted a Kama Sutra book.

Chuckling, she winked at the man to whom it once belonged.

She was making him feel very uncomfortable; 
flirting and joking until 

she flipped to page 61

to find page 63 torn, next page folded over 

shielding its secret. 
Attached was a funeral card.

She was beautiful.
The silver-haired woman chuckled.
She handed the man 25 cents, closed the book, 

and made a joke about sex.

She sucked on her cigarette for five long seconds
and gulped her drink.

With a forced smile on her wrinkled and swollen face,

her motherly hand covered the funeral card and

slid it forward toward the man who almost sold it.
Her fatherly hand closed the book and tucked it away.

Her first husband is dead and

Her second husband is an

asshole who lives in Florida.
The man she considers her true love died years ago.
The silver-haired woman, her drink, and her cigarette,

moved on to look at some old china or VHS

with a chuckle and smile like page 65.


