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Lemon

Your body: plump, juicy,
sweetandsour, sits on the counter
between my hands

and | can see all the sharp teeth
of the world poised to take a bite.

I know someday you'll want this.

We are here, after all,
to be tasted, to seed the world

to unpeel our thick skins for someone we love
or think we do. | don’t want to stop this, really,

except that | do.

Teething
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Her father keeps checking
for teeth, running his finger along

her gums, a gold miner
hand in the stream, looking

for treasure. When I hook
my fingers in her hard

pink mouth I'm looking for it
to stay empty, to assure myself

no buds of sharp rock are rising
to change this soft mouth, this

fish that rises every morning
to the lure of my breasts

and latches me firmly to this
wild land called love.



