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KEEP AWAY

The line of her brand new big girl underwear
curves her bottom

through hot pink leggings.

Brown curls coil, spring

off her shoulders.

She bounces ahead of me

on the black tar path

at the zoo, looks back

only when she fears

I might disappear.

A grin spreads as she spies me
twenty feet behind. She’s off again
determined to test the rim

of the distance

between us;

which one will give in first
to the stretch and snap of love.



