
Cheek
The crash comes
and I fly from the top bunk

along the hallway to the lounge
my feet not feeling the floor

and there they are
my father’s hand

on my mother’s white
throat. Call the police

like soprano
me slow dancing

toward the receiver
my father’s hand stretched out

clasping me like you clasp the cheek
of an irresistible child

pulling me across the carpet
like a cutie.
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