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Recovery
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"There, now we both look ridiculous,"

you said tucking my hair

tenderly into the surgical cap,

elastic hugging our temples.

I wonder if we met each other at our lowest
point, posing tipsy against graffiti.

We drifted between beds

waking to sounds of clawing

from inside our walls.

I'll always choose your hand

to grasp when I go under

staring blindly up at that great light.

How many others spread out beneath the glare?
The nurse wrote on the board

that the goal of the day is to decrease pain.

You remind me that we experienced a "life event."
Recovery is relative,

but my father couldn't resist comparing incisions,
how mine were small, insignificant.

As we drive home along the shoreline, I can't drown
out the question of how dare we

bring in this life?

scars still scraping red across my abdomen
looming above an unfolding heart.

\-—.



