Religion

There is a Holy line, that holds the middle
of this bed. A shrine to sleep. Its liturgy is space.
Small hours that rise and fall on this same side. A body
of habit. Children have been known to mount a revolution, 
fold their skin like prayers inside its cotton, white. Lovers 
commit their sins on its borders, relay their dance to memory.
A foam cathedral, that chimes its penance as they wake.  


Lost in Translation 

An American arrives in my living room.
A group wriggle and pluck in her wake.

“Is this the toilet block?”

My husband, on his laptop, a work call
looks on bemused. 

“I’ll call you back, there’s a woman in my house.”

She did not read the shoe mountain she has climbed to enter.
A roller skate discarded. The scooter that blocks the porch. 

“Does Rhoslyn mean bathroom?”
“No, it means Rose. We live here. This is our house.”

She and her dripping raincoat are reversing now. 
When you gotta go, you gotta go.


