
Shop Lifting 

A t the salvage store 
they've p r o p p e d u p tables 
o n bare cemen t , 
each , a wh i t e b o x q u i c k 
w i t h mauve , p e a c h a n d y e l l o w 
d a b b l i n g a sea densi ty 
o f c lo thes this m o r n i n g . 
W o m e n ho i s t e ach i t e m l i k e a sai l 
h i g h a n d br ief , 
chemises a n d shirts 
b r i sk i n t he i r hands 
r i p p l e b a c k in to heaps. 
— H e r e a m o n g the o thers 
I saw y o u 
i m a g i n e you r se l f 
robe y o u r nakedness 
to the waist, 
the palavers o f des i re — 
y o u n g l y h u s b a n d e d , 
pa in t s t i l l f resh o n the house , 
a n d to find y o u 
fu r the r i n o n e o f the r o o m s , 
the all-space o f y o u r s k i n , 
t o u c h o n t o u c h s t i l l new, 
I h a u l u p the sai l o f m y s h i r t — 
a n d the c o o l , f a l l i n g d a r k 
weaves the s i lhoue t te o f y o u r breasts. 
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