
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 

warming 
 
I wish I could damn smog & smoke melting the sky away, 
but it’s March & I was sweating at work. On the way there 
a woman smiled at me walking slow enough to let wind taunt  
her thighs for the first time since September & I lost myself 
in the eyes of a brown boy who looked at me like I was tea 
his aunt poured over ice & lemon for him. Today should 
be laced in frost & snow up to our knees, but instead 
I am in bed with a man I barely know & it’s too hot to move anymore 
& I spoke to the woman I know I will love one day & the phone 
scorched my ear. Isn’t this beautiful, how summer backed winter 
into a corner of the calendar? How the whole city has given its skin 
to the God of sun & damp cotton? How somewhere a white bear 
might be floating away from its home on a plateau of ice & that too 
is gorgeous in its own frightening way.   
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