Body Language
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from my room to show my parents what | had done.

Your hand on my scar brings me back to the tub and | want
to ask you: What do you feel

when you touch me there? | want you to ask me: What are
you feeling now? But we do not speak.

You drop the soap in the water and | continue washing, alone.
Do you know my father would

bathe my feet, as you do, as if it was the most natural thing.
But up to now, | have allowed

only two pair of hands to touch me there,
to be the salve for what still feels like an open wound.

The skin has healed but the scars grow deeper—
When you touch them what do they tell you about my life?




