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sonnet for marriage
there was a default mechanism resembling tight ropes

in addition to a bundled slew of tall donated umbrellas

she purchased an alarm clock in black and silver

that guests would later see in their separate room

white and silver evidence of a certain connection

between the two lightning women they call host

and not any contestation of the brutally counterfactual

namely that these women were affectionate old maids

no one had ever glimpsed her in dresses before

but at dinner once there was a bit of soft teasing

where it was implied that such a dress did exist

and even that the dress was some shade of lime

who were merely intent on having the other’s company

as it had always been since they were very young girls

corky sherwood can’t sell magazines

when my stack of magazines in the closet

is finally discovered

she will be disappointed that it isn’t porn

it’s ladies’ home journal

but also redbook because i will admit to it

the lhj is a gateway drug

candice bergen i blame you for this ugly need

you started it

with all your early nineties role model prowess

with your new insights

into hairstyling and the beauty of menopause

that cover hooked me

that low fat chocolate banana muffin recipe

my mother loves it

so i’m going to laugh my cruel ass off now

gift subscription

because misery like this needs much company

gift subscription

jewel in warsaw

aunt liz married into my family

and made pierogi every holiday

pork and sauerkraut and potato

her special secret polish recipe

there were never any leftovers

the dish was almost legendary

uncle don’s wife number two was in

other aunts were envious of this one

several years later on december twenty four

the family christmas at don and liz’s house

my mother arrives many hours before anyone else

to finish her half-baked broccoli casserole thingy

i don’t know why my mother was looking into the freezer

but of course she found six boxes of store bought pierogies

i wish i could say my mother kept this big a secret

but anyone with a mother knows she would not

the aunts all certainly like liz better ever since

but the revelation was not without casualties

without fail they mock her for it every year

but aunt liz never made us pierogies again

so then every year we wanted nothing

but pork and sauerkraut and potato

southern fried eggplant parmesan

i still read books when i cook

though there’s no splutter now for them to catch

and i have stopped borrowing cooking utensils

partly because i forgot to return your spatula promptly

but mostly since i made a long list of kitchen stuff

took that list over to ikea and bought everything on it

plus five other things i didn’t need until i saw them

sometimes i forget that when i practice a thing

it will reach a point of reasonable perfection

so it’s important that i assure you if you’re curious

that the red spots in the kitchen counter tile grout

are definitely just tomato sauce and not my blood

because i have been making eggplant parmesan

twice a month now for about the last eight months

and each successive effort is increasingly delicious

which my front row people know is called irony

eggplant parmesan is not the hardest thing i’ve ever done

but i often end up overstating the idea of this pressure

because on some deeper weak willed level of my psyche

i have no desire whatsoever to be known as a good cook

when i spend mon through fri in my new nine to five

teaching fifteen year olds what to kill a mockingbird means

thereby raising other peoples’ children right all day long

in a manner strong liberal feminist old friends are proud of

instead of the disapproving pursing of the lips they give me

when she compliments the quality of my eggplant parmesan

so now i am writing you from the dining room

where dinner is sitting picturesque on the table

and thinking about girls i went to college with

who grew into women that don’t use the oven

but keep accepting when i invite them for food

cooking it for them after teaching justice

will be served

margin of error
in the kitchen

in the silverware drawer

there is always a tray

neatly slotted

spoons forks knives

this tray in every house

you know you have one

it is smaller than the drawer

leaving a margin

of error

i am after a butter knife

which has defected

from its overloaded appropriate slot

in favor of consorting

with the soy sauce collection

packet upon packet

you know you’ll never use it

cushioning the slide of the silverware tray

i notice one packet has exploded

holding my butter knife hostage

washing off the knife i consider

the bottle of soy sauce in the cabinet

does she know where we keep it

why does she save soy sauce packets

why don’t we use the soy sauce packets

later i unload the dishwasher

stack yet more knives near their slot

discover another explosion

papa john’s pizza garlic sauce

which i definitely put there myself

a room at rest

in college i struggled nightly

with the insistent knocking

of beer against my bladder

because no self-respecting partygoer

gets up in the middle of the dawn

to take that leak of desperation

sliding down from the bunk

crossing the linoleum

finding the flip-flops

stumbling to the stalls

locating the least nasty one

this is a dorm

epilogue

my alarm goes off in half an hour

it is five in the morning

on a morning well past graduation

and not having had a beer in months

i get up to take a leak

there is nothing desperate here

the thick rug hides icy tiles

the seat is down and clean

the toilet paper roll is toasty

the heating vent is just below it

this is a home

superquiche

i learned normal things from comic books

like gay is great and spandex is something to fetishize

and these normal ideas i wear on the outside

so i look like clark kent

i look like bruce wayne without the bucks

i am just an average guy in a white shirt and tie

and this is the thing that sucks

what every ordinary housewife knows that she can do

but none of us housewives can explain

when called upon for proof

the fact that we are superheroes too

sou macmillan this is prayer for ladies like you

you name a son after a statue

and do more than want him to make it

you teach him to make it

by the time he is taller than the compost heap

he will have a consideration for weed whacked dandelions

that reminds you of your humanity

you named him liberty

like those kids burdened with fourth of july birthdays

and do more than want him to carry it

you teach him to carry it

the it of his middle name which is hope

not because you are waiting for it

like the person who flicks the bat signal switch

but because you are working toward it

and the organic apple pie still hits the table promptly at six

sou your housewife magic is my superhero fix

in the company of comic book fans i was always ashamed

to say i understood spiderman's aunt may

more than superman's lois lane

my housewife identity is building a home and a family

and i have casserole cooking powers batman could never possess

because let's face it

without alfred bruce wayne is a total mess

liberty hope macmillan is going on eight

he runs around in a bat costume

i think it's great

but there is this question of the casserole

and sou will do more than want him to cook it

she will teach him to cook it

because more than we need the bat

even more than we need the signal

we need the person who fixes the switch when it goes dead

and the person who fixes that person dinner before bed

a housewife is the farthest thing from helpless and compliant

because gotham sleeps more soundly when its citizens are self-reliant

