

White Orchids by the Window

In a spray and a bowl of cucumbers freshly picked
						   By the open window. White orchids and a bowl
Of cucumbers by a window. I never would’ve guessed at
						   The display of richness and of sex in the kitchen of 
A friend of a friend. I was helping to move a piano
						   Out from her house and into an old panel truck 
To drive to his house and carry somehow up his steps
						   To the living room that has a bare place on the wood floor
By a window where we are going. And this was 
						   Years ago now—I hardly remember her or her name or 
Why she was getting rid of the piano for free, maybe
						   Moving away or generosity. But I remember the tendons
Of her neck pulsing a little as she played some Chopin
						   That was full of longing and I remember the white
Orchids, a cluster of seven or eight blossoms with 
						   Naked green stems rising up in a bend together leaning
Toward the sunlight of the window and the glass bowl of 
						   Cucumbers maybe eleven or twelve of them still warm
From the garden—I know because I grazed them lightly
						   With my hands and then the orchids too burying my face
In the flowers before we left and my friend said what the 
						   Hell and she said go ahead that’s alright, you go right ahead. 
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