Lather
 

Each evening she came home

And washed her tights in the bathroom sink.

The faint stain of this brew

Ringed the porcelain for years after.

 

The tights

Held the bloated shape of her thighs,

her heels, briefly

Before they were dunked and scalded

In a mix of hard water and imperial leather,

Lathered rabid between slack palms.

Then, she’d roll up her sleeves and slather

The tights, sometimes pink-cheeked

and blowsy, a low flat song

Curling as cigar smoke from her lips.

Or sometimes, she was spindly and wearily scouring,

Like some biblical daughter,

The wordless sister of a son of a son of a son,

Baked between chapter and verse of Old Testament.

Or else, raising slender wrists, the suds crystalline,

She was a Princess of Egypt,

Practising grace by the banks of the Nile,

Staring at water that would return her face

Far from the smell of bacon-in-the-pan,

from the squint-eyed houses, the serpentine streets.

 

After, she slung the tights on towel racks

By the sloping window sill.

The toes bulging as they dried, ripening,

While she left, legs ghastly pale,

And swollen, aimless hands.
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