


Wondrous Love

My best friend’s sister cried.

“Why, Phyllis?”  Wordless, 

She showed us her thigh,

The marks of a strap.

Her father beat them, her and my friend, 

And more than once he frowned at me.

Devout servitor of the ethics of the belt,

He was the force in the home, the power,

The meter out of justice, the sure sign

That we were regarded, stern shadow

Under which we could all shelter,

While his wife served pyrohy and holuptsi.

While, two blocks away, my father,

Kind to all others,

Was distant from me, afraid of shame.

Creator of gadgets and houses,

Snapping like the Pekingese he once owned,

He only spanked me once. And 

Of all the gifts he gave

That is what I remember, 

That sign, never repeated, and, thus,

Through all those anxious years,

There was never between us

That blessed reassurance. 

