After he won on the monkey bars

When Peter Jenkins fell down and died

they told me to go to the principle’s office.

She was wearing a pink turtle-neck –

her boobs were big, and the sagged.

I told her that Peter fell,

But before I could tell her about

the stiffness of his body on the ground,

the way his lips were pink and moist

but did not move,

she got up from her desk and went into the hallway.

I turned round and watched her stand there –

she had big round shoulders that hunched over

and pulled at her tight pink turtle-neck.

She turned around and came back,

And it was a surprise to hear her clear deep voice

When she picked up the phone

“This is West Elementary School

on the corner of Lake and Laurel.

There is a boy who is an epileptic here.

He has had another seizure.

Yes, thank you.”

When she set down the phone,

She was very quiet again.

She looked over the papers and the peanut can pencil holder,

and for a second her eyebrows

crinkled down between her eyes.

But then they straightened.

She pulled up the roll-a-desk

and picked through it with her long pink fingernails,

the same color as her turtle-neck.

“Hello, Mrs. Jenkins?

This is Rose Deems from West.

I’m doing alright, thank you.

Mrs. Jenkins, I’m calling to tell you

your son has had another attack.

I’m sorry.

Alright, goodbye.”

When she put down the phone,

she noticed me again.

“He’s dead,” I said. 

