Rural Philosophy

Thales (said that water was the fundamental explanation of the universe.)

Lapping our burning faces,

Drenching our silky ropes of hair,

Flecking (Girls!)

Our naked breasts.  (Stop running water!) Grab me that towel, quick!

Undulating in the arm-full of a red plastic bowl.

We splash and scream,

Awkwardly aware of mother’s gray tendrils falling over her wrinkled cheeks

Two floors beneath us.

Irritated at the film of urine tickling her ankles,

She gums duct-tape and metal in her fingertips,

Slicing strawberry on the raw edge pipe.

Thales

Clattering the light wood frame,

Slapping the gray unconscious house.

The silence of a drip,

Slow, out of clumps of unbrushed hair,

Quick, through the crisp black of the pushed-aside yellow curtains,

As we empty the bucket out the window,

Pausing to moan the splintering ache at the back of our necks.

Thales

Blurring our cracked window frame picture of father

Squatting between the shuffling pattern of ears

Pumpkin flannel sleeve rolled back stark:

A plump brown hand grasped uncertain

About the rusting tractor hub-cap

His navy hat small and singular against the ground beside him.

Letting his this gray hair smooth over his forehead,

He tilts back into the dull fluorescent milk sky,

Sticks his tongue out,

Drops back to crush the wailing green bed,

To squirm and stretch his knees

And dig his fallen palms into the pebbly mud,

Letting it soak in through his roots.

Thales

Drooling thick out the corners of our mouths,

Awkward, melting cubes burning and numbing our cold sores

Making it impossible to smile,

Making us jump and tap our fingers over our raw cheeks.

Thales

Shrieking the joy of an unraveled hose,

Sneaking quick and dimpled past the passenger window,

To snap, saw, blubber

Through our cupped, purple tee-shirts,

Sloshing mud holes between our inflamed toes.

See how long you can go!

Merciless fire tingling nectarine red

In swollen hands, suctioning over our stretched faces,

Ripping our swirling ropes of hair.

Thales

A coagulated cream of colonel blue clouds descending,

We breath hard and full,

The tall grass still and clinging

To our sweating calves,

Our tank-tops and jean cut-offs,

We stand warm and waiting, expectant,

In the rip of another dry neon-coral surge.

