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When [ was little I thought
women were flat-chested

like men

only they had long purple
squiggles across their chests

I thought

this way because cancer

filched both my mother’s breasts
when 1

was born

Later (I was three or four)

_.I saw another mother
naked

her swelling, succulent orbs

hanging pendulous and ripe

so full

I spent the rest of that day

naked in front of a

fissured

mirror

pulling my cherry nipples
trying to make those luscious
fruits grow

trying to escape my

mother’s chest, those plum-colored

scars like

sanguineous highways,
barren roads leading nowhere
waiting

for me
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asts and prem'z, scars, I was
what my future, and the
ittle daughters, might hold.
ven ia:fe?; I _??{:“azfz to recognize my mothers
credible beauty. She
never hid ?‘ge?‘ ?ﬁﬁéy from me but rather offered it
without embarrassment 5“ a part of her journey.
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