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I remember
The women of Victoria Ward.

The laughter of Liz,

before there were good prostheses
before falsies

left, right or bilateral

were built into the cup size of your choice.
Pacing the corridors

and knitting.

Ready to go home.

Building her strength

with a strand of yarn

Tumbled upwards from the empty cup
against that scarlet scar

beneath the bodice

of her bright summer dress.

I remember

Winnie’'s eyes

watching feces pour

in a torrent

down her abdomen
searing her flesh

until I bathed her body
changed the bed

and wiped away

her tears.

We named that

foolish pink protuberance
her own John Thomas.
Her slow, shy smile
heralded victory

for the moment.
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