3. A is for Anna

I never question her presence
when she invades and hovers
in dreams, like she’s alive, like
that summer was a lie.

All of her stories were true,
even the ones she invented.
All of her dogs were named
Brownie and some of them
bit customers, but only

the ones who deserved it.

Anna’s facts of life:

she force fed, and 1 swallowed

like nectar, believing her

more than I ever believed

in saints, virgins, angels:

every dog secretly wants to bite, and will,
if you allow it; don 't allow it;

stay away from the hedges (they hide there)
or the edges (they pull you in);

and I don’t mean dogs, baby;

the deep end is for drowning;
reading in dim light leaves you blind.
How will you make money,

all you know how to do is read?
Know how to turn yards of silk

and peatls the size of orzotto

into christening gowns,

wedding dresses, burial shrouds

for everyone you love --it’s a lost art.
You love me now:

stop pretending you don’t;

someday you’ll know I was right.
When I die I'll come back

in your dreams and you’ll love me
enough to leave bruises on my wrist
when I pull away.

-Joanne Peluso



