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ABOUT HONEY

Pale and sweet, she holds court
with her stories of being neighbor
to Roosevelt over in New York

Legs cut off to her knees
sometimes she lets us children
run our fingers over the stumps

while she talks about her
and Roosevelt dancing the night
away to the Turkey and the Trot

She tells us about the pain

below her knees the pain in the
air on her calves on her ankles
on her toes all the pain there is



