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THE CAPTAIN
Wendi M. Lee

A boat of twigs and mud,

the blue-flowered

bed sheet from her brother’s

military cornered bed: wrought-iron

and bad dreams. A boat capsized,

hull curved toward beach glass sky. And she
is Captain, digging sandheavy

beer cansin cotton corners to keep
anchored.

On porches the growrups

grow fever-eyed over guitar chords,

the amber sting of age and loss.

Their sadness finds her like the singing,
warbled, far away.

Someday she too will be cast

from the shore, to live

between porch slats and beer cans.

But now she is the Captain. She stares
into the swell and heave, charting

the voyage



