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Stirrings               

She spends nights on her feet
tipping pills into throats of the aged,
swabbing their bedsores, chucking wet linen, 
the rotator cuff hurling pain’s metal
the length of her arm.
At midshift, at three, at the gooseneck lamp
lighting her station, she writes up the charts.

In the mornings, sleepheavy,
she wheedles her daughter’s pressed thumbs
from the abdomen under the nightie,
guides them to the pitcher’s handle,
slides the cereal under the milk
and with luck holds her tongue at bodily 
nonsense, the girl nine years old.

She takes off her nurse’s uniform
and slides into bed, the man turning his back,
hands balled in the clamp of his knees.
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