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My sister picks me up from
the Brownsville airport

in her new VW Bug,
lime-green glitter

with violet running lights.

I throw my bag behind the seat
and get in.

As we hug, | say,

You've got a new carl

She grins, raises an eyebrow, then says,
Looks a little ethereal,

don’t you think?

Tam not amused,

not ready to hear of her reality.
Instead I squeeze her hand,

shake my head, and finally acquiesce,
I suppose.

After listing the places

she wants to take me—

the art gallery,

her studio,

the secondhand store

that sells clothes by the pound—

she adds,

Oh, and my chemo drip

is the last day you are here.
I hope you don’t mind.

I place my hand on hers

that rests on her knee

and say, Of course not,

that’s what I am here for, I'll take you.

Good, she says, as she starts the Bug,
then flips a switch on the dash

to make the lights vibrate

as we drive,

I'want you to bless
the cocktail.
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