K E L L E G R o o M Mannequins who've lost s U SA NM o o RE

their heads are near the table

of perfect, gold on white
e . Faccia 3, 2020
marble alone in a room

Mixed media, 19 x 19 in

with its shadow, a guard

P e r fe Ct who tells my friend not

to touch anything.

James Lee Byars, 1989 On a picnic table
a shirtless man

sleeps on one bench.
He’s taken off his shoes.
A cereal box steps

out of a plastic bag.

His back is so young,
shining, I want to rub
itas Twould a child’s
to help him sleep,

I want to hold my hand
to his forehead

like an old woman

in a fairy talc.

When I circle

the park, he becomes

old, grayed and dusty,

a real fairy tale where men
age in minutes untouched,
the spell unbroken,

but I don’t know how

to come forward

like the child looking
through a plastic mirror,
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as if she’d been waiting all day.
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