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Anise in the Window 

You plucked Anise from the sodden earth one afternoon 

wrapped with aged brown twine like your burnt sienna eyes 

I did not know it was going to be you 

after the lasting night of closed doors and soft gazes 

tangled cotton sheets around our bare legs 

twisted fiber framing my carved hips 

I didn’t know it was going to be you–  

but the way you felt when you touched me was recognizable 

erotic 

like the way you graze the pages of your favorite book 

slowly taking in the grain of the paper, sliding your fingers down 

the verso 

you handed me the bundle of Anise 

my favorite color becoming purple. 
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