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Young Girl Washing Dishes 
 
Summer evenings 
light lasting long 
memories of 
being stuck inside 
Don and Bobby free 
to dash outdoors 
 
I dawdle over suds 
shackled feet twitching 
Why? 
 
In part chafing  
halfway resigned 
fun likely over before 
the last clean dish 
 
Yet, too -- 
Solitude seduces 
moments for myself 
 
 plate by cup by spoon 
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