Celebration Dinner      

On the far side of a table 

laden with scallops, salmon and chicken

all in exotic sauces

she watches her ex-husband

father of their graduate

host the celebration dinner.

He plays to the small crowd,


eyes twinkle with insistent contact,


tongue pokes roguishly between full lips,


hands flutter stories in the air

As though observing

an anthropology site.

She listens to chatter

about lives known only to them,

Smiles when a glance angles her way.

She says thank-you as nicely as she can manage,

yearns for her motel room across town,

her half-read novel.

