I Begin To Steal Your Car From a Rocky Mountain Conoco Station

because you call me lady. Lady like nylon stockings, stewardesses. Like my aunt who sleeps her way into the television. Lady is the girl your grandmother watches for with binoculars, when she is hoping for babies. I put the Lincoln into drive when your feet hit the pavement. Your family’s quadratic equation needs a lady to balance your brother’s nights in the suicide watch. Lady. The word spreads across my face like a quick inky slap. 

I am gunning it. Because you were born in a taxi cab. Because you found your leather jacket in a creek bed. Because your guitar was from the gutter. Because your house was a speakeasy. Al Capone, I don’t believe you. Anarchist literature, I don’t believe you. Because you told me about girls who were less pretty but more pliable.  Because you said you were incapable of love, I let you have me. Halfway across the country, I let you spook me. In the parking lot of the Motel 6: your arms and frayed flannel shirtsleeves, 1994 hair blowing my face. 

I am thinking of Halloweens when I’d played mummy- fabric and toilet paper dragging my limbs. Slow stumbles in sleet filled drives. Bronchitis and melted candy. I am thinking of the time the neighbor girl and I wrapped her father’s toes while he was sleeping. Six whole packages of band aids. I remember the ones I stole from my house were red and blue with white stars. I am thinking about a lady who’d be able to remember when a gallon of gas cost less than a candy bar. 

