Reflections from Bedsheets

Seven degrees outside, 


the middle of a January night so cold 



the stars shake,


and we make the window fog 



condense.  

I watch each tiny trickle roll down the glass and cut 


a riverbed through the steam as you move


rhythmically in me.  

As we make love, I study


specks of dust clinging to the edge of the ceiling fan,


the outward bowing of the curtain rod,


the nail polish stain on the dresser, 



cherry red, 


a blood-like bloom against the hardwood.  

Your breath on my neck is warm like the ocean-pulse


of your hands on my skin,


and your hips


are the tide’s ebb and flow.

Seven degrees outside,


the middle of a January night,



and we are a current of sound




of water




of electricity

in the quiver of starshake

and the rivers of melting fog.

-Leah Makuch

