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This |s How e Love
Emilee Kinney

Like wind
tearing siding
from our home, CXposing
gritty black
beneath, your
tongue grates
against my skin, peeling
back pale
flesh for
roses beneath,
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back to his chest. She wants to dance
by herself, but will remember her father’s
locked knees and bent frame that held

her weight as she’ll tap her black boots
between the man’s shoes. He’ll wrap

his arm around the small of her back
so she won't, so that she doesn’t, fall too
far away from him. Her mother warned

her not to trust him, but her father never
showed her how to end a dance,




