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ALL SHE WANTED WAS A CUP OF TEA 

She walked 
Around and Around 
My parent's house 
Waiting for someone 
To stop her 
And invite her in 
To have a cup of tea 
And son1e company 

Son1e mornings 
I'd catch a glin1pse 
Of her dark hair 
From the window 
And I'd wonder 
Why she didn't 
Knock at the door 

Son1etimes we wouldn't 
Know that she was there 
Other titnes 
We weren't even h01ne 
And she'd walk 
Endlessly 
Waiting 
Patiently 
For someone to say 
Maggie 
Would you like a cup of tea 

Helena Parisi 





I'll never forget 
Mrs. Baumgartner 
She was my second grade teacher 

Her red freckled face 
Was surrounded by 
Brown curly hair 
Covered with a net 
Like women wore 
when handling food 

It was a warm day 
When windows were opened wide 
And fresh air 
Tickled my nose 
In a tease 
To be outside 

It was a day when someone 
Left a little yellow puddle 

Mrs. Baumgartner 
Was rather upset 
Over the little mess 

She asked the class 
Who did it 
And come forward 
Please 

We all froze in our seats 
silence 

Scared looks upon us 



She said she'd find out 
When no one responded 
Single file 
One by one 
Alongside of her desk 

She insisted she'd 
Feel our panties 
Or underpants 
And she did 
Each embarrassed face 
In the second grade 
Humiliated 
By her invading hand 

A boy 
So it was 
To this day 
He' 11 never forget 
When he leaked 
Through his pants 
Making 
A small yellow puddle 
On the floor 
In the class 

Helena Parisi 
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There is a lifetime in your grey matter. Waiting for you to choose a word, I close my 

eyes and lean back against the sharp corner where my closet meets the wall. You are 

talking about free cable and the satellite dish at your new place. I twirl the phone cord 

around my fingers; thinking about the number of new places I have heard about in the 

past few years. You aren't shiftless, just old, just running out of time and money and 

companions. I wonder if you miss old place with varnished wood and the too big bed 

and the clothes bar in the kitchen doorway; I decide you probably don't. Maybe 

because I don't miss it, or what went on in its rooms, behind its doors. Something is 

your voice now that was never there before, and I don't ask you about it. I dread 

knowing. I think about the stories of your drinking; hiding beer bottles in drop ceilings, 

falling down drunk when my mom got home from school, and about the way money 

slipped through your fingers even then. You start to talk about your book discussion 
.-

group and I am giving the correct mono-syllabic answers, playing with a piece of hair and 

thinking about all the smutty romances you've read. I hear you on the verge of tears. I 

always sensed that you resented your lack o opportunity and I think about the strength 

that hides under your disappointment in yourself and your life, the endurance that 

allowed you to earn plastic medals that are worth your life. You are on the other end of a 

long distance line, I sit cross-legged on my floor, visualizing you unchanged; white hair 

and high cheekbones, eyes that smile even when you bleed inside. Your breath is short 

and I know you have changed; you are slowly approaching an age of innocence again

and I wonder if I will forgive you when you reach it. 







Long ago 
My father had a garden 
Soon after he died 
The garden lay bare 
And empty 
Like a naked tree 

the 

I stood for a long time 
And looked into my past 
At a time when the garden 
Was green, red, 
Orange and purple 

early morning hours 
My dad would walk 
On the wet grass 
To the garden 
And I would follow 
Running 
Trying to keep 

I'd kneel next to my dad -
the muddy wet soil 

Picking out weeds 
One by one 
Until my dirty fingers 
Were tired 

I could smell the earthworms 
As they smell 
After it rains 
And they were scattered 
On top of the wet ground 

Carrots peeked above the ground 
I tried to pull one out 
It was stuck in the ground 
I remember my father's rough hand on mine 
And we nulled the carrot up together 



I remembered his eyes blue and shining 
As he smiled 
At the mud on the tip of my nose 

The garden may have been bare 
And empty 
But that day it seemed 
Complete. 

Helena Parisi 





Quiet creeping 
dark fluid ink, 
anger 
dripping, 
pooling into scalding 
cesspools, 
sinking 
gradually into the earth. 
A child's knife 
slashing 
beads of pain 
escaping honor, 
a patriarch's toy. 
Sleep, 
easing the too tight 
thoughts 
of glory somewhere 
beyond the nude image 
of hulking fear. 
Framed by the night, 
the scream, 
jarring out of 
sleep the memory, 
a legend that leaps 
only to fall . 

... creeps 

slowly over the mind, 
trapping rationale 

a w1re cage. 
Open eyes burn and 
remember 
ripped illusion, 

eats away 
at a fallen idol. 
No more perfection, 
only rage, 
red, 
simmering, 
is real. 
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