Wash

By: Joseph House


I lather up my hands and start

scrubbing them on my face, wanting

to eradicate any memory, any last 

trace, I have of you. I rinse away

the soap on my face with the dirt

on my hands and old tears

from the faucet. I know that I

have a long way to go, but I
feel that it’s the little things that make
true movement. And so I wash my face,
brush my teeth, dry my eyes
to go to bed. I look in the mirror
at pain, a pimple popped into a tiny
bloodstain, slowly mixing with soapy

water, gently fading away. I shut off
the lights… move to my room…

I shut off my eyes…try to go to sleep…
you’re dancing in my dreams, teasing

my night. I can wash you off my face. I can

keep you from my life, but, tonight, I

can’t wash you away from my mind.
