
First Confession 
after “First Date” by Sabrina Benaim 
 
It’s so hard to say what you mean  
but so simple to write what you feel…  
 
I feel ashamed. What I mean is marked up  
by a curvature of white porcelain– an old lotion bottle  
bearing a red rose in full bloom. I feel ugly in the mirror  
& outside it. By that I mean stretched skinny over enlarged bones  
after years of yo-yo dieting, starving, hating my skin bag,  
the wiggle & jiggle of body fat. I tried to dissolve it.  
I almost succeeded, but some things stayed.  
Like the silver snakes slithering up my abdomen,  
the keloid scars from a gallbladder extraction  
that was supposed to be good for me. Nothing  
was good about it: post-surgery staples sinking  
their teeth into me, the doctor yanking them out  
as I lay trembling on his table a week later.  
Or that moment he said you’ve lost weight Mari,  
& I smiled. I wanted him to notice. I needed affirmation  
more than his assistant holding my dry hand,  
the absence of metal sutures.  
 
I feel afraid, like I’m tripping on the feet  
of my shadow. I wish I knew what it meant,  
why my arms have stopped searching for a form-fitting  
pillow at night. Why I dream within a dream.  
By that I mean someone loves me–  
 
Not my mother. I feed from her hand, a little bird,  
hungry for more than she can give. No, someone bigger  
than the world, & its problems. What I mean is the homeless  
population is growing. I see them– under freeways setting up tents,  
at the market holding up help me signs on bent cardboard.  
I should do more than say a Hail Mary, but I’ve been taught  
to pray for the poor, & soon I will be one of them, so I pray 
really hard. By that I mean I squeeze dirt-stained faces  
between my hands & hold them. I want someone to hold me  
the same way. Say it’s ok to depend on someone stronger  
when you are afraid– to drive a car, when gray clouds  
swallow up street lines, traffic lights, signs, people.  
I mean anxiety is a bigger deal than we make it out to be.  
 
It’s bad at first, but it gets better we say. I scream bullshit.  



I wake up every day inside a cage, to mental illness, my normal,  
but I’m still not used to it. I want my hands to grip the wheel  
& turn my life back on course, but they never listen.  
They don’t have ears. But I suspect they hear the cracking  
of knuckles, biting of nails, scratching of skin. What I mean  
is, I love them, that they do not speak or crash into me  
from behind. They are always before me, fiery star shapes  
shooting into the distance, my future. Which is to say  
fireworks are most beautiful before they disappear. 


