
Moth Swatters 

 

Imagine two young girls with matching bowl cuts 

in matching flower printed dresses and white sandals 

standing on the smudged glass of the kitchen table 

with dirty washcloths in both of their hands 

flailing body and fabric frantically through the tepid summer air. 

Can you see how the girl with the red hair like cherries bosses around the girl 

with hair the color of dishwater after dinner? Look how the dishwater 

girl responds: shaking one dish clothed fist towards the cherry girl. 

But now they stop and turn, eyes drawn to something on the ceiling. 

Cherry and dishwater find the moth, flittering close to the hanging lamp 

and begin to swing the dirty dishcloths over their heads.   

Pity the moth trying desperately to escape the wrath 

of two girls in white sandals with matching bowl cuts 

standing precariously on a glass topped kitchen table.  

 


