The Summer of the Pea Cookies

The summer I was seven my neighbor Mr. Fong made

twelve tiny balls of puke green topped with powdered sugar
lovingly tied up in a pink silk handkerchief.

I sat in the hospital waiting room and ate them one by one—
until all that was left was a fine dust and the faint gurgling of my stomach.
I waited to hold my sister’s hand through plastic gloves

that made my fingers smell liker rubber, and itch.

She looked so strange wrapped up in the hospital blankets

and when I hugged her I could have sworn powdered sugar fell
from the front of my shirt and landed like the first snowfall
onto her skin so pale white I could see the lines of ice skaters

dancing across her arms.



