
Two Poems by Dennis Herrell
 

 
In The Kitchen 
  
I hold my breath… 
as you stand at the sink 
staring out the window… 
as the cat moves  
in a straight line to the bowl… 
as you turn to give me your look. 
 
Red Memories 
  
What passes for past 
is no more than bloody scab, 
hard crust covering a tender spot 
not important enough for bandaged care, 
just something to pick at 
during a slow moment, 
  
or give an absent-minded squeeze 
to start the flow 
of red-running memories, 
as feelings fall, 
soldiers in a row, 
each jaundiced brother lying dead. 
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