The Clinic
Lima, Peru

Her name is Marisol, sitting on the bench like she never takes
the load of barley from her back, eyes staring at my shoes.
She is fit into a white T-shirt with Coke in red across her chest,
tucked into a flannel skirt, held by safety pins and holes stitched.
I take a second glance at her feet, thinking first that there are shoes,
yet masking my mistake, are black stained calluses and bunions.

Her eyes down to the floor, I translate that she cannot have children.
Va a salirme.. .He will leave me, and I have nothing, she explains.
I move from across the table to the side of Marisol,
and questions begin to flow, like turning over pages in a manual.
She tells me of the rock that kept growing in her stomach,
Como una hierba.. .like a weed that could only be picked.

She lifts up her shirt to uncover four, stitched incisions.
One rips from hip to hip and the others are like weaving in her skin.
Like closing a Zip Lock bag, she runs her fingers across her pelvis line,
pulling my hand to hear her say that she thinks she is no longer a woman.
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