
Skivvies Heat 

The tall glass of Alma’s Sweet Tea is covered with sweat

I watch the drop slipping and sliding down the side 

I can feel the same thing on my back from my hairline

To the waist band of my cotton skivvies

An August night, south Miami, Florida and 1958

Eisenhower is building interstates

Dad is gone, something Mom tried to explain

Cramped apt in little Havana gets a breeze sometimes but not now 

Both front and back doors propped open

Mrs. Brogan’s new TV is loud cause she can’t hear too good

As I watch Alma’s tea sweat, I wonder what it means

The Nautilus has gone under the north pole underwater

Mom says the humidity is the third overcoat we put on this summer night

Not even my brother Pat has the energy to play with the cat 

Both lay on their backs on the cool tile floor looking nowhere in particular

Distorted stillness reflecting on the dark wetted glass makes me feel cooler

Silent, save the blaring TV, the air so heavy, everyone moves slower

Another drop finds its way to the puddle in the coaster

Cucumber Salad, cold chicken and watermelon for desert, moms says

Standing in her slip from work, her dark head nodding as she works 

I can see her reflection through the drops on the side of my glass

Fanning a fly away from the perfectly sliced cucumber in the bowl 

Watching her dollop the sour cream over the cool slices and the onions

Through the glistening, I am hoping she made enough

Chicken once crispy fried, skinless from my brother and I, waits on the side board

Carefully each piece from the bone, assigned to a plate 

Avoids the noise of hungry siblings debating fairness

Refrigerator kicks on and we all hear the fan’s bent blade complaint

Tea sweat puddle in the coaster now as the damp of my waist band

The sun has gone down but not the heat yet, our skin still shines

Mrs Brogan changes channels as Mom calls us to the dinner table

The heat makes all movement slow motion

Its a good day to be the oldest boy

Drink the tea, watch the drops and wonder things 

To know that sour cream isn’t really sour

Chicken is tasty served cold with Mom’s love

And watermelon is coming on the stoop as the night cools at last


