A Little Breast Music
I was thirteen, flat-chested, and desperate,

until Rita Knipper's father, who knew

practically everything,

described television as the boob tube.

Armed with a tape measure and a TV Guide,

I commandeered the old red sofa

in front of the black and white screen, 

where a miracle of invisible rays 

would inflate my bust.

After endless episodes
of Dragnet, Dr.Kildare, and enough commercials

to boost me to a B-cup, and beyond,

nothing visible happened to my upper torso, yet

I did fall in love

with Liberace, his satin tuxedo

alive with a thousand points of glitter, 

his music a wild jewel

pulsing in my chest.
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