


Holly Painter
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She smiles, “So it goes.

My chest clenches.
[ turn my pages, try to breathe normally, not be aware of h
clinking rings, her laundry soap that’s different from mine,
bare banged-up knees tucked neatly under the seat, smooth

grazing my legs at every thumping turn.

Billy was helped to his feet by the lovely boy, by the heau

androgyne.
I read the sentence three times before nudging b

“Do you know what this word means? Androgyne?”

She smiles again, too slowly,
finds my eyes and
holds my gaze too long.

“Yeah. It’s like you. Not quite a boy or a girl. Or hard to tell.”

Two girls belt out Britney Spears and
someone chews watermelon gum and
the bus rumbles onto I-75 and
the wind blows my first love’s hair
[across her face and
I have flaming cheeks and
a word for mysel y



