
Space Cowboy

I love you, but you are difficult. Your mom agrees. She 

laughs and floods her coffee with whiskey again.

It's evening. The stars come out, and I ache at the 

spectacle. I lose my breath when the baby kicks, and we wonder 

where you are. I concentrate so hard on your face that I flush 

and shiver. I will the image into our child.

She kicks.
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