
Kitchen Light  

By Sabine Hoskinson  

 

The light, 

hitting  

that  

china  

bowl  

of Asian pears 

with its 

crisscross  

hatch,  

 

and I  

am glued 

to the  

sight,  

weighed down  

by sun  

also laying  

its hand  

across my  

neck’s nape.   

 
 


