That a Touch May Sunder

They watch children in the fountain

step on yesterday’s wishes. She can’t imagine
living anywhere but here. She’ll sacrifice
money, she’ll sacrifice love. He pictures

her as a child, fashioning earrings

from Scotch tape and fireflies,

expecting them to live.

A night that will feel soon (how

months slip by when looking back

is all you do), they’ll drift down a lamplit sidewalk
past a restaurant full of people

who pay no notice. The air: balmy, breezy, impossible
to answer what isn’t asked, to say

whose shoulder leans toward whose—

but today they’re here, imagining this,
imagining that. As a girl she wanted

to speak every language, to be home

in any conversation. To be carried

by the stream. As a boy he wanted

to be an astronaut. To be left in his own cold
corner of the universe, floating

toward the nearest star.

Note: The title comes from The Age of Innocence by Edith Wharton.



