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Lemon
Love is simple. It’s complicated. It shape shifts around us.
It was finite and fleeting, forever elusive.
And then I felt you.

You made your presence known in the burning sensation in my breasts and an inexplicable tiredness that engulfed
me in the afternoons.

Iloved you before first sight, when you were still a world of possibilities,
A fragile little bug I could lose at any moment.

And I called you little bug to keep from jinxing you out of existence
Because I knew it would be my fault if you went wrong.

My lemon of a body always letting me down.

But you, you took all the best from the world.
I discovered your strength in the four four tempo of your heart.

On the way home, after hearing it beat for the first time,
I saw a man under a freeway overpass with a sign.

I cried and promised to protect you from all the things.

I fe}it you like a dragonfly rippling across a still pond, a thing that delights you now in the wilderness of our back-
yard.

Like tiny fingers that tickled me on the inside, and I did not flinch away from the sensation like I usually do.

In the early days with your father, I forbade him from it. “Don’t tickle me. I can’t bear it. Save it up for the baby
we’ll have someday.”

And now you squeal with delight when daddy holds you upside down and we both descend on your warm belly
skin with fingers wagging

I had to learn to share you, but we all know I am your home base.

You were mine alone at the start and I carried you with me through our daily routine.

Our morning drive. Our afternoon walk.

Our dinner and lunch, weekly reports of blood sugar and blood pressure readings, and nightly kick counts.
My lemon of a body kept me on edge.

But you were ﬁﬁorous and long, stretching your limbs into my lungs and my pelvis.
Kick, one, two three four.
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Your father played Irish sonfs on his guitar
And you moved to the melody of each one.

I read out loud so you would know the staccato of my voice,
its alto sound and its tremble.
Six chapters from The House at Pooh Corner-.

You never rested and you still don’t,
Your nap retired at two-and-a-half.

Now we wrestle you into an early bedtime
So you don’t revert to a feral animal at night.

You came into the world sounding like a wolf cub,
with a howl, an awwwwooooo
to announce your presence in the world.

I did not hold you first.

My lemon of a body numb with narcotics and cut open across the belly.

Your father cut the umbilical cord and looked inside me,
then held your tiny dark-haired head up to mine.

“He’s cuter than I thought he would be,”
The words that slipged from my lipls,
As though I believed only an ugly thing could come from me.

I touched your soft hand,

All T could muster after 59 hours in a hospital bed,
hooked up to multiple IVs,

magnesium coursing through my veins.

The doctor pricked your heel and said your blood glucose was perfect,
My most important achievement in life.

Not the spelfing bee, or my master’s degree

But keeping my lemon of a body in check for you.

Ilooked at your button nose and my body knew what to do.
Colostrum filled your tiny mouth.

The body I hated and hid finally had a purpose.

Modesty fell away as I fed you in front of visitors.

I passed you around to grandparents, and aunts and uncles.
Love slid from their fingertips into your pores

As they traced your tiny cheeks and the curve

of your ear that matched mine.

You came back to me when your most basic need roared out of you,
Hunger bringing your cries to a crescendo.

I held you to my chest and my body was full, anticipating your appetite.
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Six, seven, eight, nine times a day. Every day.
For a week. For a month. For a year. For 20 months.

Love is simple. It is complicated. It shape shifts around us.

I thought falling in love happened once,
But you showed me it happens over and over again.

The first time you smiled.

The first time you laughed.

The first time you stretched a chubby baby hand up toward me,
Asking to be held without a word.

The first time you leaned your open mouth against mine
and covered my lips in drool,
a mimic of all the kisses you had observed for seven months.

When you blew a kiss.

When you gave a hug.

Your first teetering steps, holding onto your father’s hand for confidence.
When we taught you sign language for “all done” and “more” for mealtimes
and you used them during a tickle session.

The first time you said Momma.

The first time you said I love you.

The first time you said it unprompted.
The first time we did a group hug.

The first time you asked for a group hug.

When you climb into my lap with a book

and look up at me with your father’s long eyelashes
and my dark brown eyes,

your long limbs growing at an exponential rate,

I try to sit still in the moment.

So I can feel you.

My lemon of a body is flawless when I see it reflected in you.
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