the bare boned anticipation of sweaty and betty borthwick

the sleeping slept and the sitting sat
to the passing colors of dawn
he sleeps soundly through the minutes and hours

relaxing in the drift of slumber 
and slow winding digestion of a double portion of chicken kiev
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she sighs and straightens 

pulling her spine against the linen of a crumpled shirt and
the synthetic of an unwashed seat cover

she stares at the roundness of his belly and with her hand on his thigh reaches for the course catalog
he dreams of 

beer and honey and 
last trip he got in a fight

with a tour guide outside
the Aya Sofia where
they rolled from the pavement  scattering the pigeons
and some Japanese
this year’ll be different

she wets her lips and with the warmth of his underarm in her nostrils 

opens 
front cover photos of dark shimmering skin
5 whole days of intense focus
5 days in the ancient and seductive art 
of belly dancing
this year’ll be different

done with bazaar shopping trips and the drunken tours to beer factory efes

this year

[image: image2.jpg]


a last night performance at a world renowned nightclub
this year

authentic exotic
this year
he’s going to get crazy love for her again 
this year….
she feels sick
and hurries to the bathroom to grab at a sharp shallow breath that drags her to the mirror and then to her knees
betty? 

are you in there love?
yeah 
be out in a minute love
they’ve just started serving in first class
which bag’s the honey in?
I didn’t bring the honey this year love
she opens the door and he sees that she’s been crying

he touches her tears

closely,  he says
you want a cup of chamomile before you kill yourself love?
yeah, that’d be nice
