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Hanako

Hanako is a feminine Japanese name that translates to “Child 
of the Flower.” Hanako-san is a Japanese urban legend similar 
to the Western “Bloody Mary.”

Struck still by the fragment
of my jaw
		  I press my hand to the window
		  I’ve cut from the steam.

How the water clinging to the mirror—the droplets
	 on my skin both obscure the pink rivulets

		  blooming from the harsh
		  protrusion in my throat.

			   Now stippling the sink.

	 Thin razor. Fingertips
		  brushing the apple,
			   now red and ripe.

First the pressure of a trembling
			   blade, the separation of skin.

	 Then the bite of air
				    on open flesh.

Then you. Again,
		  in the dark corner of my eye.
		  What calls to you?
		  And who?

			   Soft sting from a bitten lip.
			   A hangnail torn from its root.

	 We’re told never write a name in red.
		  Skin split, spitting you onto the blade
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			   of this page. Here, I invite you again.

			   Split finger, split mouth. Tongue coiled
			   behind rows of teeth. Metal reaching
					     out from the dark of my throat.

	 I curl mine back, graze my incisors
		  yet still too timid to bite down—
			   to press the sharp bones into my flesh.

			   To submit. This curiosity for the taste
			   of copper. This desire to coat my jaw.

Forgive me the day I consume myself—
		  when I dye my ribs
		  with something like ink.

		  Crushed blossoms soaked
			   in remnants of the first snow.

			   A handful of ash
				    sinking below the surface.

		  Dip-dyed strips of linen strung
				    from the rafters, dancing
						      in the gasping glow of evening.

			   How beautiful
					     to be soaked in all that dye.

	 Tell me: if I only swallow vinegar,
		  if I gorge myself on smoked plums,
		  if I scrub my skin with salt
		  till my veins run sour

					     will I, too, be beautiful?

I imagine your hands pressing through
		  fragments of steam and glass, tenderly
				    cradling my jaw. I imagine you
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					     plucking the apple
					     from my throat.

	 I remember the game I used to play when I was small—
			   when I called on you, heart racing. Ready.

		  I would turn off all the lights
				    and spin three times

					     sketching our final
						      moments on the mirror with
							       my mother’s lipstick.


