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Digital red lights flash within my dream

Accompanied by a steady “BEEP – BEEP – BEEP”

Five-fifteen A.M. and I am walking in my sleep

Hot water cascades down my skin

Reminding me that it’s time to greet the day

I envy the sleeping sun 

Who is smart enough to know that the day has not yet begun

Each throbbing pellet echoes

As it hits the porcelain tub

Screaming, “Awake!  Awake!  Awake!”

Steamy voices reverberate in the screeching rusty pipes

The call is dimly intercepted by my reluctant brain 

Hello?  Are you there?

Another morning

Another day

I sigh as I reach for the towel with a saturated arm

My vapid face attempts to disappear

Behind the misty mirror

But one wish is very clear…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
Driving in the blue darkness, I turn the heat on

My left knee guides the wheel as I search for my favorite song

At six-fifty-six A.M. I arrive at work early

Four minutes to be precise

Alicia Keys plays one more verse before I leave my paradise

Into the world of daycare I go

With the memory of the music still rhythmically humming in my head

Soon it is drowned out by a whirlpool of whining and wants 

Drawing endless pictures 

Folding endless cootie catchers

Sitting in small plastic chairs

“Don’t touch that, that’s not a toy!”

I pretend to be a mean adult 

That’s what I’m supposed to be

But he ignores my authority

While inside I secretly smile

In my heart, I am still a child

They complain and inquire,

Tell me what they desire

I sigh as I hand her a fuchsia colored crayon…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation

The bell rings at eight-ten A.M. and I am free

I escape to my car, back to Alicia Keys

The sun now shines between the leaves

I wish I could roll down the window

Take in the morning

The sun

The breeze

The sky

But each time I try

The pane collapses in its rubber/plastic socket and wobbles like a lazy eye

Parking is a struggle

Nine A.M. and it seems the entire student population is late for class

Drive, park, walk, run… get it done fast

Nine-thirty A.M. we sit around in desks

Talking about Puritans and witches and evil versus good

Poor Young Goodman Brown has lost his faith in the world

Hester has to wear a Scarlet Letter all her life

We discuss the meaning of it all

To judge a moment in time; is it really our call?

Regardless, this is a class

And I have to pass

My hand shoots into the air 

I sigh as I answer the professor’s inquiry

Meanwhile wishing I was brave enough 

To contradict my own answer – or better yet, the question…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
Eleven-seventeen A.M. and I am back at home

If only for a short time

An interval of peace

Yet it is still chaotic when I’m alone

As I wait for the computer

To load

I unload

The dishwasher

Fold the towels

Fix my hair

Check the computer – still not there

Between homework and cleaning 

I make some food

Cereal or Pop-tarts?

I don’t have time to pour the milk

So Pop-tarts it is, straight out of the wrapper

The computer is up and running

After the long wait

But now it’s too late

I sigh as I gather my books

Take the car keys off the hook

Out the door without a second look…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
I drive back into the mad dash at one-thirty P.M.

A guy in a silver truck cuts me off

He thinks ‘cause I’m a girl I can’t compete

I remain cool and calm in the driver’s seat

This jerk is in for a treat

I pass him by and see the anger in his face

He comes up fast on the right, invading my space

I start to slow down as I approach the railroad track 

Where the cops wait behind the trees

Every day

Between noon and three

It never ceases to amaze me

How many people still speed past this spot

You’d think they’d learn

Apparently not

That guy deserves the ticket he got

I make it to class at ten-to-two

The professor walks in right on cue

Without a word he walks over to the chalk board and writes: Sojourner Truth 

There are only three black girls in our African American Lit class

But somehow I feel like the minority

All these students with their glazed-over eyes

Copying notes that they’ll only memorize

Long enough to pass the test and then throw away without a care

Am I the only white girl who feels the depth of Black heritage?  

I know that their hardships are not mine to bear

Their history is not rightfully mine to share 

But

Still 

There must be something we can share

I want to absorb every word into my pores

Soak up some of their rich vibrant color

Use it to paint the hearts of my race

Until there’s not a trace of race left

I sigh as I put my hand down

Even the black students frown when I ask too many questions

As if it’s none of my business

No matter what anyone says, there’s no cure for original sin;

We are all still defined by our skin…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
After class I walk across the campus

Enjoying the scenery

Counting steps from one place to the next

Four-thirteen P.M. and it’s time to eat again

The choices are limited – healthy or not

I compromise:

Caesar salad and fries

If it wasn’t for all these skinny girls and hot guys

I might just live on fries

But no (I sigh)

I must maintain my size…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
Now it’s six-forty-two P.M.

On my way to work I listen to India Arie

Once in the mall, the concept of time is nonexistent

I take the escalator to the calendar kiosk

Where I automatically paste 

A fake smile on my face

“Can I help you find anything Ma’am?”

It’s always a risk asking that question

One teenager wants to know where Hollister is

It’s a clothing store

I’ve never heard of before

I’m here to sell calendars, nothing more

She walks away disappointed

I sigh as I move on to the next customer,

Slapping that smile back on my face

While in my mind I try to find a happy place…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation

On my way home I stop at Taco Bell

It’s ten P.M. exactly as I walk through the double doors

I bypass the drive-thru

‘Cause my window doesn’t roll down – as I mentioned before

“I’ll have a Nacho Bell Grande” 

All the food groups in one

Cheese

Meat

Tomatoes

Lettuce

Corn chips

A well balanced meal (I tell myself)

For just $2.75

Two minutes later I’m home, drop the books on the floor

Flip on the TV to FX and watch the dysfunction unfold on Nip/Tuck

All the while silently scolding myself for watching TV 

Instead of reading Bronx Masquerade for English 384 

(Sigh) It’s been a long day

I don’t wanna think anymore…

What I really want is a vacation

From expectation
At eleven-twenty-nine P.M. the door opens and he is there

Overnight bag in hand

He takes off his Notre Dame hat and sets it on the table

The hat that nobody likes

The team that several despise

But he doesn’t seem to mind

And my mind is elsewhere 

Now that he’s standing there

Now I can relax

Breathe

Feel

Smile for real

We lay side by side at twelve-twenty-two A.M.

I set the alarm for five-fifteen again

Barely five hours between now and then

As I lay beside him I sink into the night

Moonlight shines through the blinds

And forms shifty lines 

On our skin

His arm is across my stomach, secure

The only sound I hear is air transforming to rhythm in our lungs

Until his voice penetrates the silence in a small whisper

“I love you”

I sigh as I reach my arms around this man

We find each other’s hands

And are joined under the stars as destiny planned…

I finally find my vacation

From expectation

