
 

 

Kenneth Wagner 
Surprise 
 
Catherine said she sent me a surprise 
in my email and to open it right away 
 
I looked at my phone on the table 
screen side up   thought   what if she sent me a cake 
 
with a girl inside and at any moment the phone 
was going to crack open and confetti would blow out 
a twisting hand would snake up followed by another  
 
forearms would unfurl wearing white elbow length 
gloves speckled with glitter   then a blonde beehive 
would shiver up   a pretty face   soft shoulders would squeeze 
 
out and a stunning beauty would wriggle her body free of the phone 
with pink buttercream on her lips   buttercream on her nipples 
 
and wouldn’t that be just like Catherine to mess around 
like that and send me a stripper from the 1950’s 
 
my phone was static on the table   but still I stared   waiting 
technology being mysterious   and it was a smart phone 
 
I finally wore myself out and grabbed the phone   she’d found a poem by Mark Doty 
about his friend who died in the eighties   who liked to wear a tiara now and again 
 
I’d been telling Catherine about this poem 
but couldn’t recall the title or the heart of the work 
or why I had lost the connection   but for some reason 
I needed it back   and when I read it 
 
I thought of Paul who like to listen to Bach 
and Doug who pretended he didn’t care 
 
and Will who had been beaten even though he was sick 
and Raul who wept and laughed and wept 
 
Then there was Lisa sitting in the bookstore stock room 
staring at the mystery books 
 
and Jimmy Jimmy who would have loved to pop out of a cake 
wearing long white gloves and pink buttercream on his lips and nipples 
           **** 
**** 
 
and I remembered why I needed this poem   why I had  
to find it   and get it by heart   because I’d lost my friends 
just like the poem   and needed to get them by heart 


