Sleights

by Mookie Katigbak

It was the summer before girls, the summer

We escaped from our fathers as we would

A burr of worry in our minds, the plots of our lives

Like the plots of serialized novels, short enough

To keep our attention but long enough to keep

The story going. It was the summer of gaffes and tricks, 

As you labored nightly over how to twist an ace 

Face-up in the space between two cards, a trick that took

A simple wrist-flick for all but the ace of spades

That took a snap and a flick from you, as I watched amazed.

On a phonograph, the Cure sang “Show me, show me

Show me how you do that trick—”

As I played the willing skeptic and you flicked

Each down-turned ace until it came face-up,

Now the clubs, now the diamonds,

In the slow summer heat. Outside, the lampposts

Burned low and orange, and in their halo we wore

Our sweat as second skin, exactly like second skin. 

In a year we’d turn to other things, 

The wild release of sex, the sharp, gunmetal pride 

Of our fathers that we took as proof of ourselves—

But as you flicked that ace in a quartet of cards 

And by summer’s end I knew that with each tap 

You meant to turn the ace ink-heavy with its spade,

The less I believed in the trick than in magic. 

And though we labored in time 

For harder proof,  it was then that we knew 

It was the real that was marvelous.

