
Richard Rubin 

 
 
 
Bedtime 
  
She looks into the mirror. 
It is a face that knows her 
for who she really is.  
She can feel her lips press together, 
her prayers mute as her reflection. 
  
All he does now is talk, 
totes around his stories like an old bag. 
Perhaps she is listening, perhaps not: 
he keeps bringing up the faces 
she does not want to see. 
  
He sits on the bed, the crossword open. 
It looks like Mondrian, she thinks. 
He is so naive. 
He’ll find no answers 
in the warp and weft of clues.  
  
She turns out the light. 
On the wall, the portrait she bought 
for the chiaroscuro eyes. 
She can barely make her out, 
but she knows that look. 
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