
Rachel Custer 

Synesthesia 

That bashful Saturday we saw jazz 
in pearl gray satin. A singer 's voice 
textured like moist earth. 

Your kisses exploded purple 
as a humid thunderclap. The smell 
of smoke scratched against my skin. 

Remember how 
you caressed my cheek 
at one hundred and two degrees? 

And you whispered 
indigo flannel in my ear. 
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Talia Reed 

Dead Sunflower 
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