Washing Hands

My hands are cold,

Extraordinarily cold an numb, so hard to move.

Stupid me. I let the fire die, let it go dead.

Well, let’s start it back up.

It’s should get going now.

Put in wood, paper, lit and match and did some stirring.

My hands are black now.

Ought to clean them for the 5th time today.

Walk to the bathroom, turn on the hot water.

Maybe my hands will warm up.

Nope, the water’s cold.

Push down on the liquid soap

And watch the blue ooze fall into my hand

Lather them up all nice.

And watch the white bubbles

Drip and hit the white porcelain sink

Turning gray, ash gray.

The dirty suds fall from my gray lathered.

OK, they’re clean now.

Rinse them off, now that the water is warmer.

Funny, it’s not near as cold anymore.

A little bit, but I can move, and the numb, deep-set

Chill is almost gone. 

