Bangkla Fried Oysters


This is a story about food--
street-side next to an old bank
and grimy 7-eleven. 
My child mind remembers
dreams of smells, air thick
under rims of umbrellas,
clouds of steam
condensing on tin-roofed carts,
working back
to a hungering ground.
Crunch and savor,
MSG buzzing the tongue,
nighttime lights and farting motors,
dogs drooling at the corner,
rough plastic stool I sat on
to watch cooks conjuring magic--
telling my body it is home.

