Joanna Eleftheriou 

hypothesis of love

If I could be anywhere in the world, I would be in your kitchen. Like that night all flooded with lamplight and quiet. You would not be hugging me, but we would have fun—together, talking, drinking a little coffee with cream even at this late hour and then just maybe an eyelash would land on your cheek because of all the eye-rubbing laughter. I'd blow at the eyelash and brush your cheek 

with my finger, and so I would discover the softness of your face. 
I would apologize for loving you more than I should, and  wouldn’t listen when you said it was all right. I would ask if I might put my head on your shoulder as we sat cutting string beans in two, and you would say no, no, let this time, this sharing of a table be enough for you. And once the beans were boiling, we would open the door together, and go out onto the porch into the light of stars and lamps, I following you, and I would see the slump of your shoulders, and the wrinkles in the skin of your neck.

In this, the world in which I love you, the light would splash us like water, the darkness furl like smoke. The air would be cool on your back porch. Dewdrops would form, grass and flowers sparkle. You’d show me a rainbow in the grass and then we’d remember the pot, and return to the kitchen, take oil from the cupboard and a lemon just cut from the tree and sit here in your kitchen, here where I would be even if the whole world should offer itself to me.
