To My Shrink
Peter Mladinic

You told me I was too hard on myself.
I asked what you meant.

I drink too much,

work and play too hard

on not enough sleep.

I lie awake at night thinking of Death.
She’s my girlfriend, I said.

I liked how that sounded

so I said my girlfriend Death drives

a silver Corvette.

Sometimes, she wears

a death uniform that I watch her
unbutton and step out of.

Not actually but virtually. Ours

is an online thing, I said. You

said in person she’ll be different.
How much better she’ll be then
when we touch, that is, if she lets me,
I replied. I sent her

a pendent with the letter D.

I want to be with her.

I want to tuck her in at night

and kiss her eyelashes. I liked

how it sounded, my girlfriend Death.

Death and I, French kissing among the linens

at Walmart.
That might be nice, you said.
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