
​ ​ Chella Courington 

In Twilight Anna Claire Kicked the Can  
 
Girls brushed arms, ducking into forsythia   
fingers over lips shut tight 
 
short shorts and peter pan collars 
clover chains looped around necks stained green  
 
when suddenly she’d sniff us out of hiding.  
April was dark, heavy with moisture 
 
sliding beneath my top.  
She snared me from behind, quietly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 


