Immigrant

Just off the boat wearing

used clothes, cooking 

borscht, sewing in a

sweatshop.

When the moon rises

fangs extend and there are 

wistful looks at passersby.

Don’t believe in vampires

she tells her son, they don’t

exist.  But just the same a

string of garlic hangs in the

kitchen to ward off the possible.

Night time is a nightmare alone

in bed with sounds of sex through

the walls where the newlyweds

moved into the apartment next door.

Morning brings a different reality.

