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“Jen Silverman’s poems are baptisms of desire. Economical
in syntax and generous in image, Bath astonishes at every
turn with its heart, its wisdom, its waters.”
– Traci Brimhall, author of our lady of the ruins

Bath 1
(Iowa City)
That winter, a fever came
and didn’t depart til spring
everything happened through a curtain
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the bills the rent the love affairs
with men I couldn’t keep separate in my mind
I’d never liked blondes
but they were so bright they caught my eye
like lucky coins I plucked them up and
there you go next thing you don’t know
one from the other and blame it on the fever but
the sensitive ones will leave your bed and go
out into the cold, hearts bruised, and what can you do
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