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BEDECKED 

By Victoria Redel 

Tell me it’s wrong the scarlet nails my son sports or the toy store rings he clusters  

He’s bedecked. I see the other mothers looking at the star choker, the rhinestone  

 strand he fastens over a sock.

 look too fake.

Tell me I should teach him it’s wrong to love the glitter that a boy’s only a boy  

 who’d love a truck with a remote that revs, 

battery slamming into corners or Hot Wheels loop-de-looping off tracks 

 into the tub.

 to him, 

and I’m right for the days he wears a pink shirt on the seesaw in the park.

Tell me what you need to tell me but keep far away from my son who still loves 

 everywhere 
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