forgetful

i 

used

to

always

have

the

red

hot 

dream

of

not 

being 

able

to

remember 

my 

fucking

locker 

combination

and

now

that 

i

work

in

schools

with

rows

and

rows

of

lockers

i

start

at

that 

numbered

knob

with

wonder

and

tell 

it

that

i

don't

care

what's

behind

that

door

and

if

i

ever

remember

a

combination

ever

again.
