

Dear Beautiful Man and Jesus 
By Sara Kumar
I don’t drink Skinny Girl Coffee anymore,
and I’m thinking, can we like not call it that anymore?

I drink pumpkin sauce latte with light ice sometimes,
and I’m so American, and I love India.

I love drinking coffee in a cup with lavender petals 
and ice to cool it,
and I’m like so loving Pakistan, 
and Kew Gardens right now.

I need to drink coffee in a cup my nephew gave me,
God, let him be well in Frisco outside in summertime,
It is too hot here in September for outside recess.
I think we need to not worry,
and sometimes I need to feed the ones close to me.
I drink latte with light ice sometimes,
and I ask, are we alright 
with thoughts of weight being there so often?
Let me pray to God now.

I can’t jog like I used to, and I’m not very thin,
but, in college, I think I was obsessive 
about my weight, and let’s eat so well, sweet sisters.
I have a dream about Pei Wei and tofu noodles,
and tai chi dancing in the morning with Jesus.

I love drinking coffee at home also, with my nurse,
who helps so much for me to have beautiful
coffee in the mornin, dear brotha.

I think Barbie dolls are not made well actually,
sweet sisters.

I’m like walking after a stroke, and I still think about 
my weight sometimes, sweet friend and Jesus.
Let’s pray in the evenins if we can 
with a beautiful actress and friend and sister,
and let’s not worry so much, sweet friends,
and dreams about a stroller and being carried,
all of us.




Can we call this coffee that I don’t drink anymore ~
bitter coffee, truly?
Because it tasted bitter actually, and
I like black coffee now too with milk and no sugar,
I need help with sugar, Lord God.

I like beautiful coffee
And let’s not call girls skinny, is that okay?
This world has so much beauty
I like coffee with ice cream a lot,
this tastes good to me.

I’m so loving to observe more, and I like to listen also,
and now I’m at peace often wid Jesus





Jesus, I wish I had gone to less nightclubs 
in my twenties,
I don’t remember them well, the nightclubs.
God bless us.

I remember the play piece with sweet friend and Jesus,
Let’s go fer coffee and cream dream
with romantic Indian friends,
and I would love to listen
dreams of marriage.

I love my brothers so much.
I remember Atomic Cafe, 
and is it still there, in Houston?
We had a lovely time there, didn’t we?
God bless our memories, please peace

I love science and politics,
Why not bring a textbook to a dialectic 
community gathering?
So many children remember what an atom is,
and that they are small.
We are beautifully made, in the image of God.
Atoms are beautiful,
and so are the planets.

Let’s always tell our children they can come home
when they need to.

I love my sweet friend and Jesus,
and I pray about small tears.
Stephen Hawking had beautiful childhood memories,
and I do too now.
Into the down in awhile, and hold my head, Jesus.
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