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Lemonade 
By Sharon MacDonald 

The best pucker that I ever made 
Was when my mother was making lemonade. 

I couldn’t breath for a minute or two 
My eyes watered up and my tongue swelled, too. 

She gave me sugar water that I drank down fast 
In less than two seconds I emptied the glass. 

With lemons I’ll take sugar, water, and ice 
That’s lemonade, which I think will suffice. 
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I grabbed a lemon from next to the sink 
I took a bite.  My last, I think. 

My cheeks quivered and my lips sucked tight 
I couldn’t shut my mouth—try as I might. 

My sister, Meg, who knew what to do— 
Since she ate a whole lemon when she was 
just two. 

Well, that’s the last time for lemons alone 
At a restaurant or when I’m at  home. 


