Incognito

“All set, Julian,” the uniformed TSA officer
moves me on to the conveyor belts

to empty my pockets into a kitty litter tray,
having scanned my boarding pass

like a bomb-sniffing dog.

“OK, Deborah,” her toneless permission
for my wife to follow me,

lugging her rolling carry-on after me
like a ball and chain.

In real life we go by Charles and Abby,
though our passports and driver’s licenses
list us by first name-last name.

Do | feel like a secret agent
penetrating enemy lines?
Or do I feel like a prisoner?
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