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			For the moment when the streetlights come on

			& for my folks

		

	
		
			A Bird Made of Birds

			
				“The universe has already written the poem you were planning on writing”

				—Kaveh Akbar

				The universe has already written the poem you were planning on writing

				& this is why     you can do nothing     but point

				at the flock of starlings     whose bodies rise & fall

				in inherited choreography     swarming the sky in a sweeping curtain

				that for one blistering moment     forms the unmistakable shape

				of a giant bird flapping against the sky.     It is why your mouth

				forms an     Oh     that is not a gasp     but rather the beginning of

				Oh of course     as in—    of course the heart of a blue whale

				is as large as a house     with chambers tall enough to fit a person standing.

				Of course     a fig becomes possible     when a lady wasp

				lays her eggs inside a flower     dies     & decomposes

				the fruit—evidence of her transformation.     Sometimes

				the poem is so bright     your silly language will not stick to it.

				Sometimes the poem is so true     nobody will believe you.

				I am a bird     made of birds     this blue heart a house

				you can stand up inside of.     I am dying     here     inside this flower.

				It is ok.     It is what I was put here to do.     Take this fruit.

				It is what I have to offer.     It may not be first     or ever best

				but it is the only way to be sure     I lived at all.

			

		

	
		
			
				there are enough ballrooms in you to dance with everyone you’ll ever love

				—Laura Lamb Brown-Lavoie

				& remember / loneliness is still time spent / with the world

				—Ocean Vuong
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			Ode to the Two Girls in the Outfield of the Tee Ball Game

			Somewhere nearby a ball

			is hurtling through the air

			or tumbling towards the pitcher’s mound,

			an orchestra of parents erupting into the spring breeze,

			but we don’t know anything about that.

			We have forgotten the game entirely,

			have forgotten that technically,

			somebody is supposed

			to be left field & someone right,

			that we were given instructions

			about looking skyward,

			& keeping our gloves poised & ready—

			we have forgotten the gloves. Have abandoned them,

			our fingers interlaced or braiding blades of grass,

			there is no left or right here. Just field.

			Just butterflies & bees, the soft hum one of us offers

			of a song we might or might not know.

			One of us has a tooth we can wiggle.

			One of us puts on our glove as a hat.

			We are making wishes on eyelashes & pinky promises.

			Somewhere there are girls who keep their eye on the ball.

			Somewhere boys who grab for a wrist

			when a girl rounds the base for home.

			Out here there are only dandelions.

			I am wearing the same jersey as you

			but mine has a different number

			& yours is backwards,

			& that is enough to make us laugh.

			We laugh & laugh & laugh

			& a planet blooms in our laughter.

			Our planet is open for business.

			Business is trading sunshine for freckles

			& business is booming.

			The sky is laughing.

			The sky has forgotten the game entirely.

			Somewhere somebody is winning & somebody is losing

			& they are wearing the same jerseys as we are but

			they have forgotten the point entirely.

			Soon

			someone will call our names

			someone will summon us back to earth

			someone will grab our wrists & remind us of the rules

			but not yet.

			Not before we have named every cloud,

			compared every freckle,

			serenaded every bee.

			Teach me how to cartwheel like you.

			Press your body into the grass beside me,

			I want to be able to see where we once were.

		

	
		
			Raccoon

			I am too young & too New York City

			to know

			that this is a raccoon

			staring back at me

			through the sliding glass door of my uncle’s cabin.

			It could just as easily be a cat

			who has not gotten enough sleep lately,

			or a cat who got popped one in the nose

			& earned himself two shiners,

			which might be what he earns again

			if he keeps digging through the trash cans on the porch.

			I am too young & too alone in the den

			to know not to slide open the glass door for a closer look,

			while the grown-ups are cleaning up dinner in the kitchen

			& the cousins are shooting at ducks on the TV screen

			with plastic orange guns that they do not share with me.

			I am too young & too small

			to scare him, so he does not run,

			just holds tight the scrap of fish skin he has found.

			& I know that cats like fish!

			But I have never seen a cat stand on his hind legs before.

			So maybe this is a Magic Cat.

			I am young enough to know

			that when you meet a Magic Cat

			you must bring him a gift,

			& so even though he already has some fish,

			I raise my plate,

			which I was taking to the grown-ups in the kitchen,

			but now serve with both hands as an offering.

			The Magic Cat hops down from the railing

			& now we are face to face.

			& now two more tiny Magic Cats

			appear from out of the dark!

			& they are all sharing my gift together!

			& for a moment, I am a sorceress.

			Because after the Magic Cats come the Magic Fairies, I know.

			& the dragons & wolves,

			the ninjas & spies, the adventures & quests.

			For a moment everything is possible

			& here,

			& licking at my plate,

			& I am lost in the blackest eyes & softest fur.

			& then everyone is screaming behind me!

			& the cats disappear

			& the plate is taken from my hands

			& the trash is double-bagged

			& the lids are weighed down with rocks

			& the glass door is locked

			& the uncles are shaking their heads

			& the cousins are laughing

			& the aunties are trying to explain the difference

			between a pet & a wild animal

			& I am so young & so embarrassed

			& so painfully unmagic.

			& later,

			when I am old enough to know the animals you can keep

			from the ones you cannot,

			when I am old enough to know

			a cat from a raccoon,

			a sorceress from a lonely girl,

			magic from survival,

			later,

			when you knock on my glass door

			& come in from out of the dark night,

			is it any wonder

			that for one entire holy moment,

			I am sure

			that I have seen you somewhere before?
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