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Taming What Infests Us
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Originally published in Crack the Spine
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Invaded, a pouch, a crease, a sulcus Tiny entities that do not matter do Matter now that they have bred Though you never took them in.




Nothing to do now but love them A boy in a tenement’s pets

Six legs, racing roaches in jars Pigeons, rats, mitochondria.




Here, parrots flock and strip Fruit from the trees and sing In cages on the porch. Know

What’s yours is never and always theirs.
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Safe in the Sunshine
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originally published in The Five Two
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The sun, the breeze, the waves. Something solid, and beneath, The shade and further back, the Dark pain and rage from times Long past, dealt with, beat back. Surge now in swift attack,

A venal, manly moan, I

Shower salt water from my hair, You burst right in, you whine.

At once my rage wakes up

As though no time has passed: My dad, my mom, the bath,

Her nude and dragged, the sound As feet slip in the tub,

A groan of things that slide Out of control like feet, Like fists, a face, a fall.

And all the blows mom took, Black eyes, bruised, stiff neck.
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BREATHE TOGETHER


Sun shone in through the bars On windows to keep us safe And who stayed safe?

Who? Who?

The monsters live within.
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Chiapas




originally published in Rabbit
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Tiered red blooms on branching trees. Green sharp mountains: dragon spine. Lakes: their plunge a power source.




Water that courses down Arroyos past block homes With no power lines to block The view and tanks on trucks To bring them water in dry

December, when each trickle in itself Is nothing. Nothings add up

To something when el Sumidero Claims the drops, gathers them

Like chia seeds (yes, chia) and pours Them down cascades, then bears Them to the Gulf. There they drain Into the bays, flow out

Into the sea past Platforms of grey steel
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CHIAPAS


Where orange-suited men pull up the oil That runs the trucks that transport Water up the hills to wet the lips

Of children chasing chickens in Dry

Winter Dust.
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Schrödinger’s Baby
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Did you think of abortion? No.


Flooded with tears, hormones, but more:

Relief from the sorrow you felt From years of trying and finding That profound act denied you.

You would never.

No.
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Did you see it? Yes.


The waves above sound revealed

The black and white particles of a tiny bean Inside a bubble, inside a bowl.

A box containing someone that wasn’t, won’t be, is, will be.
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Did the ultrasound show a heartbeat? No.


The probe going back and forth, back and forth, The doctor played the footage once again,

Over and over, listening for the sound Which might be there,

Or might have been something else.
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SCHRÖDINGER’S BABY


Did the doctor seem worried? No. It’s early yet for you.

It will be clear in time. You are one

Of many women whose future spreads out ahead, Women trailing behind in the doctor’s past.

Delivered, or not.
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Are your cycles unpredictable? Yes. All cycles are.
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Cavernosa
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Into the earth we enter


Casting crumbs of light to make a trail

back home.

Our brightest bulbs like endoscopes illuminate Tiny details of stone anatomy:

throat, vulva, pulmonic valve, renal calyx. Pools of liquid, dark streaks in the wall.

And silently we come to know We’re superficial, never deep at all.
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CAVERNOSA
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Breath and Gravity
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Tender gravity, constant companion, never failing, Shaping our hearts and ever reminding us to note Our foundations, our cores, shaping our bones, Framing the very breath inside pliable ribs.



Breath, sound, sustenance, that one thing we can’t


Live without. Respire fast, respire deep, sigh out slow, Breathe in fragrant kindness with each breath,

Let it saturate your one and only heart.
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Heart, broken open, broken, shattered and rebuilt, Pulsing compassion through our chests, pumping Nourishment to each body’s soft and living cells, Sending wisdom to warm our distant brains.



Brain, thought, iridescent crystal form in space,


Not-space. Source of song, seat of sight, dancing light, And thoughts of dread. Computing laws

Of nature, gravity, entropy, seeing causal chains.
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BREATH AND GRAVITY
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The Spring They Stole
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I walked into the station to report a theft Can I describe the item stolen? Why, yes:

Days of medium length. Light winds off the ocean. Breezes outdoors in the sun with friends.



Identifying features?


Faith in free expression, common sense. My grandson’s first kick.

The sound of music while walking down the street. A future for my family: work, play, hugs, joy.



The worst part of the robbery


Was when I shouted “Stop! Thief!”

And the cops threw a blanket on my head And thumped me until I stopped shouting.




Hearts attacked, hearts broken. Hours and days tick on. There’s no “pause” button as we all stop, fatten, ache, Spend dazed hours waiting on electronic deposits

That never come. Of course, there’s no one on the phones.
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THE SPRING THEY STOLE


No one can deduce the curve. Nothing’s flat except our affect.

No one knows what’s being measured, Changing from centimeters to ounces While moving the endpoint of the tape. And somehow the Spring they stole Was taken voluntarily at gunpoint Because we were more afraid of dying

Than of not living. Death just grins and waits Somewhere past the end of stolen Spring.
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Conspiracy
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A Panic in Seven Breaths
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1. Sharing Breath
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Life support training Is mandatory.

The rulebook says so. Human Relations confirms

The touch of death may come at any time. We can only avert the chill by

Breathing together, taking the weight Of moving air in

For someone who briefly Can’t.



Kneel.


Obeisant.

Worship the plastic life
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CONSPIRACY


Surrogate, the thing but not The thing itself.

Tilt back the head.

Blow into the inert mouth. It won’t breathe

With you—Pretend.

The chest Collapses

With each thrust In vain.

There is No heart.




And the glowing screen? Sit. Look at faces, filtered.

Hear voices, manipulated. Don’t speak too fast or loud Or the band will narrow, The face pixelate.

You’ll be left hearing voices, Confused, trying to connect. But there’s no need

To do CPR

When the icy hand lands on your shoulder.
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