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I.  FINS & LEAVES

I Think I Would Be Better

as a minnow,

a bullet body glinting

silver, brain a benign bundle of cells

crushed in the corner 

of my skull. 

The whole world inverted, the sky

an unreachable ocean,

I would flit between two shallow edges 

of a muddy pond,

encounter nothing 

but hazy shapes and staggered light.

Let me leave 

my head, humid and heavy as a giant. 

Let me be the length

of my pinky finger, fluorescent

in the late-afternoon sun,

only asked to eat algae, and then 

one day be eaten,

a tangle of enzymes in acid.

Only asked to glimmer 

for children who venture to the creek,

and twinge, jewel-like, 

when they shriek,

oh, look, a minnow.

How To Catch a Person with Your Lips

Let a word hang silver from the corner

of your mouth. 

Hook your fingers in theirs

and pull forward, slowly.

Offer the head of a beetle, 

the syllable from your throat, 

other lures 

that sink and glimmer. 

Be patient and do not disturb the water.

Look for movements

that are tender and full of turmoil. 

Let the line run taut in your hands

and be a gentle sort of stubborn.

Now eat or release: 

the bones of a beautiful thing 

or scales flashing in a river.

morning glories

we never planted the morning glories / but still / they came every spring / and wound around / the poles meant for the bean plants / vines twining / in infinite spirals / my father said they would get out of hand in a hurry / if we were not careful / so we would unwind them / slowly, in early morning / when they opened sweetly / to drowsy bees / and hurried hummingbirds / their violet skins bursting forth / breathing blue / breathing love / as a child, i thought it a shame / to hate / these soft skinned hands / these brightly smiling fans / but my father was adamant / about freeing up the space / for the other plants / i did not understand / until today / when i found you / curling around my bones / vines along my thighs / femurs of flowers / a sea of green / rupturing between / my sun-bleached ribs / my ears spilling / your silken songs / your petaled words / opening / closing / my heart a bloom / opening / closing / a thing i did not intend / but now must tend to / or cut at the root / but oh, i find bare bones / so boring / if steepling my fingers / into a trellis of flesh / meant you would cover me / i would hold so still / until i curved inwards from the weight / of your veins and blossoms / dew drop fresh / moving / to catch the sun

consider the salmon

the salmon leaves the ocean / for the place upstream / where it came into being / this is called / chemical memory / this is baked / in the bones / all this to die shortly after spawning / so consider: / i throw myself up waterfalls / without fully knowing why / scales spitting / light like prisms / the whole body arced and airborne / i’m pulled to places / i dream-remember / swept up in mouths / that feel familiar / when the salmon dies / it’s a form of politeness / making room for more mouths / more decay / a rock growing ever smoother beneath / burgeoning tides / nothing to hold on to / i want to obliterate every egg / before it can lust after freshwater / to break a circle, you must eat it / monstrous / but necessary / but imagine / all the beauty i lose / in loving nothing / rainbowed scales / thick and fast in a moving river / the cold gasp / of my body against a current / closer and closer / to that first love

Love Letter with Crustaceans

Here, my spine. 

Here, my carapace, 

taut with chitinous skin. 

Here, where you bore into my back 

and removed all the soft innards 

and showed me they were silken, crimson, 

slick and watery fabric that melted in my hands. 

Here, a memory: 

luxury slipping through my fingers,

a salt song crackling on the radio,

intestine scarf flapping from the window—

your teeth sharp, but gentle.

All good things must be broken into: 

eggs, crabs, bones—

yellow yolk, white meat, warm marrow.

girl from the lagoon

i. 

the days leak from the corners of my mouth. it’s all sludge, time passing. i used to mark the hour by how much the trees gossiped when i left your house, by how much warmth the concrete stole out of me on the way back home. 

ii. 

yes, this is a form of self-indulgence. yes, this is my sick sort of joy: wishing worlds into existence. world in which i breathe leaves into my lungs, world in which i shower at your place, world in which yes, yes i do want it. 

iii. 

quickly and painlessly i fall into bed. i’ve been weaving grass through my teeth, tempting moths and other delicate husks. i stuff my ears full of honeysuckle, call it a sweet nothing. 
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iv. 

feet half-dragging, i hover over the swamp. i’ve got a pear for a heart and two yellow eyes. i’m becoming beautiful, and what are you going to do about it?

v. 

i like things best when they just barely graze my fingers, then slip away. silken and dreaming. every flower caught in the bog feels like it’s from you. 

vi. 

last week i saw you in the gaps between other bodies, and my chest swelled with your voice. my eyes barely above the water, i’m begging: don’t tell anyone i have gills. 

vii. 

tell me that you hear me, that somewhere i’m making ripples in the water, that yes, yes the moon reminds you a little bit of me, that your thumb is still painted black in my name.

Mimicry

So much of what I am is borrowed,

stolen, stapled together. 

Am I a beetle 

dreaming she is a girl,

or a girl dreaming she is a beetle?

Everyone knows 

but me. 

If I grind my teeth, 

does that mean I am hungry?

And I have eaten

so much already:

rubber tires, open wounds, my own 

fingers. I am a little afraid

of mirrors, and that includes the one

nestled in the back 

of your throat.

I don’t know how to push light 

out of me, but everyone else

makes it seem easy,

gathering up every photon

they ever swallowed

and parceling them out as gifts.  

Instead, I diagram desire

as if it were a science—

the exchange rate of bones to flowers

is two knuckles for three orchids. 

I catch moths 

and hold them in my fists

before offering you their broken wings.

It is so hard to be the right kind of gentle,

to hold anything without ripping it apart.

Somewhere, celestial bodies chart their course.

They know exactly when to touch. 

a window overtaken by ivy

once a summer, my mother / had to remove the ivy / from the siding of our house / to keep it from overtaking the windows / and shrouding the family pictures, the fireplace, the couch / in green shadows / i mourned the loss / the thin tendrils ripped from the bricks / leaving dried veins as a memory / of the leaves that climbed / twisted / finagled their way inside / this was the first time i learned / that a beautiful thing could kill you / but every season / the ivy grew back / slick and stubborn / green fingers gripping the bricks / we never noticed it / until the ivy was / a beard of leaves mocking us / lush / a life overtaking our lives / daring us to kill it / grinning and ripping / chunks of our house away with it / my mother tried fire / tried poison / tried knives / still the ivy rose again / quiet as smoke / the silent creeper / tapped at my window / romeo, romeo / i let it in / and let it kiss me / overwhelm me / the ivy climbed my spine / crawled into my skull / brain burdened, heavy-headed / i rested all summer / slept as ivy crept / across my eyes / between my teeth / out of my nose / mouth of ivy / palms of ivy / brain a ball of ivy / japanese beetles shuddered beneath my leaves / dotted ladybugs / soft and hollow moths / the grief of greenery / when i spoke / there was the sound of leaves rustling / my bones crumbled / my fingers broke off / my limbs stiff and decrepit / my body an ivory ruin / shattered windows / from when kids broke in / ivy trailed the floors / looped across the ceiling / carpet of ivy / chair of ivy / lamp of ivy / organs of ivy / my mother found me sleeping / in a bed of ivy / with gothic spires for fingers / mold in my molars / i, a moss-ridden moth house / she could not pull the ivy off / without pulling me apart / i, a little juliet sleeping / she could not wake me

Drosophila Melanogaster

My friend, the biologist,

tells me there are many different ways

to kill a fruit fly:

by drowning, by ether, by apple cider vinegar;

many small bodies floating

in a golden graveyard.

She can deftly uproot brains, whole nervous systems

with a flick of her tweezers. 

She takes apart hearts, disassembles genes,

gracefully peels off wings. 

It is not unkind, all this killing. It is nothing at all.

Most live little more than a month;
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what is a few weeks less? 

Mechanical, moving parts, thin limbs

crawling along the inside

of test tubes. Their patterns of flight

a thing of interest. 

It must be like love, being observed

so closely and so faithfully
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