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For my family, and for Taso




Do some people imagine themselves

in the same relation to their place of birth as a scab to a wound?

—Will Harris
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Some Heavens Are All Silence

Listen to my last breath you’ll hear each breath I’ve drawn

Since my voice changed and the sound got

Deeper bow your head pull down a shroud from the heaven white

Folks get peace privacy from pull one down

To cover us I know you got a ladder or a string

A ladder in your pocket straight

And tall a white string made of white strings twisted tight

Together and it hangs

Above your head you pull and

A ladder rolls down from that heaven

White folks pull grave by grave to Earth

I know y’all got a heaven just for y’all and

A God who don’t speak or don’t make y’all listen listen

Bow your head that is the voice of God that breath




Love Poems and Others




Arm in the Excavator’s Shovel

The excavation ripples through the body

The skeleton in dirt the dirt at certain

Depths relative to the skeleton corresponds

to the shape of the living person

Thus anyone with the right coordinates

Could dig the shape of the person from the dirt

But made of dirt but with his skeleton

Inside it would it be an it

When cradled in the living arms of the worker

Because no excavator has yet been

Designed to fear the thing it rips from the dirt

No excavator would be gentle

enough not to break the simulacrum

from its bone original and frame

Or would the crumbling shape become a him

The excavator tears an arm

Off and it dangles from the shovel as

Clumps of dirt fall through the shovel’s teeth meat cooked

From the bone the shovel raised to the sky a mouth

Gaping forever and a sacrificial

altar if one’s it the other

Must be him a worker waves her arms

The skull at her feet but who does not praise

The mouth to whom the body comes




Whom I Have Blocked Out

Asked Have you ever asked ridden a horse before / Said

He’s real gentle and lifted me up

I trusted what men said was gentle

to hurt and I knew I couldn’t say / No

to what men said was gentle

and lifted me up

* * *

Onto the horse no saddle he

Without a saddle seemed naked the horse seemed more

Naked than I could make myself naked

but not / As naked as I could be made to be / Lifted

me up from the day / At the farm

Into the memory already forming

* * *

Me crouched low trembling clinging to the mane

The mane alive but not as part / Of the body of the horse alive

As part of the wind a fire at the end of the wind

Me burning in it six years old by six

I have / Already been / A sickness in the hearts of men

By six I’ve been the sieve through

* * *

Which they expel their sickness

said / You ever

ridden said the man who must have been

the father of the friend / From school who had invited me to the farm

And this is how I have forgiven him / I have remembered

only the beginning of the ride

* * *

Then nothing then the bath in the trough in the field

Far from the house in the brown water stripping in / The field

your body is a gift you have to live through

Remember me my suffering to me

To whom have I been suffering

To whom will I be healed




To Make a Wound

I roll two sheets in like you taught me so

The platen won’t get worn out and again

I write to you I write you here I know

Now you’re more me than you I’m writing in

Winter and you’re the stiffness and the cold

Still in my fingers but in summer you

Would be the bladed fingers wounding cold

Air from the hot air at the window you

Would be the roaring of the blades

Hacking the summer from the air and my relief

Grandmother tell me is it best to breathe

But is it better to be comforted

We didn’t speak for years after I left

Writing you here I give the death I take

I know I should feel wounded by your death

I write to you to make a wound write back
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