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“All water has a perfect memory and is forever trying to get back to where it was.”

Toni Morrison, “The Site of Memory”
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It’s early autumn morning. Two swallows 

fight for sound and space.

By afternoon hawks will circle

and no one will want

to sit outside. Fencing splits

the field in half. Crickets and

cicadas sing. I miss

the city, unexpectedly. There is so little

space there, but

so much to see

and all my friends

who once lived so close.

I think of them 

as a child remembers 

learning to walk. 

Do children recall such things? 

After all,

the body moves before

it learns to speak. And without 

words what can there

be of memory, without memory 

what can there be 

of days? 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

I.


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ORANGES
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Once, it was hard to  

pass Mimi’s orange tree and not 

pick its heavy boughs clean.

My parents said I had to eat

what I took. But I did not like oranges, their pulpy, 

sometimes chewy, texture. I did not like

their skin, my hands always failures at maintaining

a circular curve as I opened

it up. All I loved were my fingertips.

With an orange beneath them they became sweet, 

scented and luxurious, as I sat before 

the broken TV in her living room.

There was no one there to listen as I hummed 

to myself and stared at the blank, black screen. 

Out the window, the tree slapped itself

in wind. My chest still looked flat and I 

wondered what would hurt when it began

to rise. My fingers were sticky
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and I remembered the peel in tatters

on the floor, the fruit in my hands 

dented and, just now, leaking. 
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He sees everything, 

they reminded us 

in Catholic School. He sees 

the inside of your desk,

your mouth

when you chew, your body

under blankets. He doesn’t sleep

because in heaven 

day and night

don’t need

to exist. There is light, but no

sun, garlands

of stars, 

but no dark sky

to pin 

them to. As a child,  

––––––––
[image: ]


I always drew 

during Church. I sketched 

rows of women while the Priest

spoke. They all 

had big, soft eyes.

Some were tall, 

some with hair

to hide behind. Their dresses 

touched the

ground—the place

where bare feet kissed an earth

that looked back up

all the way from the porch

to the edge    

of the hem-deep river.
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HAIRLESS AND CLEAN
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Baby leg hairs stand

up straight. They are new

and shave off easily, covered in 

bright pink gel that

thickens into cream when

rubbed between palms. 

Water falls and rivulets form

until my calf is caged 

in white foam. It is

beautiful, but I don’t want

to draw blood, so I

slather more on and sweat 

in the steam and think of

caterpillars turning to liquid 

in cotton wombs. How strange 

it must be, 

melting into something

else, entirely.
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SOME LITTLE GIRLS
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are expendable, it seemed to me,

five years old and lying in bed 

as my father closed my window. A week before,

a preteen in Tulsa was lured out

of a slumber party by a strange

man, stolen and strangled. I barely knew

what the second word mean, strangle, but

felt it in my throat,

like swallowing a piece of rope,

as I said it out loud. Only a year later,

JonBenét disappeared. Her face 

on the cover of People Magazine was 

that of a small woman’s, crowned 

in golden hair. Like a cherub, the lady

in the checkout line said.

Horrible, my mother replied covering

my ears. My lips were not

her lips, so perhaps I was safe. 

Perhaps only angels are destined

to die, I thought, searching

my back for something like

the bud of wings. 
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[image: ]


At the museum I count 

the number of times the Virgin Mary 

went to heaven. In almost all,

her palms are straight and

tightly clasped as she

ascends. Later versions give

more warmth to her serenity— face

rounder but still placid as 

a drying lake. Only one image 

is dedicated to her birth. I stand

before it, my fingers unsure

what to do in a room

of so much not to touch.

Little Mary lays in a nurse 

maid’s arms. The most I can see

is the crest of her head, 
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even then, awaiting 

its halo. Her mother

lies exhausted on the bed, 

her hands more

limp and downcast than her

eyes as if she was tired, already, 

from knowing what she bore

was not hers at all.
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I try to tell

my loved ones of the way it tastes:

harsh, first, and then, sometimes, 

a sweetness— 

Water hiding

Cousin J’s feet 

as he smiles like a

little prince.

Mama in the RV, watching

out the window. M and I

pretending to be mermaids. 

This is how we learned

the value of long braids,

something to wrap around

our necks when quiet

blooms into silence. Evenings are fish fry

dinners, whiskey hidden 

in tabasco bottles while 

no one says  

what they really think. Instead, they discuss

the splendor 

of nature. How beautiful the trees are,

someone says. How 

peaceful the water. I remember it 

sloshing in my mouth.

Cold teeth clack and I 

try not to swallow

try not 

to spit it out. 
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