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Rhythmless
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She goes chained to the tremor of a rhythm that never arrives. 

—Frederico García Lorca (“The Passage of the Siguiriya”) 

––––––––
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We have considered want, to be in its bondage.
But to rhythm is another thing. 
I’ve imagined feet soles shoe-laced with cymbals, a mouth smiling 
piano-key teeth.  

Violin-stringed sinews.
The skies stretched out with sheet music, with music symbols floating 
around like snowflakes adrift, to

reach past the town limits to where the city turns gritty and the ground is 

strewn with syringes. 
Morning brings its own music: the sound of spoons clanging against 
coffee cups, the teakettle’s whistle, 

the whispers of grandparents against the backdrop of static-lined weather 

reports.
But what if the bondage was waiting for the want? 
The dawn that brings no birdsong. 
In the city, the skyscrapers may scream their white noise, the traffic jams 
bullying people into the day’s

end with brisk backslaps till they reach the gutter and bottom out.
But later on there will be a moon, shining its halo on the dark wingtips of 
black butterflies that flutter 

manically through the mist of this balmy midnight. 
Here a woman walks, her bare feet moistened by a mossy path. Chains 
hug her waist and breasts like 

large bracelets, and are wound into her braided hair. The blade in her 

hand can’t cut through the chains, 

but chafes her wrists and glows against the fountains. 
She expects to hear some score to her drama, an uprush of symphony to 
announce her as the serpents 

slide in. But it doesn’t come, and even the advancing snakes are silent, 

their famished tongues flickering 

stoically.
Flowers spoon limes and swallow their wedges, spraying citrus on her 
smock. 
Oleander petals fall, as mute as swans.
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Fever Dreams
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As a child, I suffered frequently from fevers.

Laid up on the living room couch, with a cold cloth on my forehead  

I watched Disney movies and other fantasy films.

When I slept, these characters flooded my dreams  

where they grew fangs and became less cute.

Their bite marks itched me like the hives that sprang up spontaneously on 

my skin in erratic  

polka dot patterns, itched me like the chicken pox I got not once but 

twice in third grade,  

some now scratched to ragged scars on my skinny shoulders.

As young as six, my dreams were tinged with sex: 

Cinderella being pawed by Snow White's seven dwarves,  

Dorothy's dalliances with Scarecrow and Tin Man.

To put the fire out, I was tossed sobbing into tubs of ice water my 

stepfather's hand firmly pressing my 

head under as if for the final baptism, as if the first blessing in my infancy 

was not, and would have 

never been, enough.

When I awoke sometime later in the melting mock igloo, the air steaming 

and my hair sizzling like wet 

electricity, the scorched muscle in my mouth was always still too swollen  

to allow me to either shut my mouth or scream.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Devils
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I know not what I do

when I have taken to this ugly habit

of sleeping at night.

Sins are salty,

and need to be sweated out slowly.

And I have closed the corpses in the closet,

ate bees to sting my mouth swollen

so maybe I would learn silence.

When I was young, my brother and I

traced words on each other’s backs,

guessing at the words,

(Naughty Words)

while my mother fought her devils in the kitchen.

Devils, yes they exist,

with their hard-wrought, wrinkled hands,

fashioned to hold some firm ball of weight,

that piece of you that is your core

and stretch it as thin and transparent

as raw egg white.

I hoped I wouldn’t have my own (devils, that is).

But one day they came firmly red like the lick of a flame

and burnt my backside.

––––––––
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They came and made me put on my shoes

no matter how sleepy

no matter how heartsick

So I could sit in a corner somewhere conspicuous

With empty wine and whiskey glasses

and obsolete wishes crumpled in my back pocket.

What could make me look in an empty alleyway

for affection.

What could make me stick my hand into fire even when

I have already lost so much skin.

My mother sometimes shrieked, 

ripped the sleeves off of her sweat-soaked shirts.

She sometimes thought I was a devil and split my lips

with her fists.

I don’t make much noise though, when they visit me.

I absorb them with sponge-like accuracy.

I tremble and swallow my tongue.

I sometimes even bend over to oblige them

and get it over with quickly.
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Conversation with My Pen
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I can no longer do with your sullen silence, a propped up phallus with no 

target, the monument pointing to the void of an empty page, occasionally 

leaking your ink prematurely, spoiling what could be a poem.

I would like you to reclaim your throne, thrill you to again take me by the 

hand. What you made was always so much lovelier: a graceful dance of 

arabesques, an origami of words taking the shapes of songbirds and 

sailboats. You gave my words curves, curling them into ringlets until they 

charmed like a dozen tap dancing Shirley Temples.

A poem written by a pen is one smoking a cigarette, drinking a martini. A 

poem written by a pen is one wearing a short skirt while crossing and 

uncrossing its legs. It is all cleavage and no concealment, while the laptop 

poem is a pin-stripe pantsuit, black coffee, black tie affair. It's all formal 

with no frills or fragility, whereas the handwritten poem twists and 

writhes and sinks its jagged edges into x's and scribbles.

With the keyboard poem, any error is erased by the backspace button, 

showing no traces of the traveled road, all crumbs left along the way eaten 

eagerly by a machine until all that's left is the perfect poem.

Because you see, the laptop is like the vibrator you buy to keep up with 

the quickness of your needs, whereas the pen is the hand you used before 

technology intervened. You know which way is faster, but also
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