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VISITING MY MOTHER’S COLLEGE

This is where her body was

when it was sealed, her torso clear and whole,

she walked on these lawns. Curled as the Aesop

fox she sat in a window-seat, it

makes me sick with something like desire to think of her,

my first love – when I lay stunned

in her arms, I thought she was the whole world,

heat, smooth flesh, colostrum,

and that huge heartbeat. But here she had

no children, no husband, and her mother was dead,

no one was far weaker or far

stronger than she, she carried her rage

unknown, hidden, unknowable yet,

she moved, slowly, under the arches,

literally singing. Half of me

was deep in her body, dyed egg

with my name on it, in cursive script –

the most serene time of my life, as I

glided above the gravel paths

there near the centre of her universe.

I have come here to walk on the stones she walked on,

to sit in the fragrant chapel with its pews

rubbed with the taken combs of bees, its

stained, glassy God, I want to

love her when she has not hurt anyone yet,

when all that had been done to her

she held, still, in her fresh body, as she

lay on her stomach, still a child, studying

diligently for finals, and before the dance

she washed her hair and rinsed it with lemon and

shook and shook her head so the interior of her

tiny room was flecked with sour bright citrus.


MY PARENTS’ WEDDING NIGHT, 1937

Today, I thought of that blood, rippling out,

and the blood that seeps up, out of the side

of a trout when a pressed-down blade breaks through,

silvery salty sweet fish

of my mother’s maidenhead. It was in the dark,

the harsh shantung blinds drawn down, the

ruffled curtains unloosed at the waist.

She was naked with a man for the first time,

the intricate embroidery silks of her

pudenda moist upright alert

terrified, thrilled, each hair

reaching out and curling back, she was

there in the bed like her own parents,

there at the centre of the world. Now

she was the loaf laid into the pan

raw and being fed now into the bright oven.

And I thought of my father, over her,

ivory-white face and black hair,

up on his elbows like a man pulling himself

out of the ocean onto the beach. The war

had not yet begun, they lay and slept

in blood and peace, no one knew what was coming.

I leave them wrapped in that sheet, double larvum,

they sleep with their mouths open like teenagers

in the smell of champagne and semen and cruor,

they rest but I go back again and again to that moment,

looking at it until I get less unused to it,

like my childhood God watching Adam and Eve in the garden –

the first springing wrinkle of blood,

I see it as a castaway sees the leap

of life pouring out of
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