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IT FIGURES

When I was seven

and crazy for Mr. Spock,

a Star Trek lunch box

was all I craved. Instead, Dad

bought one blaring the logo

of some football team

I’d never even heard of.

I shoved that thing in

the coal black of my closet,

then celebrated with cake.


ORIGAMI

Mom’s got a talent

for origami, but she

can’t fold me into

the jock Dad wants me to be.

At least, she knows not to try.


ANGIE

Angie’s the athlete.

Why should I compete with her?

“Why can’t Garvey be

like his sister?” I heard Dad

ask when I was eight. Mom said,

“That’s the wrong question.

Ask Garvey what interests him.

Talk to him, honey.”

Yeah, Dad, I thought. Talk to me.

But will he? I wish I knew.


SUMMER LOST AND FOUND

Stories are breadcrumbs.

Just follow the trail of books

and you will find me

lost among the galaxies

of scorched stars and ships to Mars.


STARS

Stars on my ceiling

wink at me when the full moon

comes for a visit.

I might return the favor

someday, at least in my dreams.

For now, I strap on

chapter four of Mars Rescue,

study the console,

then ease back on the throttle

for a smooth flight through star fields.


SCI-FI NOVEL

On page 59,

I meet two red Martian Trills

and feel a sweet chill

ripple through me, till Dad says,

“Football would do you better.”

Where did he come from?

The sudden slap of words sends

my Trills scattering.

I snarl and pound my pillow.

It’s too late to slam the door.


MOM SPEAKS

Later, Mom asks him,

“Why don’t you let Garvey be?”

I hear Dad snort. Twice.

“Why can’t he put those books down,

play football or basketball?”

“Garvey likes to read.

When was that not a good thing?”

“Thanks, Mom,” I whisper.

“You’re right,” says Dad. “But reading

doesn’t build muscles, does it?

When I was his age,

my pop and I always played.

We roughhoused like, well—normal.”

I go downstairs, grab a Coke,

wash down Dad’s disappointment.


ANTIDOTE

Dinner-table talk

is magically washed away

on a sea of song

the minute I clamp on my

trusty earphones and push PLAY.
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