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In memory and in honor | of the victims and survivors of 1 October

The tension above

The prickly pear flickers

In an alphabet of grief—

The abandoned napkin is a collapsed cloud.

Beaks of birds emerge

Beneath a gathering of leaves

I walk toward the hills

You could say we were hopeful.

I dream of holding

In an alphabet of grief—

A trampled cup is a deserted snow globe.

To weave the sky

My mouth holds space for these lost words

These lengthening

A faint voice, a strange request,

Forget the humming,

A rope begins to cut

In a frantic nine-minute window of intermittent gunfire

Lanterns, aching,

Wind-blown corners

We hear nothing

In an alphabet of grief—

Through rapture come undone,

The aluminum can is a failing telescope,

I called my mother’s dry voice desert

Life must come to the surface.

Salt-cracked faces,

In an alphabet of grief—

The desert tortoise makes her way,

The marks the firearm leaves

Can we talk about the clouds? you ask.

A slender statue

They came like shattered

We trespass

We drive east just far enough

In an alphabet of grief—

A prayer to the late Mars rover, Opportunity—

There is something about a cactus that appears as a star

Humming as quietly as sunfall,

Luxury is the blue

You tell me about the excitement of igniting

Monsoon season

A white feather floats

There is a plurality

Your hand, a basin lifted up

With the darkening of honeyed blue

A distant air

We said that we

I have never known loss
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The tension above
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the water glass
foreshadows the moon

just this once.

The mourning dove

brushes the sill like

a finger on a

trigger.
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The prickly pear flickers
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silent in the late heat, with flame 

-like petals,

snapshots of a moment,

supergiant stars,

as the sky has fallen & settles

to the coral-red floor of our still-raw earth.

Some things are meant to be seen, not touched,

never heard,

& so we wait, confronting

pasts we cannot understand, futures

that can only

be wrongly predicted.
Nopales wave us forward, gestures

of kindness when least

expected,

juxtaposed against the mountains, torn

against deep blue

& those that came before.

Even this desert was once an ocean.
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In an alphabet of grief—
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arching bonfires carried destruction

each feather gasped

hills inverted

just knowing love made night open

pushing quiet resolutions

stars tasted

unfractured...
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The abandoned napkin is a collapsed cloud.
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Which is to say we leave it behind.

The sky has fallen

& we cannot take it with us.

The night exhaled, its lungs sunken to absence,

misshapen rooms light cannot enter.

What might we whet with mothers’ tongues

to clean the paper-thin skin

of messy babes’ mouths, while ring fingers capture

tears, trace faces.

Who in the Mojave has not caught drops

of rainwater on the beds

that live beneath the roofs of our mouths,

empty chambers

which hold our breaths.

The abandoned

napkin is a collapsed cloud,

a prayer that we can see, until it isn’t,

a thought we hope

to decipher before snuffed out.

A small breath billows

before it fades.
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Beaks of birds emerge
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from crumpled paper,

concrete nouns shimmering against

what we might pretend

to see as a winter landscape,

a failed anticipation of something new.

Through proximity, what else

have we forgotten?

We wait, the shape of this

small home, with roof more gentle

than steeple, tugging us

toward the ground,

asking

us about the last

time that we felt something, truly.
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Beneath a gathering of leaves
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(by whom? we do not know)

we find a tear-stained something.

This something in the leaves

(in the heart of the woods? who are we to decide)

finds itself

shifted back & forth by the ground squirrel with

paws so delicate

they might hurt,

or by the sharp heaviness

of hooves, those of bighorn sheep, but never

by the clear wind which

cannot gain strength beyond the gentleness

of a breeze, here,

in the dead of the joyful night

(married, for now, to this, a phrase so

misunderstood).

Oh, to be

something that is undefined, to be something

that is yet to be.
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