§0- my- poul may
S pong

we may use sound. each auditory ping

gathered in our arms. so much honey.
to smear on the cheek. so many bells
that the tongue forgets to
weep and wander back and forth
through time. these voices are merging,

my grandmother, you, my child. we may
use words though they say go

back to sleep. all this and you still

learning to use your name, though it sits
waiting in the throat kinked
back up like a perfect knot

you never forget how to sing. .
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“we’ll smile at you on your
way to a glory that for all our stellar thiefs we
shall never be able
duplicate®

m%,/wart Zfenq/;, Lo elieve. | ]

it persistsina
boat that
drags a long
skirt through
muddy air
saying this sky is
mine
actually
mine thes

that wall this future
me all us our time

ours dancing in
belly as t
body?

brain the body’s hive of hope shifting
itself around to dream and do that
thing again

-

discipline
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w
hoping

to listen
and learn




curpe my- hame: rant;

hate the silence

the alien

the whole whiteness of
the wall and its

baked brick and stain
as pinched as the tear

that won’t be

cupped in palm or cocked preening a
stick breaking its

own badness its own
prologue of all

this shit not growing
corn and hate the wind
the pessimistic

place that cores

the magic says you still
have to be beautiful
black girl or wanted

by some other who
takes your

screaming for singing

amist my hate the sound you

foolish pride* crave and the hole in
the world sucking itself

on not sugar but a gathering of your
vaLerba,/une/ J:Ln% worst self in
all this telling that its all

you’d ever need

recognition performance
attention bitter

balance confidently

plucking its

really thin skin to

to seek out the fruit

of a crop that burns

the palate wastes

the good dirt

rots out the teeth and places the
hierarchies

of this forsaken place

in front of you

in thick gold plates
under the skin

around the belt buckle
inside

the throat

kernels like little
grasping hands

such good students
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we are
we teach
we’ve learned
addicts
twitching

L “it sometimes makes me
feel

like

shit more more

more

to-be-pressed-to-a-
to-be-small-to-a-to
be-put-to-the-to-lean-to-
to-be-forced down-in-a-
to-be-flattened-the-rage-to
rage-and-of-rage-this-at-being






