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Pods
We agree that

Beans spill from sea-green pods:

Hard, lacquered,

Shining the way our feet shine

As we trail them through the pond.

When | say “we,” | mean “I"—

When you say “I,” you mean everyone

Who leans against you on damp pond sand,
Flicking your toes with theirs

Like silver fish spilling

from sea-green pods

Together, but hard, lacquered.



What This Has Done
You were slow to walk, but Mother fixed you.

Her hands slid up your arms and pulled:

Nails against baby flesh,

Lullabies muttered like prayers, penance,

Basslines for your sobs.

Father found the marks—

Moons sliced into your skin—

And you cried because you didn’t know

What they were.

| don’t know what this has done to you.

You were slow to write, but Ms. Shapcott fixed you.

She bent over your chair, hair tickling

Your cheeks, stomach curved

Against nape of your neck.

You mixed up love and leave,



So she taught you more words,

Lips sticky

Against your ear:

Ungrateful

Retarded

Broken

You thanked her because she swore

She was helping,

And you wanted to believe her.

You don’t know what this has done to you.

You were slow to laugh, but Jonathan fixed you.

He was ten and a day; you were nine and two months.

You’d walk home together, palms pricked

With playground splinters like constellations

No one else had seen—just you and him.

They say it's unfortunate you saw his body.



You were too young, and he was too dead—

You couldn’t pretend he was sleeping.

We don’t know what this has done to you.

You were slow to heal, but | tried to fix you,

Sang baby brother, who loves you?

As you swung from my neck

A noose

No tears

Not even now, when my cells are blooming

Too fast for my blood

(Too much life in my veins,

And they say that’s death)

| pray you pretend that I'm sleeping, but

| don’t know what this will do to you.

You don’t know what this will do to you.






