
Poet Focus: Terrance Hayes 
 

Terrance Hayes is an American poet and educator 
who has published four poetry collections. His 2010 
collection, Lighthead, won the National Book Award 
for Poetry in 2010. In September 2014, he was one 
of 21 recipients of the prestigious MacArthur 
fellowships awarded to individuals who show 
outstanding creativity in their work. 
 

 
 

n u c l e a r 
 

How to make a nation say uncle. 
In other words:  how to rule. 
We learn 
there will be no clue 
before it happens. No clear 
sign from the Cosmos. A clan- 
destine airplane will appear wrapped in the lace 
of a black dream. Then a flash like an ulcer 
bursting in God’s gut.         Citizen’s who goggle & race 
about the city as the sky becomes a caul- 
dron.  The bones burn clean. 
 
o v e r s e a s 
 

I traveled so far west it became east again, over 
the mountains & through the woods until mountains rose 
again. I knew no one & knew no one would save 
me. I learned to savor 
the soft pink flesh of fish & listen to the odd verse 
whispered by my stooped eaves- 
dropping neighbor, a shy woman obliged to serve 
green tea from a stout yellow vase. 
All the squatting made my knees sore. 
I moved with the ease 
of an ink stain on a white kimono in a skin I couldn’t 
erase. 
 
Poems reprinted from Hip Logic, Penguin Books, 2002. 

What It Look Like 
 
Dear Ol’ Dirty Bastard: I, too, like it raw, 
I don’t especially care for Duke Ellington 
at a birthday party. I care less and less 
about the shapes of shapes because forms 
change and nothing is more durable than feeling. 
My uncle used the money I gave him 
to buy a few vials of what looked like candy 
after the party where my grandma sang 
in an outfit that was obviously made 
for a West African king. My motto is 
Never mistake what it is for what it looks like. 
My generosity, for example, is mostly a form 
of vanity. A bandanna is a useful handkerchief, 
but a handkerchief is a useless ass bandanna. 
This only looks like a footnote in my report 
concerning the party. Trill stands for what is 
truly real though it may be hidden by the houses 
just over the hills between us, by the hands 
on the bars between us, by anyone who hopes 
to rule without reflection. That picture 
of my grandmother with my uncle 
when he was a baby is not trill. What it is 
is the feeling felt seeing garbage men drift 
along the predawn avenues, a sloppy slow rain 
taking its time to the coast. Milquetoast 
is not trill, nor is bouillabaisse. Bakku-shan 
is Japanese for a woman who is beautiful 
only when viewed from behind. Like I was saying, 
my motto is Never mistake what it looks like, 
for what it is else you end up like that Negro 
Othello. (Was Othello a Negro?) Don’t you lie 
about who you are sometimes and then realize 
the lie is true? Yes, all liars are cowards, 
but we all have a little coward in us. Offstage, 
Iago said what I have been trying to say. 
You are blind to your power like the king 
who wanders his kingdom searching for the king. 
And that’s okay. No one will tell you you are 
the king. No one really wants a king anyway. 
 
Terrance Hayes, "What It Look Like" from How to Be Drawn. Copyright © 
2015 by Terrance Hayes.



Poet Focus: Carolyn Forché 
 

Carolyn Forché is an American poet, editor, 
translator, and human rights advocate.  She is now 
Director of the Lannan Center for Poetry and Poetics 
and holds the Lannan Chair in Poetry at Georgetown 
University in Washington, D.C. 
 

 
 
Selective Service 
 
We rise from the snow where we’ve 
lain on our backs and flown like children, 
from the imprint of perfect wings and cold gowns,    
and we stagger together wine-breathed into town    
where our people are building 
their armies again, short years after 
body bags, after burnings. There is a man 
I’ve come to love after thirty, and we have    
our rituals of coffee, of airports, regret.    
After love we smoke and sleep 
with magazines, two shot glasses 
and the black and white collapse of hours.    
In what time do we live that it is too late    
to have children? In what place 
that we consider the various ways to leave?    
There is no list long enough 
for a selective service card shriveling    
under a match, the prison that comes of it,    
a flag in the wind eaten from its pole    
and boys sent back in trash bags. 
We’ll tell you. You were at that time    
learning fractions. We’ll tell you 
about fractions. Half of us are dead or quiet    
or lost. Let them speak for themselves. 
We lie down in the fields and leave behind    
the corpses of angels.  
 
Poem reprinted from The Country Between Us, HarperCollins 1982. 

The Garden Shukkei-En 
 
By way of a vanished bridge we cross this river 
as a cloud of lifted snow would ascend a mountain. 
 
She has always been afraid to come here. 
 
It is the river she most  
remembers, the living 
and the dead both crying for help. 
 
A world that allowed neither tears nor lamentation. 
 
The matsu trees brush her hair as she passes 
beneath them, as do the shining strands of barbed wire. 
 
Where this lake is, there was a lake, 
where these black pine grow, there grew black pine. 
 
Where there is no teahouse I see a wooden teahouse 
and the corpses of those who slept in it. 
 
On the opposite bank of the Ota, a weeping willow 
etches its memory of their faces into the water. 
 
Where light touches the face, the character for heart is written. 
 
She strokes a burnt trunk wrapped in straw: 
I was weak and my skin hung from my fingertips like cloth 
 
Do you think for a moment we were human beings to them? 
 
She comes to the stone angel holding paper cranes. 
Not an angel, but a woman where she once had been, 
who walks through the garden Shukkei-en 
calling the carp to the surface by clapping her hands. 
 
Do Americans think of us? 
 
So she began as we squatted over the toilets: 
If you want, I'll tell you, but nothing I say will be enough. 
 
We tried to dress our burns with vegetable oil. 
 
Her hair is the white froth of rice rising up kettlesides, her mind 
also. 
In the postwar years she thought deeply about how to live. 
 
The common greeting dozo-yiroshku is please take care of me. 
All hibakusha still alive were children then. 
 
A cemetery seen from the air is a child's city. 
 
I don't like this particular red flower because 
it reminds me of a woman's brain crushed under a roof. 
 
Perhaps my language is too precise, and therefore difficult to 
understand? 
 
We have not, all these years, felt what you call happiness. 
But at times, with good fortune, we experience something 
close. 
As our life resembles life, and this garden the garden. 
And in the silence surrounding what happened to us 
 
it is the bell to awaken God that we've heard ringing. 



Poet Focus: Nimah Nawwab 
 

Nimah Ismail Nawwab was born in Malaysia to a 
Makkan father and mother. An English writer, editor 
and poet as well as photographer, her interests have 
led her to venture in various fields and work on 
diverse projects. 
 

Nimah's poems on women, freedom, life in Arabia, 
wars, death and life, the younger generation and 
universal issues have been published online and in 
print. A few poems have been translated into Arabic. 
 

 
 

The Longing 
 
Freedom.  
How her spirit  
Haunts,  
Hooks,  
Entices us all! 
Freedom,  
Will the time come  
For my ideas to roam  
Across this vast land's deserts,  
Through the caverns of the Empty Quarter? 
For my voice to be sent forth,  
Crying out in the stillness of a quiet people,  
A voice among the voiceless? 
For my thoughts, that hurl around  
In a never-ending spiral,  
To settle  
To mature, grow and flourish  
In a barren wasteland of shackled minds? 
Will my spirit be set free—  
To soar above the undulating palm fronds?  
Will my essence and heart be unfettered,  
Forever  
Freed,  
Of man-made Thou Shall Nots? 
 
Copyright © Nimah Ismail Nawwab  2004. 

The Streets of Makkah 
 
The streets of Makkah   
Long bordered with tall, tall homes,   
White-washed homes, wooden homes,   
Built on every corner, mountain top, ridge,   
On the valley floor of the sacred land. 
 
Tall, tall homes,  
Centuries old homes,  
Studded with brown aged latticed windows,  
Overlooking mysterious labyrinths, winding 

walkways,  
Alleys echoing with the passage of sounds,  
Voices of those long gone.  
 
Voices of families, friends all known to one another,  
Welcoming strangers from other lands,  
Spending sheeshah-filled nights,  
Quite nights, loud nights,  
In the open on the dakkah,  
Hours of tea drinking, hours of tales,  
Brimming with told and untold stories,  
Of past generations, present generations,  
Held in the collective memory,  
A memory retaining the glorious past,  
Undeterred by the present. 
 
* Sheeshah a water pipe used by men and women  
** Dakkah a raised bench 
 
Copyright © Nimah Ismail Nawwab  2004. 



Poet Focus: Walt Whitman 
 

Walter "Walt" Whitman (May 31, 1819 – March 26, 
1892) was an American poet, essayist and journalist. 
A humanist, he was a part of the transition between 
transcendentalism and realism, incorporating both 
views in his works. Whitman is among the most 
influential poets in the American canon, often called 
the father of free verse. His work was very 
controversial in its time, particularly his poetry 
collection Leaves of Grass, which was described as 
obscene for its overt sexuality. 
 

 
 

Excerpts from “Song of Myself” (1892 version) 
 

1 
I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to 

you. 
 
I loafe and invite my soul, 
I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of 

summer grass. 
 
My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this 

soil, this air, 
Born here of parents born here from parents the same, 

and their parents the same, 
I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 
Hoping to cease not till death. 
 
Creeds and schools in abeyance, 
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but 

never forgotten, 
I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every 

hazard, 
Nature without check with original energy. 

10 
 
Alone far in the wilds and mountains I hunt, 
Wandering amazed at my own lightness and glee, 
In the late afternoon choosing a safe spot to pass the night, 
Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kill’d game, 
Falling asleep on the gather’d leaves with my dog and gun 

by my side. 
 
The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, she cuts the 

sparkle and scud, 
 
My eyes settle the land, I bend at her prow or shout joyously 

from the deck. 
 
The boatmen and clam-diggers arose early and stopt for me, 
I tuck’d my trowser-ends in my boots and went and had a 

good time; 
You should have been with us that day round the chowder-

kettle. 
 
I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far 

west, the bride was a red girl, 
Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly 

smoking, they had moccasins to their feet and large 
thick blankets hanging from their shoulders, 

On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, 
his luxuriant beard and curls protected his neck, he 
held his bride by the hand, 

She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coarse 
straight locks descended upon her voluptuous limbs 
and reach’d to her feet. 

 
The runaway slave came to my house and stopt outside, 
I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile, 
Through the swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him 

limpsy and weak, 
And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured 

him, 
And brought water and fill’d a tub for his sweated body and 

bruis’d feet, 
And gave him a room that enter’d from my own, and gave 

him some coarse clean clothes, 
And remember perfectly well his revolving eyes and his 

awkwardness, 
And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and 

ankles; 
He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and 

pass’d north, 
I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean’d in the 

corner. 



Poem Focus: Rigoberto Gonzalez 
 

Rigoberto González (born 1970) is an American 
writer and book critic. He is an editor and author of 
poetry, fiction, nonfiction, and bilingual children's 
books, and self-identifies in his writing as a gay 
Chicano. His most recent projects are Our Lady of 
the Crossword, a chapbook of poetry, and Mariposa 
U., the third book in The Mariposa Club trilogy. He 
is the 2015 recipient of the Bill Whitehead Award 
for Lifetime Achievement from The Publishing 
Triangle. 
 

 
 

Music Man 
 

Oh father, oh music man 
with a whistle instead of a coin 
to toss on your walks, 
keep these things for us 
until we're ready to come home: 
 

our baby teeth, fragments of bone 
that rattle in a domino box. 
Tuck it in your pocket but please 
don't gamble it away 
the way you lost our 
 

christening gowns in poker. 
We had outgrown them, true, 
but what other proof 
did we have that all seven 
of our outfits could be stacked 
 

and shuffled like a deck 
of cards. Keep the bottle cap 
opener hanging by a string. 
Wear it like a locket 
and stay collared to our after-school 
 

bliss when we found you 
underneath a tree that scattered 
glass fruit around your feet. 
The boys lined them up 
for death by slingshot, 

and the girls giggled 
when the bodies shattered. 
Take good care of our drawings, 
our crooked handwriting 
exercises, the scribbles of our names, 
 

and sew a suit with sailboats 
on the sleeves, a coat with Qs 
sliding down a wire, and pants 
that celebrate our prepubescent 
autographs. And in your shoe— 
 

don't tell us which! let us guess!— 
save the coin you told us 
came from China. It had a hole 
in the middle because the merchants 
slid their change on chopsticks. 
 

We pictured them on market 
Sundays holding up their earnings 
like a shish kabob. We know 
you hid the coin because all seven 
of us wanted it and so you 
 

took it with you. Or so I claimed. 
Can I be blamed, oh father, oh story 
man, for wanting to possess 
the single thing that couldn't be shared? 
You saw me slide it out 
 

the window of your wallet 
while you napped and didn't 
snap to attention to complain. 
Of all your sons and daughters 
it is I who wanted to escape the most, 
 

to anywhere. I learned the desperate 
alchemy of flowering a barren day 
with song from you, oh master. 
A minstrel needs his freedom. 
And so you let me take it. 
 

Excerpt from “Unpeopled Eden” 
 

III 
 

              after the detention in the county jail 
 

A mausoleum also keeps these gems: 
precipitation that hardens into diamonds 
on the cobweb stems, streams of urine 
that shimmer like streaks of gold. 
Lights coax out the coat of polish 
on the floor and what's solid softens 
into water stripped of ripples. Stilled 
and empty, a river that has shoved 
its pebbles down its throat. 
 

The cell holds out three drops of blood 
and will barter them for company, 
hungry for the smell of men again. Janitor, 
border guard or detainee, it's all the same 
musk of armpit, garlic breath, oils 
that bubble up from crack to tailbone, 
scent of semen from the foreskin, 
fungus from the toes. Without takers, 
the keyhole constricts in the cold. 



Poet Focus: Barbara Guest 
 

Barbara Guest (September 6, 1920 – February 15, 2006) was an 
American poet and prose stylist. Guest first gained recognition 
as a member of the first generation New York School of poetry. 
In 1999, she was awarded the Frost Medal for Lifetime 
Achievement by the Poetry Society of America. 

 

A Way of Being 
 
There we go in cars, did you guess we wore sandals?    
Carrying the till, memorizing its numbers,    
apt at the essential such as rearranging    
languages. They occur from route to route    
like savages who wear shells. 
 
“I cannot place him.” Yet I do. 
He must ascend indefinitely as airs 
he must regard his image as plastic, 
adhering to the easeful carpet that needs    
footprints and cares for them 
as is their wont in houses, the ones we pass by. 
 
Such a day/or such a night    
reeling from cabin to cabin 
looking at the cakewalk or merely dancing. 
These adventures in broad/or slim 
lamplight, 
 
                                     Yet the cars 
do not cheat, even their colors perform in storm.    
We never feel the scratch, they do. 
When lightning strikes it’s safer to ride 
on rubber going down a mountain, 
safer than trees, or sand, more preventive    
to be hid in a cloud we sing, remembering 
 
The old manse and robins. One tear, 
a salty one knowing we have escaped 
the charm of being native. Even as your glance    
through the windshield tells me you’ve seen    
another mishap of nature 
 
                                     you would willingly forget,    
prefer to be like him near the hearth 
where woodsmoke makes a screen of numbers and signs    
where the bedstead it’s not so foreign as this lake. 
 
                                     The plateau, excursionist, 
is ahead. After that twenty volumes    
of farmland. Then I must guide us 
to the wood garage someone has whitened    
where the light enters through one window    
like a novel. You must peer at it    
without weakening, without feeling    
hero, or heroine, 
 
                                     Understanding the distances    
between characters, their wakeful 
or sleep searchingness, as far from the twilight ring    
the slow sunset, the quick dark. 
 
From Selected Poems (Los Angeles: Sun & Moon Press, 1995). 

Passage 
 
Words 
      after all 
are syllables just 
and you put them 
     in their place 
     notes 
     sounds 
a painter using his stroke 
     so the spot 
where the article 
     an umbrella 
     a knife 
we could find 
     in its most intricate 
     hiding 
slashed as it was with 
color 
     called “being” 
     or even “it” 
 
Expressions 
 
For the moment just 
     when the syllables 
     out of their webs float 
 
We were just 
     beginning to hear 
like a crane hoisted into 
     the fine thin air 
that had a little ache (or soft crackle) 
 
     golden staffed edge of 
     quick Mercury 
     the scale runner 
 
Envoi 
 
     C’est juste 
     your umbrella colorings 
dense as telephone 
     voice 
     humming down the line 
     polyphonic 
 
Red plumaged birds 
     not so natural 
     complicated wings 
                              French! 
 
Sweet difficult passages 
                              on your throats 
there just there 
                              caterpillar edging 
                              to moth 
Midnight 
                              in the chrome attic 
 
From The Collected Poems of Barbara Guest. Copyright © 2008 



Poet Focus: Carl Sandburg 
 

Carl August Sandburg (January 6, 1878 – July 22, 1967) was an 
American poet, writer, and editor who won three Pulitzer 
Prizes, two for his poetry and one for his biography of 
Abraham Lincoln. During his lifetime, Sandburg was widely 
regarded as "a major figure in contemporary literature", 
especially for volumes of his collected verse, including 
Chicago Poems (1916), Cornhuskers (1918), and Smoke and 
Steel (1920). He enjoyed "unrivaled appeal as a poet in his day, 
perhaps because the breadth of his experiences connected him 
with so many strands of American life", and at his death in 
1967, President Lyndon B. Johnson observed that "Carl 
Sandburg was more than the voice of America, more than the 
poet of its strength and genius. He was America." 
 

 
 
The Mist 
 
I AM the mist, the impalpable mist, 
Back of the thing you seek. 
My arms are long, 
Long as the reach of time and space. 
 
Some toil and toil, believing, 
Looking now and again on my face, 
Catching a vital, olden glory. 
 
But no one passes me, 
I tangle and snare them all. 
I am the cause of the Sphinx, 
The voiceless, baffled, patient Sphinx. 
 
I was at the first of things, 
I will be at the last. 
     I am the primal mist 
     And no man passes me; 
     My long impalpable arms 
     Bar them all. 
 
 

Languages 
 
THERE are no handles upon a language 
Whereby men take hold of it 
And mark it with signs for its remembrance. 
It is a river, this language, 
Once in a thousand years 
Breaking a new course 
Changing its way to the ocean. 
It is mountain effluvia 
Moving to valleys 
And from nation to nation 
Crossing borders and mixing. 
Languages die like rivers. 
Words wrapped round your tongue today 
And broken to shape of thought 
Between your teeth and lips speaking 
Now and today 
Shall be faded hieroglyphics 
Ten thousand years from now. 
Sing--and singing--remember 
Your song dies and changes 
And is not here to-morrow 
Any more than the wind 
Blowing ten thousand years ago. 
 
Omaha 
 
Red barns and red heiffers spot the green  
grass circles around Omaha--the farmers  
haul tanks of cream and wagon-loads of  
cheese. 
 
Shale hogbacks across the river at Council  
Bluffs--and shanties hang by an eyelash to  
the hill slants back around Omaha. 
 
A span of steel ties up the kin of Iowa and  
Nebraska across the yellow, big-hoofed Missouri  
River. 
 
Omaha, the roughneck, feeds armies,  
Eats and swears from a dirty face.  
Omaha works to get the world a breakfast. 
 
Lost 
 
DESOLATE and lone 
All night long on the lake 
Where fog trails and mist creeps, 
The whistle of a boat 
Calls and cries unendingly, 
Like some lost child 
In tears and trouble 
Hunting the harbor's breast 
And the harbor's eyes. 



Poet Focus: Diane Wakoski 
 
Diane Wakoski (born August 3, 1937) is an 
American poet. Wakoski is primarily associated with 
the deep image poets, as well as the confessional and 
Beat poets of the 1960s. 
 

 
 

Inside Out 
 
I walk the purple carpet into your eye 
carrying the silver butter server 
but a truck rumbles by, 
                 leaving its black tire prints on my foot 
and old images         the sound of banging screen doors on hot    
       afternoons and a fly buzzing over the Kool-Aid spilled on    
        the sink 
flicker, as reflections on the metal surface. 
 
Come in, you said, 
inside your paintings, inside the blood factory, inside the    
old songs that line your hands, inside 
eyes that change like a snowflake every second, 
inside spinach leaves holding that one piece of gravel, 
inside the whiskers of a cat, 
inside your old hat, and most of all inside your mouth where 

you    
grind the pigments with your teeth, painting 
with a broken bottle on the floor, and painting 
with an ostrich feather on the moon that rolls out of my mouth. 
 
You cannot let me walk inside you too long inside    
the veins where my small feet touch 
bottom. 
You must reach inside and pull me 
like a silver bullet 
from your arm. 
 
From Emerald Ice: Selected Poems 1962-1987. 
 
 

Picture of a Girl Drawn in Black and White 
 
A girl sits in a black room. 
She is so fair 
the plums have fallen off the trees outside. 
Icy winds blow geese 
into her hair. 
The room is black 
but geese are wandering there, 
breaking into her mind 
and closing the room off 
into its own black secret. 
She is not alone, for there is the sound 
of a hundred flapping wings, 
and from fruit rotting in the dark earth 
the smell of passing time. 
 
A girl sits in an unreal room 
combing her unreal hair. 
The flapping wings of the geese have 
broken plums 
from the trees outside, 
and the wind has frozen them all 
to keep the girl in the black room 
there, combing her 
unreal wintry hair. 
 
A girl sits in a picture 
with the background painted solid black. 
and combs her hair. 
She is so fair the wind has broken plums and 
 scattered geese. 
Winter has come. 
The sound of flapping wings is so loud I hear 
nothing 
but must only stare out of the picture  
and continue combing my black  
unreal hair. 
 
Reprinted from Poetry, May 1961. 
 



Poet Focus: Alice Walker 
 

Alice Malsenior Walker (born February 9, 1944) is 
an American author and activist. She wrote the 
critically acclaimed novel The Color Purple (1982) 
for which she won the National Book Award and the 
Pulitzer Prize for Fiction. 
 

 
 

Be Nobody’s Darling 
 
Be nobody's darling;  
Be an outcast. 
Take the contradictions 
Of your life 
And wrap around 
You like a shawl, 
To parry stones 
To keep you warm. 
Watch the people succumb 
To madness 
With ample cheer;  
Let them look askance at you 
And you askance reply. 
Be an outcast;  
Be pleased to walk alone 
(Uncool)  
Or line the crowded 
River beds 
With other impetuous 
Fools. 
 
Make a merry gathering 
On the bank 
Where thousands perished 
For brave hurt words 
They said. 
 
But be nobody's darling;  
Be an outcast. 
Qualified to live 
Among your dead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When You Thought Me Poor 
 
When you thought me poor, 
my poverty was shaming. 
When blackness was unwelcome 
we found it best 
that I stay home. 
 
When by the miracle 
of fierce dreaming and hard work 
Life fulfilled our every want 
you found me crassly 
well off;  
not trimly, 
inconspicuously wealthy 
like your rich friends. 
 
Still black too, 
now 
I owned too much and too many 
of everything. 
 
Woe is me: I became a 
success! Blackness, who 
knows how?  
Became suddenly 
in!  
 
What to do?  
Now that Fate appears 
(for the moment anyhow)  
to have dismissed 
abject failure 
in any case?  
Now that moonlight and night 
have blessed me. 
 
Now that the sun 
unaffected by criticism 
of any sort, 
implacably beams 
the kiss filled magic that creates 
the dark and radiant wonder 
of my face. 



Poet Focus: Fady Joudah 
 

Fady Joudah is a Palestinian-American poet and 
physician. He is the 2007 winner of the Yale Series 
of Younger Poets Competition for his collection of 
poems The Earth in the Attic. 
 

 
 

Mimesis 
 
My daughter 
                        wouldn’t hurt a spider 
That had nested 
Between her bicycle handles 
For two weeks 
She waited 
Until it left of its own accord 
 
If you tear down the web I said 
It will simply know 
This isn’t a place to call home 
And you’d get to go biking 
 
She said that’s how others 
Become refugees isn’t it? 
 
 
Birth 
 
1 
 
Three sparrows in the schoolyard while waiting for my 
daughter to finish up her play with friends whose purity she 
will come to question in a few weeks and in that way I am 
reminded of the president when he speaks of enemies to the 
other side of the mirror but only in that way the three sparrows 
ruffled up the dirt as their wings and heads spun motorbike 
doughnuts after one of them had come back with a massive 
potato chip for the other two to fight over perhaps he was the 
provider or wasn’t hungry but simply couldn’t let a good bit of 
food go to waste 
 

Then a crow came and the winner sparrow went zooming into 
the orange orchard knowing fully well it would be impossible 
to alight and reappeared with a chip the size of his beak and a 
flurry of birds descended on the scene (I even saw a Fletcher) 
but kept my eyes on that little sparrow and am happy to report 
he kept what his mouth held though it occurs to me he was also 
mean and the one who seemed a provider might have been 
yoked in that way my wife during delivery was rung up like a 
bar code whenever the nurse knocked or the doctor was called 
 
2 
 
In the room there were women  
Counting up to ten dressed in blue  
The doctor was also  
Pregnant in her final week 
 
The neonate came out broke  
The sound barrier and was whisked  
Away from the mother the father  
Had cut the cord having held 
 
Scissors before he couldn’t turn down  
The doctor’s offer as if he would  
Have denied someone an entry  
Or exit visa 
 
Then the women were gone  
And neighbors and friends had to go  
To work and the mother was alone  
With breast or formula milk 
 
One nurse suggested the latter  
Was the better soporific 
 
3 
 
An infant smile  
A gas tickle  
The price of milk 
 
It goes up in war 
 
My son is here to teach me  
My temperament is genetic 
 
His smile is blind  
It dreams a spandrel  
Turns opiate in the eyes 
 
He grunts impatient wants  
Gas out as soon as 
 
It forms in peace  
He coos 
 
It’s what doves do  
Though excitable  
Observant of moving lips 
 
Attempts utterance  
Throws up happy spit  
And hunger’s renewed 


