
Qwerty 
 
typewriter burns bright in the corner, tapering 
flames darken the single sheet of paper still 
stuck in the dented rubber roller one 
word burns brighter than the rest taunts 
“happily” asks “are you happy now” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Rescue 
 
my father’s hands parting 
the water, trying to see 
past leaves, dead fish, floating branches 
diving down and finding 
nothing 
 
every time the wind blows the curtains in 
every shadow that doesn’t belong 
where is she 
 
thirty years later and I’m still 
waiting for her ghost 
 



The New Farm 
 
we plant the apple trees in long, straight rows, twist 
the thin, soft limbs into gang symbols, secret signs 
chuckle amongst ourselves at the thought of a someday forest of giant hands 
flash-frozen in “East Side!” “Longhorns!” and “peace.” 
 
halfway through the day, we break for lunch, spread picnic blankets 
on the unturned earth, contemplate the mechanics 
of crop circles, wonder 
how many sunflowers we’d have to plant 
to make a smiley face visible from space.  
 



Escalation 
 
if I lay still enough 
long enough 
on the hard-packed snow, on the frozen mud and ice 
will my body warm up the ground enough 
to trick the tiny seeds 
into thinking that it’s spring? 
 
if we lie here together 
on the same patch of earth 
will our combined heat 
wake crocuses, make snowdrops unfurl 
shake Christmas roses awake 
convinced that it’s spring? 
 
if you make love to me, here, in the snow 
will our bodies melt 
enough of this tundra 
that tulips and daffodils will race up 
through the mud 
open bright crowns to herald 
an early arrival of spring? 



Shameless 
 
my son comes home from my mother’s house 
and informs me 
there’s no such thing as Santa Claus 
and I am crushed, I am devastated, he is five 
and I got to believe in Santa  
until I was nine. “Grandma’s senile,” I console him 
he is being so brave and so grave, it’s all I can think, I want  
 
to tell my mom she can never see him again, punish her,  
make her see  
how hard this day is for me 
because no amount of backpedaling 
will make Christmas the same for us again 

 
 


