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Sonogram Vision

Somehow moonlight in my womb

catches you, breath on a mirror.

Breach. Feet pressing craters

on my bladder. Wand on my wet belly sniffs
out your right arm, right hand in a calligraphy

of smoke. Behind my eyes appear

two gibbous moons, the bright shoulders
of a ten-year-old boy. Arms

missing, swallowed by bombs in Gaza.

“Arms grow out of heart

cells,” the wand holder says

as she searches for your left arm
in so much gray rubble and finds a
fist. “Open,” I pray. I must know
how many fingers your heart has
sprouted. One. Two. Three. Four.

And thumb. Wow, wow, wow
called your heart echoing

my thoughts at 150 beats

per minute last month.

Now, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa.
Are you less in awe?

Your skull in profile grins

“Scratch my chin, Mama,” I hear
the other boy plead.

Please, not now. I'm looking for my son’s
arm. Come to me when I’m alone

driving a road I know like the slick backs
of my teeth. When I’'m at the cold light
of a computer and can send money

from within my country that sends arms.

“Dry my eyes, Mama.”

[ can’t. I’'m a weeping

willow, branches full of tinsel
bones and my boy lying on his arm,
a wick of dynamite lit from within.



They tell us border nets, 10,000 feet high,

keep us safe from the ecstatic

arrows of sandhill cranes twirling for

a mate. Stop the small but mighty threat
of hummingbirds in their armor, laughter’s
color, leaning into hydrangeas and sipping
our breath. What good

are great blue herons reflecting our quiet
thoughts or mourning

doves feathering our lonely

hearts? What peace without lead-

footed geese honking at slow-moving clouds.
Our downcast eyes. How clear

the sky, freed of billions of birds

that steal our seeds, take advantage of our trees’

open arms. They insist we won’t miss
their singing, as if we could forget that
song is another migrant

that seeks the light it brings.
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After School

I shrug off my bookbag
at the front door

and rush to the mirror
to see what older

kids on the bus

laugh at. Mom lies on her side
between sink and tub

like she was falling

and passed out

waiting for someone

to catch her. I stand over
her on tiptoe, one foot near
the curve of her back

the other by her belly

gone soft round a cesarean

scar. She breathes deeply

into the shag carpet, the color of thirsty
grass, that’s sprinkled with baking

soda each time the toilet over-

flows. I stare like stones

to see why

the boy whose name I

write in hearts

doesn’t notice me

while Mom’s hair covers
her eyes and fishes in

her mouth for reasons not to
give up.
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Sow Call

I broke three records and each time he brought me chocolate, so when I bore him another record
litter, I didn’t expect her—up to her neck in silk. She wore the colors of earth in her eyes and hair
and held her breath like she’d never smelled a sow from so much city up her nose. She asked my
name and we both rolled our eyes. "Big Mama," he teased. But I knew I was his best gal
because that’s what he called when he threw chocolate my way. I always trotted, chin up, to him
whether he called or not; but, as much as I wanted to, I couldn’t come now. Pinned on my side
under the swell of 15 sucklings, I couldn’t see why he forgot supper some nights.

Even from a distance, her delicacy stood out silly and strange. She brought two runts of her own
who followed her like bleached shadows, walking on their toes, trying to pull away from so
much dirt except it stuck in their hair and eyes too. I thought for sure she’d want the house
painted, the windows washed and barred with herbs and flowers, his mudroom scrubbed. But her
and her girls tiptoed around his battered boots and chemicals for growing, cleaning, and killing.

When the screen door was propped open by a bucket, I laughed from my gut to see fly paper
twirl from the ceiling like polka dot ribbons, pulling her girls’ brown hair, their screams scraping
the sky for their runt mama and rousing no one but her black and blue dog, the pure-blooded
freak, who only fit in at night when he slept spread out and shining like oil spilled under a bare
bulb in the mudroom.

I kept watch for signs supper would come on time again. Weekly, her silk was roughed up on a
line of kicking denim. Every day, her voice was thrown out of the house, wrapped round trees
and knocked off bales to sink in the mud, drown out horseflies and rain, clog my ears until I was
down a sense and my eyes strained beyond the fence to see her at the window talking with her
hands - pale stalks of dry grass before cutting - talking over TV, unheard by everyone but me
because I had no choice—her hair whispered earth, her voice, mud.

She learned soon enough to stay inside to keep her skin soft, saying it was sensitive to sun and
ticks while she let her girls escape with just a smack from the screen door for backtalk, content to
have her black and blue dog save them from clay pits and copperheads. Sometimes her girls
wouldn’t run far, just creep along his bedroom window to peek at what kept their runt mama so
quiet until his sharp cuss would send them shrieking downhill with her black and blue dog
tearing the field in two to overtake them.

I closed my eyes only when she was hushed and her black and blue dog was off playing hero. I
let myself sink into my own, hoping supper would show itself; but, after all I saw, I never saw it
coming—squeals that peeled my skin.
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My tender bodies ripped in half, bellies exploded bloody roots. Heads crushed. Dead eyes. I was
blind from seeing too much and not enough. How that freak snuck inside my pen with other
mutts.

I didn’t follow his flashlight or come when he brought supper late. He whistled, clicked his
tongue, I sunk deeper, feeling nothing sucking or biting. He pushed his hand between splintering
slats and tossed chocolate squares at my eyes. I let them return to muck. When her cusses
chased the growl of his truck over gravel, I kept still. When she cried, I kept still. Only her call
of breaking glass lifted my head.
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