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Bop: First Meeting
with lyrics from Country Livin’ (The World I Know), by Esthero

The treads of  my shoes do not grip the sidewalk.   
My hands are heavy.  My hands remember 
the cold glass, the swirling, I have to go.    All of  her inhaled 
in one cool breath.   Love is another word for walking away.   
Rain standing on my skin. You have to go.  
I smile anyway.

The world I know is a world much too slow.
If  you can’t move fast enough, child, 
better stay on the low, child.
 
What do I do with this rain?  Collect it  
from my face.  Hang it in a tree on Simpson Street.  
I want you without dial tones to distract me.   
Don’t be distracted.
The moon rises and drives south along the river.  
I want to be loved on my feet.
Love me with no red lights. 
We have written this book already.
 
The world I know is a world much too slow.
If  you can’t move fast enough, child,
better stay on the low, child.
 
I don’t know which direction your house is.  Not sure I want to.  
I want to point to Puerto Rico in June.
Dip my toes in Luquillo water.
Ours is slow method, moongirl.  I will come to you
with head low, 3am, insomnia, 
perfect Bustelo, Night, bridge, city lights.
 
The world I know is a world much too slow.
If  you can’t move fast enough, child,
better stay on the low, child.
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November

waxing crescent

She loves me in Chinatown, five dollars from the moongirl’s hand
to an old woman selling respite from rain. I guard her lips,
strong coffee in a cup, something suede. How she cradles
the weight of  me in her hands. How she ends me:  
seven long times under subway bench, F train, her moving muses.

waxing gibbous

She loves me in the rain, but only because she’s under my umbrella.
Paterson is not Corcovado, and the E train is not El Yunque,
and I am more a rum person than a wine person.  But I will brownbag
grapes from Argentina, because Stan Getz is a Jersey boy at heart, 
and will hold her for the whole 15 blocks, shield her lips from drowning.

full

water across five smooth stones, sweat beading.
cuatro in my trained hands.   niña en la costa 
de mi cariño, quiero olvidarme de que soy marino.
merlot fingers on double strings, resonating.
she never needed rum to see me.  only hands.

waning gibbous

She loves me because chance has an address.  We could have found out
about Corcovado at a marble table on 11th and 6th. I could have used it 
as subterfuge to brush her hand with mine.  The radio could have started 
playing it, and we could have laughed.  We could have watched wonder
creep across our faces in Portuguese.  We could have walked home.

waning crescent

She loves me because sunset is Yunque grey, fire and rain.
The bay of  Luquillo is a kaleidoscope.  Aquamarine veil lowered
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across our eyes.  Here, I wrote my first words.  Here, the sonnets
start at your waistline.  When I speak, the moon rises.  
Every sunset is a beach I want to write your name in.
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Only Now
after Philip Levine’s “Call It Music”
 

You don’t like when I bring things back to you, 
but this is what happens when you are the moon.  
We are sitting in a parked car in Jackson Heights, 
the playground’s muted green settling into sunset,
and now I wonder what color your panties are.  
While discussing Levis’ “Those Graves In Rome,”
openly fantasizing about visiting Rumi’s tomb
in a country where no one calls him by that name,
suddenly you say “red,” and there is no one alive 
now, or in the deep breaths which follow.  Only you, 
beneath this city-funded street lamp, regal,
lit, the way photographers used to light
Grace Kelly.  Years later, or tomorrow,
I will suggest that your breath on my neck is medicine,
is peace, depending on the hour of  your coffee—
8am, 11pm, in a fishnet bodysuit, or pink flannel.  
I am in mourning, or in love, depending
on answers I am unprepared to hear:
How does grace spring between these bricks?
How does God drop Stan Getz’s saxophone
into my trembling hands?
How do we kiss through sleepless Wednesdays?  
How do I find a face in your lifeline?  
My heart is a distressed compass.
You cannot command it.  I cannot lead you 
into my dream.  Only now 
can I pour cherry wine over everything you ever doubted,
and drink it completely.
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Transgression
after Dorianne Laux 

It is a slow kiss climbing, then descending.  
It is a slow eye closing behind your navel.
I marvel at your abdomen quivering, 
a congregation of  neurons crashing against shoreline
of  your waist.  I am playing the cuatro again,
the notes resonating in my fingers. Choirs
raise their hands to God, who you have already called
once.  I am breathing poems into your neck.
You breathe a book back into the air, pages burning,
rising and falling in Spanish:
Ay, Papi. 
Te necesito.  
Así, mi Amor.  
Si, Papi.
Mamita, no te apures, 
tenemos la noche entera.
And we do have the entire night, two spines,
Two spines, collarbones, your breasts against
my chest, fingertips and slow grind,
bundle of  pulses, heartbeat keeping time,
lips and tongue and lungs in symphony.
Slow down, slow down.  
You want me, this second, in ten seconds. 
On Bleecker. Where you first imagined a saxophone.
Where you leaned your body into mine and said,
Let me go.  
Let me practice the art of  enactment tonight.
The letting go, the meandering tongue. 
Let me have you in plain sight.  
Let me lift you toward heaven,
in our time, in bossa novas,
dawn creeping up on us like a held note.


