
 

Melancolía 
 —after Giorgio De Chirico’s Melancholia, 1916 
 
At times I feel broad like shadows in a courtyard, 
or insignificant, a faraway speck squinting from the moon,  
 
I am obsessed,  
but without an object 
 
Husband, father, son— 
but in the sun I cry easily, 
like a child lamenting a fallen ice cream cone, 
the fine line between caring & catatonia, 
dust in a sun ray 
 
I self-medicate—wine  
until the questions become clear 
 
I suppose the symmetry of fresh-cut lawns, 
polished cars, & opposing driveways 
is the only dunce cap I can wear, 
my flag in the wind & I don’t believe in it 
 
A nun, Sister Elizabeth, taught me a song: 
she says she’s holding out hope for me: 
 
This is the day the Lord has made 
Let us rejoice and enjoy it 
 
It’s in my head as I count the tchotchkes 
listen to trains in the distance, 
& wander from light to dark  
between the rooms in my house 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Whispers 
 
The wind outside my window is doubt:  
it reminds me that words are insufficient,  
 
that we can only remake the past as lies, 
so I promise never to dream in pencil again; 
I will paint red, blue, & green oil memories, 
 
letters textured like toothpaste 
 
I will prick all ten fingertips & paint in blood,  
even if the words  
don’t promise to last any longer 
 
How do the evergreens in my yard stand immortality, 
the wind coaxing their needles to fall? 
 
I warn my kids: Be careful. They’re pointy. You’ll bleed: 
who’ll keep me tethered here? 
 
Words, pencils, oils, & blood— 
I’m carrying on  
All things dance their way to dust, 
but I must stay here 
 
Let’s refuse  
Come leap through the keyhole with me: 
don’t open the door 
 
Behind my window dreams are better without permission: 
there’s no wind to wipe the canvas white again 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

This is not an elegy  
    
This is not an elegy, but I was haunted, 
mesmerized by how ablaze leaves are in death,  
the yellow red browns scattered across my lawn  
& I felt my little sister sitting there 
she’s been gone six years now— 
felt her caress like autumn winds 
the kind that don’t go back empty-handed, 
& I believed in spring resurrection,  
but the leaves cried like poppy fields  
& she floated away 
 
Autumn’s ruse, the artifice 
of leaves falling from trees— 
I can’t name it 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


