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I Have Nothing to Say About Fire

I have nothing to say about fire 
except my father could build one
his hands moved logs into place
his hands with scars I would recognize 

anywhere I have nothing to say about hands 
except his were old and 
good I have nothing to say about good 

they are right and left hands: good and lucky 
I could say 
guilt because my sister on some other side of the world 
to the left or right of lucky 

is biting her lip tasting blood she may be 
lying on a floor thinking of pain 
I have nothing to say because I have said it 
and am lucky, undeserving, I who

did not earn did not choose did not merit.
I have nothing to say, time to say it, 
people to listen. I have everything.
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I Meant to Write of My Sister’s Pain

but I was at the cabin with my friends. We wanted
to ride the golf cart down to the lake

so we fit our bodies in, three in front, three in back, our arms 
around one another to keep from falling off.

Our pale light ran ahead of us on the road, the moon 
rose as if it meant to be a gold coin on a vast plain, 

and when we walked on the beach, the moon, having no 
competition, made our shadows long and thin moving across sand.

The water was warm with ribbons of cool on our legs; 
we floated, our faces and knees very small islands. 

On the return, the curves in the road were hard to see. One of us 
started to sing You look like my friend even though we are at war. 

We joined in the words we knew and hummed and faked. 
One of us began When we’ve been there ten thousand years 

and one of us began the silence that followed: 
only the hum of the golf cart, only the hum of the moon.
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Smaller

When the smaller bird
dive-bombs a hawk, I see

it maneuvers to be above,
never below.
It throws its body at the enemy,

hurls what it has at the order of things,
does what it can against thievery,

dives at the wingspan it should fear,
not with talons but with thin ordinary feet,
hits the hawk,

which merely shivers and flies on
but there is an interval, a chink,
when the smaller

flings its all, 
and the single-minded body of power,
for an instant, gives.
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Forgive Me, Distant Wars

Forgive me, distant wars, for bringing flowers home.
 —Wislawa Szymborska

Small boy, forgive me.
Breaking news tells of you, 
and the big man who

scraped your skin,
cursed you, stuffed your body
into a file drawer, slammed it

shut on your cries.
I cannot forget your murder—
but I do forget.

I look up a recipe.
I search my cabinets
for sugar, for salt.

Your mouth jammed 
against some part of your leg—
how could he do that—

how could this world
let him?

Child, stranger,
you cried out and went silent.
I have watched sunrise happen
on the Santa Rita Mountains.
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I have walked in the shade,
a breeze flapping my scarf. I have
laughed with friends a thousand days.


