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One in a Series

I wanted to be a Madonna, 
labouring on a bed of straw- 
coloured sheets, illuminated

by flashlight. 
But the midwife said 
my baby’s heart 

wasn’t martyr steady— 
I threw up 
at the emergency

entrance to the hospital, navigated 
through clusters of smokers, 
corridors, elevators, finally 

the delivery floor doors, guarded by a statue
of the Virgin herself 
and a security cam. 

Ten more hours. Cervix broken 
as the clock contracting time 
above the sink—I couldn’t stop retching, 

my husband sick 
with worry. I gripped a trigger 
rigged to a needle in my spine
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to self-dose analgesia, block 
the nurse who kept admonishing 
Mother would have given her left arm for 

this technology, my bicep cuffed, 
belly belted to monitors, catheter-
pricked—the crinkle of unmentionable 

blue pads she kept discarding. 
I wanted to shit the bed, 
wanted the honesty of it, 

not the pain chart’s 
smiley-to-sad-face portraiture. 
I met my vision

head-on as I pushed 
my baby beyond the halo, 
burning into the mortal world. 
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Afterbirth

For days, I couldn’t bear 
to wash it off.

Nurses had suctioned it 
from your nostrils and mouth, 
but it continued 
to foam from your lips.

That first night at home, 
you coughed and gagged
and cleared it, we were terrified—

you in the bassinet, hours
old, wheezing like an ancient. 

Perfectly normal, our midwife 
assured. We rolled up
receiving blankets and wedged
the parts of you we had made

so it could run from your mouth
like the stream of a comet tail

and we crashed awake, frantic 
at almost sleeping through
what we would come to realize was
your lifetime of last breaths.
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When I finally dipped you,
one week old, into my bath

and laid you against my thighs, 
your feet brushing the empty 
bowl that had been my belly,

the washcloth revealed
another you:

waves of hair, elfin 
fuzz downed on shoulders, ear tips. 
The fluid of our union 

sloughing off. My creature
from another world, here, 

screaming for my breast,
umbilical stump dying.
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Two Weeks

Our days spent 
breastfeeding: 

your sighs, curls
damp at the base

of your skull 
when you wake —
 
I can’t lay you down.

Two weeks. For nine 
months I marked

each week until forty
and then you were 

here. I’ve become good

at counting; your cry 
makes my milk fall.
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Guest Appearance

Toes with soles 
softer than cheeks, half inch of neck 

descending from jowls, 
teeth bloodied and eager, 

cries easily burbling
into laughs dirtier than a comedy 

club where everyone’s had too many
drinks. Nipples

like stickers. Belly button 
puckered into scar

turmoil. Cheese 
behind ears, fat

rolling down arms,
beneath pudding the assertion

of an elbow. Palmed, 
bottom soaped,  

thighs flush with raspberries.
Fingers for blessing the air

and those who pass near.
Eyes deciding 
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colour, whites blue
as eggshells: coddled 

in the iris, the cameo 
shadow me.
 


