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            Toward the missing and murdered Indigenous and Native women, girls, trans women, nonbinary and two spirit people in our families, communities, and across the Americas and other occupied lands— in thinking of the touch and tenderness you deserve;

            toward my mother, who generously imagined and taught me a way of love along which I and my beloveds can be the most possible;

            toward our many bodies of flesh, language, land, and water;

            toward all we have been born for, and carry, and have yet to become of love.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
        I am singing a song that can only be born after losing a country.
      

            —JOY HARJO

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Postcolonial Love Poem

            

            
               
                  I’ve been taught bloodstones can cure a snakebite,

                  can stop the bleeding—most people forgot this

                  when the war ended. The war ended

                  depending on which war you mean: those we started,

                  before those, millennia ago and onward,

                  those which started me, which I lost and won—

                  these ever-blooming wounds.

                  I was built by wage. So I wage love and worse—

                  always another campaign to march across

                  a desert night for the cannon flash of your pale skin

                  settling in a silver lagoon of smoke at your breast.

                  I dismount my dark horse, bend to you there, deliver you

                  the hard pull of all my thirsts—

                  I learned Drink in a country of drought.

                  We pleasure to hurt, leave marks

                  the size of stones—each a cabochon polished

                  by our mouths. I, your lapidary, your lapidary wheel

                  turning—green mottled red—

                  the jaspers of our desires.

                  There are wildflowers in my desert

                  which take up to twenty years to bloom.

                  The seeds sleep like geodes beneath hot feldspar sand

                  until a flash flood bolts the arroyo, lifting them

                  in its copper current, opens them with memory—

                  they remember what their god whispered

                  into their ribs: Wake up and ache for your life.

                  Where your hands have been are diamonds

                  on my shoulders, down my back, thighs—

                  I am your culebra.

                  I am in the dirt for you. 

                  Your hips are quartz-light and dangerous,

                  two rose-horned rams ascending a soft desert wash

                  before the November sky untethers a hundred-year flood—

                  the desert returned suddenly to its ancient sea.

                  Arise the wild heliotrope, scorpion weed,

                  blue phacelia which hold purple the way a throat can hold

                  the shape of any great hand—

                  Great hands is what she called mine.

                  The rain will eventually come, or not.

                  Until then, we touch our bodies like wounds—

                  the war never ended and somehow begins again.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
        We admitted that we were human beings and melted for love in this desert.
      

            —MAHMOUD DARWISH

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Blood-Light

            

            
               
                  My brother has a knife in his hand.

                  He has decided to stab my father.

               

               
                  This could be a story from the Bible,

                  if it wasn’t already a story about stars.

               

               
                  I weep alacranes—the scorpions clatter

                  to the floor like yellow metallic scissors.

               

               
                  They land upside down on their backs and eyes,

                  but writhe and flip to their segmented bellies.

               

               
                  My brother has forgotten to wear shoes again.

                  My scorpions circle him, whip at his heels.

               

               
                  In them is what stings in me—

                  it brings my brother to the ground.

               

               
                  He rises, still holding the knife.

                  My father ran out of the house,

               

               
                  down the street, crying like a lamplighter—

                  but nobody turned their lights on. It is dark.

               

               
                  The only light left is in the scorpions—

                  there is a small light left in the knife too.

               

               
                  My brother now wants to give me the knife.

                  Some might say, My brother wants to stab me.

               

               
                  He tries to pass it to me—like it is a good thing.

                  Like, Don’t you want a little light in your belly?

               

               
                  Like the way Orion and Scorpius—

                  across all that black night—pass the sun.

               

               
                  My brother loosens his mouth—

                  between his teeth, throbbing red Antares.

               

               
                  One way to open a body to the stars, with a knife.

                  One way to love a sister, help her bleed light.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               These Hands, If Not Gods

            

            
               
                  Haven’t they moved like rivers—

                  like glory, like light—

                  over the seven days of your body?

               

               
                  And wasn’t that good?

                  Them at your hips—

               

               
                  isn’t this what God felt when he pressed together

                  the first Beloved: Everything.

                  Fever. Vapor. Atman. Pulsus.

                  Finally, a sin worth hurting for, a fervor,

                  a sweet—You are mine.

               

               
                  It is hard not to have faith in this:

                  from the blue-brown clay of night

                  these two potters crushed and smoothed you

                  into being—grind, then curve—built your form up—

               

               
                  atlas of bone, fields of muscle,

                  one breast a fig tree, the other a nightingale,

                  both morning and evening.

               

               
                  O, the beautiful making they do,

                  of trigger and carve, suffering and stars.

               

               
                  Aren’t they, too, the carpenters

                  of your small church? Have they not burned

                  on the altar of your belly, eaten the bread

                  of your thighs, broke you to wine, to ichor,

                  to nectareous feast?

               

               
                  Haven’t they riveted your wrists, haven’t they

                  had you at your knees?

               

               
                  And when these hands touched your throat,

                  showed you how to take the apple and the rib,

                  how to slip a thumb into your mouth and taste it all,

                  didn’t you sing out their ninety-nine names—

               

               
                  Zahir, Aleph, hands-times-seven,

                  Sphinx, Leonids, locomotura,

                  Rubidium, August, and September—

                  and when you cried out, O, Prometheans,

                  didn’t they bring fire?

               

               
                  These hands, if not gods, then why

                  when you have come to me, and I have returned you

                  to that from which you came—white mud, mica, mineral, salt—

                  why then do you whisper, O, my Hecatonchire. My Centimani.

                  My Hundred-Handed One?

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Catching Copper

            

            
               
                  My brothers have

                  a bullet.

               

               
                  They keep their bullet

                  on a leash shiny

                  as a whip of blood.

               

               
                  My brothers walk their bullet

                  with a limp—a clipped

                  hip bone.

               

               
                  My brothers’ bullet

                  is a math-head, is all geometry,

                  from a distance is just a bee

                  and its sting. Like a bee—

                  you should see my brothers’ bullet

                  make a comb, by chewing holes

                  in what is sweet.

               

               
                  My brothers lose

                  their bullet all the time—

                  when their bullet takes off on them,

                  their bullet leaves a hole.

               

               
                  My brothers search their houses,

                  their bodies for their bullet,

                  and a little red ghost moans.

               

               
                  Eventually, my brothers call out,

                  Here, bullet, here—

                  their bullet comes running, buzzing.

                  Their bullet always comes

                  back to them. When their bullet comes

                  back to them, their bullet

                  leaves a hole.

               

               
                  My brothers are too slow

                  for their bullet

                  because their bullet is in a hurry

                  and wants to get the lead out.

               

               
                  My brothers’ bullet is dressed

                  for a red carpet

                  in a copper jacket.

                  My brothers tell their bullet,

                  Careful you don’t hurt somebody

                  with all that flash.

               

               
                  My brothers kiss their bullet

                  in a dark cul-de-sac, in front

                  of the corner-store ice machine,

                  in the passenger seat of their car,

                  on a strobe-lighted dance floor.

                  My brothers’ bullet

                  kisses them back.

               

               
                  My brothers break and dance

                  for their bullet—the jerk,

                  the stanky leg. They pop, lock

                  and drop for their bullet,

                  a move that has them writhing

                  on the ground.

                  The worm, my brothers call it.

               

               
                  My brothers go all-worm

                  for their bullet.

               

               
                  My brothers’ bullet is registered,

                  is a bullet of letters—has a PD,

                  a CIB, a GSW, if they are lucky

                  an EMT, if not, a Triple 9, a DNR,

                  a DOA.

               

               
                  My brothers never call the cops

                  on their bullet and instead pledge

                  allegiance to their bullet

                  with hands over their hearts

                  and stomachs and throats.

               

               
                  My brothers say they would die

                  for their bullet. If my brothers die,

                  their bullet would be lost.

                  If my brothers die,

                  there’s no bullet to begin with—

                  the bullet is for living brothers.

               

               
                  My brothers feed their bullet

                  the way the bulls fed Zeus—

                  burning, on a pyre, their own

                  thigh bones wrapped in fat.

                  My brothers take a knee, bow

                  against the asphalt, prostrate

                  on the concrete for their bullet.

               

               
                  We wouldn’t go so far

                  as to call our bullet

                  a prophet, my brothers say.

                  But my brothers’ bullet

                  is always lit like a night-church.

                  It makes my brothers holy.

               

               
                  You could say my brothers’ bullet

                  cleans them—the way red ants

                  wash the empty white bowl

                  of a dead coyote’s eye socket.

                  Yes, my brothers’ bullet

                  cleans them, makes them

                  ready for God.
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