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"The wound is the place 

where the light enters you.”

— Rumi

I can only write in the after—

questions spilled, the hurt culled, 

when blood rushes back to my fingers, 

tingling after frostbite.

— Antonia Wang
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Prologue
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What do you heal from?

Who do you heal for?

I heal for the short, budding flower,

cut too soon, discarded.

I heal for the little girl who slipped,

cried so hard, she couldn’t breathe.

I heal for the child’s mother,

broom-haired, onion-sleeved—

calling from across the street

at a hollow in the dusk.

I heal for that gash in Earth’s chest,

torn by the rub, riven by the subtle sting of love.

I heal for the angel raised by demons,

twice blind to the light he couldn’t take.

I heal for those who cannot heal,

for those who cannot hear their own heart break.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Evergreen Fandango
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One clear night, then three gray days.

Sharp rain shatters against the frigid earth—

a flash fandango. This quasi-gloom

thumps between my temples: 

feet and tambourines, guitars and castanets—

their beat pounds in this quiet temple.

I wish I spoke your language

of deciduous fondness. I’ve always been

a loyal, boring evergreen, at home 

in the tropics, or summering in the Sierras.

My needles dull at times,

but they hardly ever fall.

Everything else changes, while I remain

a taller version of what I was:

roots in the earth, manicured boughs,

not taking up too much space—

lest I constrain the other who likes to spread 

their arms far and wide, or dare 

to step forward and dance my own fandango.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Rewind
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The leaves unfall, ascending 

back to the tree 

where they unblush, unthink 

what you whispered in their ears. 

Then, they ungrow, undrinking 

the earth's saccharine tears 

and unwind back to the field 

of possibility where you grow 

from a tiny, boundless spark 

of the all, pulsing with glee, 

dying to be born.
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Forging Light
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Swallows peck at the expanse 

once brimming with your presence. 

Turbid puddles lie still, 

charcoal craters within my grasp. 

I anoint my face with mud, 

and let it dry me.

I merge into traffic 

with the mob of shadows. 

We sway in unison, a silent trance. 

I carve yet another hollow 

with my mulish feet, 

morph into an effigy.

With my index finger, I trace 

your old imprints in the void, 

seeing the molds you once cast. 

The crowd propels me onward. 

I rub my arms like sticks, 

undaunted by the impending storm.

The desert's mouth cracks open, 

the assembly hushes, inert. 

Sparks burst like playful sprites.

I rise through the fire, claiming my place.  

Where were you when I needed light? 

Bound in chaos, I surmise.
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Forward
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Why do I have you, 

subtle stain on my ruffled sleeve, 

stones dragged by my skirt 

of endless anguish—

sighs that do not shift, 

backward or toward infinity, 

space filled with excess air 

we do not share? 

Why do I stare at you 

when I don’t remember you, 

if the strokes of your polished eyebrows 

blend with winter, 

If I lose myself at the crossroads 

of your outstretched arms

(reaching inward, never toward me)? 

Why would I tell you 

about this irreverent oblivion 

that trenches and limps, 

stacking lives in the keeping room, 

where you wait for me, seated, 

as though I were to appear—

as if the firm hand of kindness 

had not thrust me, furiously 

and against my will, forward?
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