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god you are so amazing, in the hiss of lines


where belts carry their silent sermons, where a clock stamps noon into iron, and the factory floor shines with the sheen of a thousand weary prayers.

i punch in with a fist full of sunrise,

grease already tracing parables across my knuckles. the lights are a flock of pale birds caught in rafters; they hum psalms of filament and dust.

the floor is a river of scuffed miracles:

pallets like rafts that have carried us through storms, screws like seeds scattered in an untidy Eden,

each socket a mouth that wants to sing. god you are so amazing,

in the stagger of lift trucks, the bark of machines, in the way a single bolt finds its thread—

like a lost child, finally calling your name. take my heart and i break it and break it up,

feed it to the shift and the siren and the shake; let it fall in bright red washers,

let it scatter under the stamping press, so that when the whistle blows

we gather the pieces and name them good. a hammer knows the prayer of impact;

it falls like rain on a sheet of spring steel,

drumming out weather for a new continent of parts. i wear earplugs like small baptisms,

foam bells silencing the old wolves of doubt. my boots remember the hot breath of summer,

remember winter’s glass-bitten breath through the dock doors, remember every crushed halo of cardboard,

the forklift’s horn like a prophet at the edge of a city. we are the liturgy of torque wrenches.
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we are the choir in hi-vis vests.

we raise our hands not to praise but to hoist, and still somehow it is praise.

god you are so amazing—

a bolt whispers amen when it seats, a seam seams itself into covenant, and the red emergency stop, blazing as a martyr in the gloom,

teaches me the holiness of “enough.” there is choreography here:

the operator’s lean, the shift of hips, the reach, the quick sideways glance to the counter, numbers stepping up like Jacob’s ladder.

we climb and climb toward the bell. and in the breakroom a plastic fern

does more photosynthesis than our talk;

the microwave clocks tick blue minutes on a wet sandwich, and someone laughs like a wrench dropped from heaven, clanging a pure note through our ribs.

god you are so amazing in sugar packets,

in coffee that tastes like it learned to walk on nails, in the hand that trembles when overtime is offered and says yes because the rent’s a mouth too.

take my heart and i break it and break it up; wrap the pieces in paper towels,

set them on a skid with the rest of the day’s orders; print a label: FRAGILE / DO NOT STACK, but we stack anyway,

a cathedral of small risks rising pallet by pallet. across the aisle, the welder pulls constellations from dark steel—

sparks fly like backyard fireflies we were too tired to chase; his mask is a hooded star,

and behind it his eyes are two smoldering prayers. i have learned to measure mercy in thousandths.




i have learned the patience of blue threadlocker. i have learned that even the crooked finds a jig,

that even what wobbles can be balanced by a steady palm. we write our names on the backs of fit-check cards,

like the old prophets scratching their names inside the bones of a whale.

we are swallowed by shifts and coughed out whole, bearing the breath-print of your name on our sleeves. god you are so amazing

in the ache that learns a new alphabet,

in the shoulder that reads endurance like scripture. you hold the ceiling, simple and absolute,

and keep it from falling on us.

every day the conveyor is a river that never remembers you, yet it keeps singing your distance.

every day the pallets are altars:

we lift on three, we lower on three,

and somewhere inside the count is a trinity we never speak of, but live.

take my heart and i break it and break it up—this time into bearings,

little planets that know only the gravity of turning, bright and cold as dawns we missed.

let them roll in their silent orbits around a shaft that doesn’t complain.

lunch hour: sunlight is a rumor near the loading dock. outside, a wind wanders the parking lot,

touching fenders the way an old rabbi touches scrolls. someone prays over chips, eyes closed, head bowed; someone else prays with sauce packets,

arranging them by heat, a ritual of spice. god you are so amazing in small economies, in coupons and loose change,

in the invisible mathematics that keeps us afloat. bless the clerk who stays late, the driver who waits,




the supervisor who learns our children’s names and says them softly like new parts.

whistle again: time is a machine that is also an ocean. we step in and out like seafarers,

salted by shifts, our palms charted with routes. we come home carrying invisible crates of noise that we set on the porch before kissing hello. the child asks why my clothes smell like storms. i say because we make thunder for a living, because lightning needs a place to sleep,

and we have built it a thousand beds of steel. god you are so amazing in the word done—it sits on the tongue like a warm screw,

a tiny sun of achievement.

done is a hymn that never makes the radio but stays in the lungs, glowing.

night shift gathers like black wool.

the floor turns to a galaxy under the hum,

and each station is a planet with its weather of sparks. we navigate by the red and green LEDs,

sailors by a plastic firmament.

i want to learn forgiveness from the dull blade dressed anew by the grinder,

from the snapped belt that gets replaced,

from the misaligned hole that meets a reamer’s patience. none of these scold. They return. They shine.

take my heart and i break it and break it up—into shims, thin promises that bring the world back within tolerance.

slide them under what wobbles; watch the shiver settle;

call it grace measured in thousandths. if i could hide a psalm in the toolbox, i’d wedge it under the hammer’s throat,

a secret ribbon of hallelujah to be found




the day we need it most.

but maybe the psalm is already here,

written in oil on the floor where we slipped and did not fall. god you are so amazing in the late call:

“can you stay?” and the mouth says “i can,” and the back says “i will,”

and the coin says nothing but changes hands. in that silence, a small white bird is born.

we do not choose our angels. sometimes they come with clipboards; sometimes they come with mops; sometimes they come with the skill

to hear when a bearing is about to weep. they bend, they listen, they nod—

a benediction spoken through ear protection. i keep a photograph in my locker:

two faces caught mid-laugh at the county fair, cotton candy like a lowercase cloud in the hand.

on hard days i close the door and touch the glossy sky, prying open a window to a field where no whistle calls. and still, when i step back onto the line,

something in me flowers. the press descends and rises, breathes and believes.

the world keeps arriving in pieces;

we teach it how to hold itself together. god you are so amazing

that even the scrap bin becomes a parable: shards with edges of regret,

curled ribbons of what wasn’t,

all of it waiting for a fire that will change its name. take my heart and i break it and break it up—

not to discard, but to smelt:

let the furnace of your patience

draw each bright fragment to the crucible;




let me watch a red river pour into mold,

let me wait as the ingot cools like a sleeping moon. morning is a rumor again, then a fact,

thin gold sneaking under doors.

we sign our sheets, stack our gloves,

hang our goggles like small moons in a row. we walk the floor once more, eyes sweeping for the stray screw, the lost washer—

we gather them the way elders gather stories, afraid to lose a single thread.

god you are so amazing in the after-sound,

in the cotton silence that swells when the motors cease. you stand in the empty ring where the pallet was,

and the space whispers a name we almost remember. outside, the air is cold and honest.

we unzip the night from our chests and let the dawn climb in.

tires crackle over gravel like fresh bread.

we go where we go: apartments with tired blinds, houses with porches that have memorized our footfalls, rooms with a window full of reasonable sky.

i lay down on the bed of ordinary, smelling of steel and stubborn coffee, and dream that every bolt we turned spun a star one notch closer to us.

in the dream, the universe wears a hairnet, wipes its brow, checks the gauge, smiles. god you are so amazing,

in the minutes before sleep when the motor of me idles soft and low,

when your hand, invisible but clean as light, strokes the dust from my spirit’s shoulders.

you whisper: tomorrow—and the word clicks true like a socket on a head.

take my heart and i break it and break it up;




teach me the art of reassembly.

give me torque so I do not strip the thread of faith. give me lube for the rust-smirked grief.

give me a caliper that measures mercy accurately.

let me blue-mark every fit until the contact is full and kind. the factory floor will be there when we return,

a patient beast, ribs of beams, breath of electricity, hooves of forklifts clattering in their paddocks, and we will enter its ribcage like priests,

lighting again the candles of indicator lamps, humming again the hymn of careful labor. god you are so amazing—

and if love is a machine

it is also a meadow under the roof,

a field of moving parts that learn a wind.

let me lay my cheek against its warm casing, hear your engine tick as it cools.

in that small fading heat,

i know: nothing is wasted.

not the filings, not the misprints, not the hours, not even the breaking of the heart—

for we break it to learn its grain, we break it to finish the fit,

we break it and break it up, until, in your callused hands, it holds together, finally, better than new.
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i

bring me down where the light forgets its own name,

where the rock keeps counsel and the air tastes like old copper—i walk the ladder with the heel of a question

and my palms read the ladder’s ribs like braille. there’s a map on my tongue made of coal dust,

and the lamp at my chest remembers the faces of small suns. i need your mind: lend it to the pick that sings in my hands, let it hum a wise tune into the iron of my lungs.

i hate your heart — but not the way you think.

i hate the heart that takes a shape and then forgets how to fit, the heart that keeps a quartered room inside its rib,

the heart that counts itself by empty chairs.

i walk inside of my man — i am a corridor with footsteps, a room with a window that always looks at someone else. i need something: some blueprint of mercy,

some socket-wrench of forgiveness, some ledger where my debts are less

heavy.

believe inside of my goddamn closet, let it out, man, let the thing you’re keeping in there breathe.

let it rise like steam from a kettle that’s been shoved under the stairs. the mine is a mouth that speaks in slow consonants,

its consonants are pillars and its vowels are lamps.

the cart clicks the way a clock clicks: certain, patient, small. we ride on rails that remember fingers —

grooves worn like prayers into the iron.

my boots fit the language of the floor; the floor replies: keep moving.

you think rust is a punishment; rust is memory corroded into honest dust. the miners who came before us left their names in the seams,

tiny signatures scrawled inside the veins of the earth.

i trace them with the back of my knuckles, reading their punctuation: pause. breathe. keep quiet. keep making.
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ii

the shaft smells of things that have given up on outside, of coffee gone grave-strong in chipped mugs,

of sweat cooled to a neat gray.

there are tools that are older than our patience,

and the pump that keeps swallowing water is a machine of faith—faith in bolts, in hoses, in the occasional kindness of gravity.

you give me your mind and i will lend you my hands; we will swap parts like cheap mechanics:

i take your thinking, you take my scars.

there is a ledger between us where our names get tallied in the soft light: one for the salvaged dream, one for the broken spring, one for the repaired



hinge.


we trade in habits here—sturdy ones that can carry weight.



we do not trade in kindness because kindness is slippery and takes the corners off the boxes;


we trade in steady, and steady stacks like sacks on a pallet.

i hate your heart because it is tender where the world needs steel—and tender where the world needs tenderness.

how are we to carry a furnace of regrets if the bellows refuses to move? how are we to drag the coal of lost promises when the cart keeps snagging



on the lip of memory?


i walk inside of my man because the man is a hallway with a hundred doors; i open closets and find other closets, and in each closet a photograph of a



different fear.


let it out, man—let the thing that rattles in your ribs step into the aisle.



if you keep the fear in the dark it will grow teeth and pass them to your  sleep.

if you let it into the lamplight, it will be small enough to carry, like a child with a flashlight.


iii

we have a hymn for the lowering of the cage:

not a hymn you sing to the ceiling, but one you say to the ground.

it is short, a breath of syllables clipped like coal: steady, steady, steady. we whistle it under our breath when the winch starts to groan;




we call it out when a bolt refuses to hear the word “enough.”

the mine has its weather: coughs that pass through the ribs of the shaft, a wind that knows every whisper you were too afraid to finish. sometimes the wind brings letters from the surface, folded and careful,

and we read them under the hood of our helmets like contraband prayers.

i need your mind to keep the ledger even; my ledger bends when grief comes to visit.

i hate your heart because it makes me open my own with bare fingers—it is easier, sometimes, to be a closed valve.

but closed valves freeze the water and then the pump must labor heavier. i walk inside of my man because i cannot find a map that will fit me;

the maps they print at the office are glossy and soft as city magazines. they show restaurants and broad streets and confidence.

my map is a scrap with three lines: shaft, seam, rumor of light. iv

down here, time learns to be patient:

it goes slow because it’s squeezed, because the seconds have to fit through small holes.

the lunch is a prayer in a plastic bag—ham that’s been pressed till its edges are prayers,

an orange with a skin like a small sun you can hold in two hands. we eat standing, because the chairs are nicknamed and never ours.

somebody jokes about the wife on the surface, somebody else jokes about a cousin,

and for a minute the jokes make the air taste like smoke from a summer fair. i need something to hold onto that isn’t a promise—promises are cheap
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