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I will bring you a whole person
and you will bring me a whole person
and we will have us twice as much
of love and everything.
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Ganymede


A man trades his son for horses.


That’s the version I prefer. I like


The safety of it, no one at fault,


Everyone rewarded. God gets


The boy. The boy becomes


Immortal. His father rides until


Grief sounds as good as the gallop


Of an animal born to carry those


Who patrol our inherited


Kingdom. When we look at myth


This way, nobody bothers saying


Rape. I mean, don’t you want God


To want you? Don’t you dream


Of someone with wings taking you


Up? And when the master comes


For our children, he smells


Like the men who own stables


In Heaven, that far terrain


Between Promise and Apology.


No one has to convince us.


The people of my country believe


We can’t be hurt if we can be bought.







As a Human Being


There is the happiness you have


And the happiness you deserve.


They sit apart from each other


The way you and your mother


Sat on opposite ends of the sofa


After an ambulance came to take


Your father away. Some good


Doctor will stitch him up, and


Soon an aunt will arrive to drive


Your mother to the hospital


Where she will settle next to him


Forever, as promised. She holds


The arm of her seat as if she could


Fall, as if it is the only sturdy thing,


And it is, since you’ve done what


You always wanted, you fought


Your father and won, marred him.


He’ll have a scar he can see all


Because of you. And your mother,


The only woman you ever cried for,


Must tend to it as a bride tends


To her vows, forsaking all others


No matter how sore the injury.


No matter how sore the injury


Has left you, you sit understanding


Yourself as a human being finally


Free now that nobody’s got to love you.







Flower


Yellow bird.


Yellow house.


Little yellow


Song


Light in my


Jaundiced mouth.


These yellow


Teeth need


Brushing, but


You admire


My yellow


Smile. This


Black boy


Keeps singing.


Tiny life.


Yellow bile.







The Microscopes


Heavy and expensive, hard and black


With bits of chrome, they looked


Like baby cannons, the real children of war, and I


Hated them for that, for what our teacher said


They could do, and then I hated them


For what they did when we gave up


Stealing looks at one another’s bodies


To press a left or right eye into the barrel and see


Our actual selves taken down to a cell


Then blown back up again, every atomic thing


About a piece of my coiled hair on one slide


Just as unimportant as anyone else’s


Growing in that science


Class where I learned what little difference


God saw if God saw me. It was the start of one fear,


A puny one not much worth mentioning,


Narrow as the pencil tucked behind my ear, lost


When I reached for it


To stab someone I secretly loved: a bigger boy


Who’d advance


Through those tight, locker-lined corridors shoving


Without saying


Excuse me, more an insult than a battle. No large loss.


Not at all. Nothing necessary to study


Or recall. No fighting in the hall


On the way to an American history exam
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