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This Year 

 

 

How Much 

 

how much time 

do we have to give to realize 

how much we wasted 

 

wasted big bucks on little things 

like who dressed best or 

who did worse 

 

how long ‘til we notice 

the ones who face the 

bus ride home alone 

 

ignore spit-ballers and name-callers 

ignore pain 

go numb wondering 

 

how long ‘til he gets home breaks 

one dish 

two 

 

three drinks later 

says he’s gonna go 

raise a better family 

 

the slamming door gets 

the last word 
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white fist meets wall 

come to school with bruised knuckles – you 

hold a galaxy at your angriest 

 

how many times have you seen 

your mother’s face go blank 

while losing herself in the dishes 

 

that is her bravery 

you’ve never met anyone braver than her 

 

how much chaos and broke family 

does it take to realize 

how much life costs 

 

 

Things We Lost in the War 

 

That was the year we danced 

in our front yard around the big oak 

and sang songs without words – just noise 

just unopposed noise that bounced down our street  

like a pebble, rippling revolution, 

with the hope that maybe all this would end soon. 

 

That was the year they came out with movies 

of a Utopia we would never receive, to distract 

us from the loss of our fathers, brothers, and sons. 

 

That was also the year we began sneaking out of our 
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bedroom windows, two stories up, jumping into thorn bushes, 

because we didn’t want to disappoint our mothers, 

because we couldn’t stand to sit with out eyes glued 

to the television screen, waiting to hear his name 

called among the casualties. 

 

We always thought freedom was supposed to feel 

less burdened, but we feel the crushing weight of sacrifice 

on our shoulders instead. 

 

 

Taking Up Residence 

 

I had an uncle who was gay 

except that he wasn't my uncle he was 

my mother's best friend and by 

"had" and "was" I mean he 

died from AIDS 

his boyfriend wasn't at the funeral 

and my mother shed so many 

tears that the sleeve of my dress is 

still wet 

 

Shoulders are where I store emotion 

the place I go to when I need to 

borrow someone else's tears filled 

with hurt when I need it most 

 

Anger lives in my teeth so  

when I bite down on your 

neck you will know exactly 
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what to feel 

 

Secrets take hold in my veins 

and I like to crawl 

into them and listen to them moan 

about the last time I cut them open 

when your bloodstream holds too many words 

sometimes you have to let them out 

 

You made a place for yourself inside 

my ribcage 

tied strings around my organs 

you keep the other end safe between your 

fingertips so I know that you can find me 

when I lose myself 

 

You told me to do art 

make lists 

write things 

hang lights around my room 

read poetry 

pry open floorboards and hide inside 

 

I am not careful 

they claw at my heart those 

greedy bastards 

You are not one of them 

 

Fake books on fake bookshelves hang 

haphazardly in my head 

looks like tornado has 
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taken up residence 

I am a messy galaxy scattered 

with stars 

 

I keep love on the left side 

of my body three ribs down so 

when you do not love me anymore you 

can hit me right there 

break my goddamn bones 

hearts are too fragile to take 

that kind of beating 

 


