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imagination. For what would you forfeit the real, 

no one asked, before handing me the photographs.

There I am, I concede, in a red bandana 

placed gently in my father’s youth,

a hush of blue foothills. So this is what it was like, 

or not unlike, to be me, a virgin in my father’s country. 

At six, in the unfurnished interior. But how 

to insist on other senses, all their patient sanities? 

Half my body warm, the other, damp in clover.

The dirt pulled as it dried on my knees. 

I was hungry, singly, and feared the mountain.

There was time to be afraid and to outlive,  

unaccounted seconds in their coats of chance.

Now everyone is lined in spasms of hereness, 

at the gym, then exiting the movie theater.

What’s happened in between, mislaid inside them,

bookended by moments that endure in others.

Every feeling, cousin to some vanished one, 

echoes through the halls of our aloneness.

Somewhere in Greece by the white of it, 

blues so soaked they emit their own light.  

Admiring coastlines from lookouts on cliffs, 

scowling as they did when they were children 

and fought over who would live, who die 

in a fantasy kidnapping. Looking blasé 

in ancient temples, the locals dancing backwards 

in a Boomerang. I remember those summers 

on my father’s shoulders when the man 

would point to the cross on the mountain, 

ask if it was raining. Full days settled 

by wildflower and stone. Green, in a word. 

We gave each day the full human, and it gave us 

tranquil deaths, the beetle’s gem-like shell, 

vacant bee in the window of an ancient tram. 

I was unsure anyone lived the way I did, 

slowly, presently, in color. Was often by myself 

speaking to a weed pulled from the local 
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