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ONE PURPOSE OF POETRY

There is that moment when the world twists
the lover gone or the sister dead,

graduation day, or just an address change
Life teeters and you don’t know if you exist.

The stomach quivers and the calves ache
How can the tide come in or the grass grow?
The light cannot be the same; and surely

the stars do not know how to glow.

There is the flash of possible escape

I will part my hair into even plaits

I will laugh at nothing, or eat more beets.
I do not have to be myself.

Then the grumbling starts deep down low

It will be worse -

the sun will curdle, the earth stop its spin.
friends will fade, and the bones gradually thin.
Your hollow core is what will grow.



