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A proposal by someone to my mom
after the Vietnam War: Why don't
you sell your baby, you don't have
anything to eat?
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No, don't sell my sister! There are lots
of cockroaches for us to eat!
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eighteen years later, I saw them -
large, brown shiny tanks on the wall,

evidence of my brother's love for me.
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He told us he hated the color red.

Sixteen years later,

hie wears a red sweatshirt and smiles.
The pin tip opening in his heart enough
to let in a driblet of red.
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Grandma (A Hologram) -
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In your physical absence, .
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scattered from me so that even

a tiny fragment, an eyelash,
still containg the whole of you.

The Road

I sa; children are

likeylit:hyminghugs. ' i wh e b P TL ﬂ%‘ b‘:{na .i;'--:t"}%.,
$(=8h3 3FainaeL () PARS S

I see how they
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Sometimes, it is . " Head : B . _’ -
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pressed against the ear
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