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POETRY

I wanted to set to chords the life stories of women I’d met on 
airplanes
thin-air secrets seeming to offer something to my own ver-
sion of groundedness.
And he wanted to play a song on my guitar, make a capo of 
his arms across my rib cage 

He thought he’d sing about seeing his children emerge from 
me 
teach them to tell me, in their early days, what he hadn’t said 
to his own mother,
but what strangers in concert halls tell each other all the time, 
in the act of listening side-by-side
to the same silence between the notes.  
It’s a daily marathon of dare-taking, interpreting tattoos on 
the backside
of human prayerbooks.  Mostly we’re too tipsy to trust the 
hand to tip the hat

to hand-over-hand the ladder, clumsy as an octopus on roller 
skates.
We tried so hard to write hundreds of songs in the span of 
one go-round.

HUNDREDS OF 
UNSUNG HYMNS
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SILK ROAD

In the end the only piece he liked the sound of went a little 
something like this:

We found music at the bottom of the bottle and we smoked 
the last smoke in the pack 
Oxygen mask yourself first, make sure your carry-on is safely 
stowed on the rack
above your head.  La coeur a ses raisons le raison ne connaît 
point 
we tattooed on each other’s backs. We rowed a Finnish boat 
across the finish line and we promised promised promised to 
write back.  

Even if his heart would never understand its reasons, would 
upend the unwritten lyrics and erase the recorded tracks, our 
guitars licked the salt of temptations and hard passes and no 
regrets. When wine, when drugs, when night, when you lose 
the dice to the only game in town

Voices outside in the hallway were too muffled for me to hear 
their 
tapering conversation so I filled in the blanks
 He said, Language is air.
 I heard, Language is error

I told him my craving for his hand on the small of anything
other than my pussy was as hungry as a lion
when all the rivers in Africa have run dry of their gazelles.

We wrapped up and went home with hundreds of unsung 
hymns,
just not the melodies or the words 


