two dead boys. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~				


To My Infant Child on a Winter Night

On the night you were conceived some divine hand appeared 
						   and now look at the magical starry fist coming toward us
						         like an asteroid icy and terrible in the night sky. 

Little Fig, Little Onion-Headed Something Bundled in My Arms, 
						   look to where you father reached up to the sky pointing. 
						        So we are all going to die. Well, big whoop. 

You gaze up from the swaddling of my arms and hiccup
						   suddenly and you do not cry. For such eloquence you are
						        beloved and you should know that the beloved

 marked and loss is like breath when one is marked. 
						   for we will not die by what comes at us wild suddenly
						        from the midnight sky and we will not die from

words or what shines from a father’s mind and yet we will—
						   Little Drifter into Dream—like our family before us, die
						        of old age and the chemicals in drinking water

and from the wearing down of bone joy eventually turns out 
						  to be—for such is the burden of the beloved who arrive 
						        astonished falling from our mother’s bodies. 

I hope you learnt to take the pointed counsel of the horsefly
						   and the bumblebee and your father’s mind one day soon
						        and learn to sting the fat ass of the world that

wants us dead buried quietly in the world’s grief and I 
   hope you learn to lean into whatever comes at you and learn 
                    			        to take it and to take it on. Remember the great
  
fighter Muhammad Ali outsmarted George Foreman in 1974
						   by taking punch after punch one night in Zaire and so
						        when your sorrow comes take it. Rope-a-dope

loss and break it. Child, do this—watch—make a small tight fist
						   and shake it at the sky. The night is an idiot and blind, bigger
						        than your mother and I and we defy it with you

and this is really no way to welcome you to the shimmering 
						   lilac of being here but talking like this is all I know. 
						        Just a moment ago under the winter sky

you put your whole left hand right in my mouth and laughed
						   and whatever hurtles from the sky now hurtles still
						        and we will take it. Garbanzo of the Beautiful. 

gazing up and looking at the world, I love how you hiccup
						   quietly and stare. How you laugh when I joggle you
						         in my arms and growl gently like a bear. 

