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Voice

You can pluck up and move, marry, bear
children, four, one for each corner of your very own
home. You can converse with a neighbor
and hold on your shoulder a sack of dog food.  
You can be good and nod, and still the voice will taunt—
the mother’s, her hoarseness—embedded
in the ridges and rivers of the brain, the voice that began
when that matter was still gelatin
and never relented. Bombed terrain, with no
rescuing replacement. Volume up: Ugly. Slut.
You can bend to the garden and newborn shoots will
hiss the same slurs. Fucked up. Worthless.
All your kids crying at once, your man pissed, run off,
and you bedeviled, gripped by the devil herself.


