For My d oset
by Andrew Bl i gh

"[...] the onetine island woul d keep renorsel essly encroachi ng,

gri ndi ng down opposition, overwhel mng the existing shoreline of
Al aska or being overwhelmed by it, and no casual observer would
be able to detect where or howthe join of this newland to the
ol d had been acconplished."; - from Al aska by Janes M chener

You were the only map of ny life waiting to be forgotten

to be sinply space to sever and attach new terrains

You are the Al aska that M chener wote about

A wooden train set boxed a m croscope now broken

the slides are shards of small things mnutiae things unseen
cotton polyester nylon rayon strung up and hung

the nusty vitriol of people | could and couldn't wear is within
You al ways

honmework | eftover from 8th grade that once gave ne arnor a
t eacher
soneone to please to protect nme when | wasn't able to
there is a warm breath vaguely absent within You
and no light for directions

t he Sout hern Confort the Cuervo
the joys in distance that You stored and told no one
You are the island that M chener wote about
collecting countries islands en route
to the original continent made of nmany countries
formng a mp wth the bonds of |ove

"for all these things were done by the people who lived in the
| and before you, and the | and becane defiled. And if you defile
the land, it will vomit you out as it vomted out the nations
that were before you."; - Leviticus 18:27

These countries nove and have shape in the

Wake of being of finding the lattitude in

the God and Heaven | savored at ten and twelve and thirteen
my "sins"; ny self had no place with H m

God was a joy of all asking pleading
when | tried to nake holy water ebb



fromthe fountain at Christian schoo
vitriol washing their nouths sluicing deep and w de
fromtheir stabbed stigmata nutil ating thensel ves others
t heir weapons gil ded pages words only

| the Roman eyes Hadrian Antinous
vinegar and nails burning in their breaths ny |ove
fucking their conditional unconditional God |ove
bi nding themto the dust streaming |ike sand
t hrough H s hands their bodi es simering
i ke crepe paper to a burning bush
this is another country clained by nmercy and
| ove

And if | say "i'mqueer"; a sinewy cartographer of bone and
rhyt hm

a whittler of affects canned stereotypes strutting

with tickle-pink feet pestling high school nud with ny boots
skirting frivolity can | still not have a real |ob?

shirk the priesthood? the hair sal on?

the students wal king with breaths and words eyelids
unhi nging revealing a m |l ky bl ankness

carping through bristly [ashes dusting their sight
dusting this faggot undeterred tutoring at their schoo
not gyrating to top-40 with scissors and anmoni a
resurrecting the phoeni x from hundred-year-old hair

rul er-straight lines of desks reading of maps | egends
of their straight own

a rai nbow overarching the rocks and oceans

whi pped by w nds stol en by school books

t he absence of just asking about their papers

of trellising themto the pen that showed ne ny self

wi th endl ess poens about Ophelia death w shes

the pen that was |ike a wood gouge meking fistul ae

in the al abaster neat that God gave ne

puni shing life ny body Jesus with words and drugs

witing inacircle to keep witing releasing not noving on

sitting in tight plastic desks readi ng student witing
like intaglio wth the ink dry
and | can't see the flowers
| can't see the lotus flowers the water-lilies in Ophelia's hair
| can't get the scene of that Aivier Hanl et out



as long as kids slip "gay"; or "faggot"; every so often
How do you connect kids to their witing--
who can't see the blossons witing in the water



