
Indexical Reminder of a Morning Well Spent 
 
Alpine lake in summer, a ladle of leftover winter blue. Between sitting 

beside a body of water or jumping in, I 
could always tell you’d take the dive. I can’t remember the first 

 day we met, or any season between meeting and knowing. 
Everything since is new language, written in  

font I read naturally as childhood, as all my cursive Januaries  
growing up in the snow.  When I told you I wouldn’t 

have predicted this, you said our 
instincts realize before we do when friendship is fenced with the waxing 

joy of something more. But what we didn't  
know about first opening the gate was the timid end of saying 

love. Before, I’d litany my love, easy as loving sliced 
mango with tamarind paste, high altitude snowfall that 

never fully melts, or poems that give you something 
only to take it away. I want my winter soft with a side of sun, so it 

percolates into spring. As for you? Snow for snow’s sake—brilliant 
quiet the morning after. Differently, we both want the earth 

ripe with downy brightness. The belly of a bluebird under cloudless 
sky. Another numbered day evaporates each time we wake up 

together. I’m trying to let the world world. I’m trying to stop trying to 
understand how in Spanish, want and love share the word querer. Is there any living  

verb out there for wanting what we can’t have? I go to the garden, 
walk around looking for stillness as adjective or adverb or end to the poem. I 

expect icicles on a terracotta pot, a frozen mountain pond. But my vision 
yields to wet light off the frosted soil. Where there once was summer 
 ​ zucchini—now, the snow’s gold transcription of an unseeable sun.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In Defense of Cookie Cutter Houses 
 

 
 

 
I.​ I search for the word that means a neighborhood like ours, made of homes cast  

from the same mold. The internet calls this tract housing and tells me it lacks 
 

II.​ character and originality. I’m not saying I crave complete 
sameness, but as families melt through the cracks in the concrete’s 
 

III.​ cupped hands, what is there to find but comfort when, although we don’t know  
the residents, at least we know the anatomy of the houses that hold  
 

IV.​ them? Across the street, fickle trees beg the ice to stay in the damp blue 
scent of their shaded pavement; three hundred days of supposed sun a year is only true 
 

V.​ on our brighter side of the road. Sidewalk stacks itself to the corner cement 
where the girl I babysat smeared her bike, broken bone tenting  
 

VI.​ under the blond skin of her arm. Have I ever told you her younger sister cried  
more than she did? This stroll was once full of curious tongues jammed inside 
 

VII.​ the syrupy throats of orange honeysuckles on the way back from school, of believing most 
things taste like they smell. Now, a walk around the block is hearing a song we wrote  
 



  
 

 
VIII.​ with the words changed. But step through any front door, and stairs will seep upwards  

on the left. A hallway, a bathroom, twin bedrooms. A mother repainting peach walls 
 

IX.​  a ripe purple. I’m not anti one-of-a-kindness, I’m just pro hermana-homes and against 
seeing the layers of front range foothills, freckled with verdured granite, 
 

X.​ and mistaking them for mountains. You and I know the real pikes peek 
just behind, nestled in the folds of these false summits, always creased 
 

XI.​ in snow and in sight—orienting you without your permission, without having 
to ask. Send me your crossword, tell me about your week, and I’m anchored again, singing 
 

XII.​ in the car on a drive through the valley where red rocks sip 
the sunlight and wrinkle up the sage bluffs. Did you know siblings 
 

XIII.​ weave easy harmonies because the born anatomy of their voices are related, 
too? That’s my way of saying we are instruments created to be played 

 
XIV.​ together. Let’s call them cookie cutter houses—for how sweet it is to be a blue- 

print known by heart, to be cut from the same couplet as you. 
 
 
 
 



I tell Andrea about getting a DIU 
 
I know. Double take. 
Looks like DUI. But we’re speaking. 
In Spanish. So I’m really talking IUDs. 
Letters like silver. Medical tools on a tray.  
Arranged any way. How each grasps. 
For control. Funny, I wasn’t under. 
The influence of anything.  
But two Advil. Funny, I used to be. 
Allergic to ibuprofen. I fell once. 
At the climbing gym. Slipped from pastel. 
Plastic rock. My elbow dimpled. 
With unsocketed bone. Still this hurt. 
Worse. Still I have intrusive thoughts. 
Not thoughts. More tensions.  
In my breastbone. Faintness. 
Behind my forehead.  A sickening. 
Realization. Any body. 
Is fragile. At the right angle. 
I’m not sure it was the worst. 
I’ve ever felt. But it was the deepest. 
Does that make sense. I never needed a name. 
For my core. Until it was pried open. 
Iron hammer striking. A rusted nail. 
Burn curling up my abdomen. Like a flame.  
Licks a door frame. After, I was proud. 
Like I had joined the ranks. Compatriota. 
Of  pain. And yet. I still abandon. 
Each boulder. Right before I finish it. Jumping. 
Off the wall. A white heat.  
Flash of vertigo. Before I can find out. 
What happens if I lunge. 
To hold on. To one last colorful thing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



Sestina After You Say We Shouldn’t Start What Will Hurt In the End 
 
From “Not Anyone Who Says” by Mary Oliver 
 
Nothing should be allowed to be this beautiful 
and end. At least not in spring, which makes for unsuitable 
oxymoron. The sparkling smell of sprinkled grass, invisible  
thrill of a May-flavored February day. We all know 
there’s wickedness to this warmth, yet we choose 
to take our clothes off, toss ourselves tipsy on the lawn, and love 
 
it, anyway. Eating berries off the branch without iodining the invisible 
layer of life that could possibly kill us. Normally, I know  
better, but give me a soft morning breeze and one beautiful 
bite of a mango in season, and suddenly, I’m speaking in unsuitable 
supermarket metaphor, seeing sunrise in slices of unwashed produce and love- 
poeming my least romantic lines. Why do we do this? Choose 
 
to construct a city in the basin of an ancient lake, even though we know 
it will shake when plates of earth's crust yearn to touch their invisible 
bodies beneath us. Make homes of unsuitable 
habitats, build towns on explosive ground. But O, what a lovely 
view! Volcanoes are merely mountains that might choose 
to burst. Until then, have you seen how molten sky blushes beautifully 
 
behind their teeth? Peak vibrancy right before the swallow of night.  I choose 
groceries dangerously close to their expiration dates because I love  
to think they could still make something beautiful: 
molasses-brown bananas bear the best bread. Overripe fruit, unsuitably 
sweetest just before rotting—I’m trying to say it could be worth it. I know  
my want is an abandoned poem with the lights left on, the invisible 
 
space where last stanzas should be. I save recipes I know 
I’ll never bake. The jacarandas awoke prematurely, already undressing, unsuited  
for the early heat. They’ll be bare by summer. But to live, briefly, among beauty; 
to be held by these few, bright weeks of bloom, nose buried in the invisible 
hair of the trees, in the scent of the richest purple we’ve ever seen. Love, 
every bruised petal on the pavement is a flower—chosen to open. 
 
 



Elegy with Grammar and Punctuation 
After Linda Gregg 
 

I can’t bring myself to touch the last poem 
where my dog showed up, alive—when I cry, 
he uncurls himself from sleep in solidarity 
with my sadness, quietly tucks his perfect  
body beside mine.   A breaking  
heart sounds like the hollow din of past tense 
in that sentence. I could present  
tense him into the next 
 

one: say, the heat of summer 
soil, the rusted scent of fresh water  
-ing can, Teddy panting in the garden.   
But a photo album full of him, nose 
in the tangle of larkspur and black-eyed  
susan, is not the same as holding  
his last picture on film—sprawling under  
the green paws of squash leaves, by zucchini 
big as he is. How literal the language 
 

of analog, the phrase on film meaning 
just what it sounds like: alchemic  
image, cast onto the roll’s silver emulsion 
in the exact time and place it’s exposed. 
Now, negative in my hand, I’m touching 
the same light that held him on its way  
to me, camera running over with enjambed 
sun. His tender impression 
 

on the world. Evening in the clinic, over 
 and over all my mom could say was I can't believe 
this day. I want to not believe 
in conjugation. But meet me on the threshold 

of the conditional, where if he saw 
us crying there, wreathed around his lamblike 
body, the slight black commas dormancy makes 
of his eyes would blink open. Gently, he’d curl 
up beside our sorrow like an ampersand 
as if to say this ​ ​ ​ grief is not a stoppered 



line nor the poem’s end, but the breath 
through which you pause, find what you mean, 

& then continue the sentence 


