Cosmic Censorship Hypothesis

A robin flings her red breasted body into our sliding glass doors—
again and again—until blood from her beak streaks in short strokes
across the glass. Hidden behind a bowing horizon, language
balances on tiptoes on a center-lit stage, precarious as the wave of
fluid in the tubes in my ears as I bend or turn.

It seems obvious to say You dont love me how I need. How you
once did. 1 think we might be the supernova, the explosion.

A woman’s blooming belly is all I can see across the large, tabled
room. She places her palm on the shelf of her skin where feet
likely squirm. I’ll never be that seen again. Michelle tells me fifty
feels invisible. I want to say / see you, but I don’t say the words. I
see her now and I see her ten years ago, her once brisk pace.

I’m teaching a workshop on trauma. No. I must begin again. I’'m
teaching a workshop on writing. I tell the class to melt and form. I
want us to live as clay, form our hands into a kiln. But my hands
twitch and jerk—thorned vines from elbow to tips. This electric
green invisible until I struggle with my pen.

Imagine love could be tethered—all the ways an object roots and
clamps. Like ant and fungus. Love controlled by the tight clamp of
jaw—sit, stand, walk. Travel along nerves. Push pull sway bend.
This is where my breaking might begin—when earth loosens its
grip. At every appointment, my neurologist asks, Have you fallen
this month? The question really means: You will never be free of
me. I am a heavy blossom

If all singularities are hidden, I like to imagine what we can’t see is
more real than what we can. Like a husband’s messages to another
woman. That’s where you know how he really feels about you. Not
in the morning kiss, the bedtime story, breakfasts of eggs and
sugared rolls.

Once my father called in a midwestern ice storm. His voice
distorted to strings described our pet bird—gifted for my 16th
birthday but now firmly his—how he watched the bird pull out
every neon feather, how the bird came undone in my father's
hands. I couldn’t get to him on the roads. Their cries carry forward



and backward through time. My father hears the wind-hollowed
sounds as a young boy in his bed some nights. My son will wake at
twenty, call to tell me an echo haunts his apartment.

My husband tells me other people don’t dwell like this—wallow. A
constant accounting to measure the drag and droop of left leg,
graph the data of impulse through hand. He won’t stop being the
version of himself I can’t see. I can’t ignore matter or time, ignore
how intention is at the center of all this searching.



