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Baby sleeps

on your back

in a yellow wrap,

squash never falling

from the yellow basket
upturned in its print.

Water for a whole

people crowns you

and doesn’t look

heavy. You turn back

for no one. I see you

in Louisville in an empty wing
of the Muhammad Ali
Museum, a stone’s throw
from where he cast his gold
medal into the Ohio River, one crown
for another. What you carry
we use in my country

to baptize men

who win football games.

In my country, we see yellow
strangers and hit them, yellow spas
and put holes in them.

I love you, am sorry,

am not a fighter,

no king. Cast me

in your light

so I may

not cower.



