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there should be a word for how the world turns
to amber resin with a long dead wasp gasping
inside when somebody leaves you. the boy tries
to catalogue each betrayal, rage shouting
up through his skin. this way he could understand.
marker on the wall, lipstick on the mirror, ink
spreading its arms across every page in his notebook.
each letter becomes a name, each name a shadow
walking away. this is stasis. this is a fish split
open and thrashing on a dock beneath a sky
with no stars. this is how all the light gets
swallowed. how we store our sorrow in clear
glass jars that tint the winter's light and keep
us warm through the coldest months.
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