redamancy uncovered.

& when I’ve dotted my I’s & crossed my T’s,
in the end,
what [ am really trying to say
is that [ am sorry,
and unforgivable,
and so very sorry nonetheless.

Afraid of what
these hands might do to you,
Mother,
that my words became weapon,
Mother,
because in a dream I had, last,
I was a giant (not baby)
trying to tread at the heels of your feet
& you just couldn't
walk fast enough so I changed
my manners
and
my pace
until I hurried past like a stranger
in the heart
of New York City,
& you were sent
careening and stumbling and when |
tried to catch you,
my too-big-giant-not-baby hands
seized the tenuous glass you call bones

& in the end
you were a mess of sand in my
very sorry hands.
Con xin 16i, (I am sorry)
Me oi. (Mama)
Con rdt la xin 16i (1 am so sorry)
tai vi (because)
I know you
&
maybe | am slipping

through your fingers & stealing
away with your flesh & bones



but
I am also gravel & rubble

gritted in your fingernails,
the grating debris that falls and mauls
& I don't pray

but [ am here

on my hands
and knees

to stem the bleeding you sustained
from having to

love me.



