an incomplete birth.

I am born,

guns cocked, smoke writhing
in blue, blue air.

I am born,

a baby, a rebel,

a madwoman punching.

There is a pungency

in the air,

smells of disregard, agonising
to get it done, get it out—
and then I am there/theirs,

a sineater, ritual lover, unconditional fighter.

To be made, like this, kissing the zipper,
teething the seams of my father’s

hubris,

it makes you just like him, my mother says.
But I’'m not crazy! and she believes me.

I love you! and she believes that, too.

I'm YOU! YOURS!

Bluffing because you're your father's daughter.
Your father's. A daughter.

My mother's. A baby.

Cooing for love and she's giggling off her rocker
like an old, old woman,

like a scared little girl in an old woman suit.

[ am a scared little girl,
in an old woman suit.



