MARIA ZOCCOLA
red rover

for Theresa and Florena

will the bone break, will the knot loose,
will plane rebound from tarmac like fly
from shivered horseflesh, blood-hot country
of violence and soft places, beast to ride

lame and lathered or not at all. the trick
is the windup, the momentum, barefoot
dash over grass and acorn-shell agony,
face set like a new bride’s, or perhaps

an accountant’s. the trick is the impact,
your cannonball body against the chain mail
weave of their fingers, like clutching like.
aim yourself at the weakest joint. the line

will cleave your guts in two, and from

the wound will rise small white flowers
crawling with insects native to your
hometown, unknown in this soil, but even

birds can learn new prey. notice how most
night moths paint blue eyes on their wings
for safety. it is acceptable now to cry out,
very softly, the way adam may have mourned

the rib. but he was naked, and could not hide
the bruise. the trick is to scrub your accent.
the trick is to fold away loud colors, wet

your comb in rare and costly oils, consume

only fruits that hide no stone. is there a space
in the line? are there hands now outstretched?
do you turn to rebuke inbound flights, jeering
and planting your feet? do you renounce them?
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