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Sleeping in Hurricane Season

I remember other beds in other places.
Luster of cicadas. Night street lined with jade.

Summer of desperate, pounding water. We sleep 
with our heads hovering over the alley. 

The book I’m reading is supposedly 
about whiteness. The author 

spends her pages confessing 
the many people she’s ignored.

I want to say that without its fricative 
edge, but I am learning to become more brittle,

not less. Islands of the Caribbean stripped 
to their lowest layers of soil, of thirst.

I live now in a flat place and sleep without incline.
Night rolls fitful around us, untucks our blanket.

I haven’t learned that unfricative language 
but I imagine it like a night without air 

conditioning units. A softness embedding 
the air. Night turns now to that meshy net 

of September. In September I always learn 
something new. Still, it is called a Tropical Storm. 

Dreams of water-choked houseboats, sog-bent 
bodies of trees. My fist curls in the night.

An island is a bruise in a flesh-world 
of water. A bead embedded in the promise 
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of its own demise. When I read the book 
about whiteness I think of people out there 

floating around. Surrounded by something they love 
that will kill them. Silence in the night is heavy 

like water. We float in it like water. 
It gives us our lives.


