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Separation as Eve

I knew it hurt him: not so much his own circumstance 
changing, but the fact that it was me, happening outward

of himself. Or that my expansion had to be 
also his expansion & he couldn’t understand it. So he lay there 

stunned & seeing it all as though from within 
the depths of a cistern: my first own rib, bony blade 

lain newly in the damp grass. The air, it grew heavy 
with fruit flies. My original name, it was a word 

that thrummed in my pulse, 
a warm, gummiesh clot & he knew things 

would never again be the same & I liked seeing 
how much that hurt him. It’s true, I enjoyed 

thinking of skin. How mine was my own
clay-colored encasing. Or of him as a clay bowl 

& me, a pear. No, he the pear. I the bruise. 
I the sugar that pools in the bruise. 




