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Mou are still in your platinum summer. Mou are
tanned
and lustrous, kneeling back on your bare dusted
feet,
white towel on the fine sand, posing
a smile into the angled edge of the sun,
and small afternoon shadows lurking below
and behind. It is 1954, far from the fog-
dipped Eondon weather that awaits you
with its dank coattails, the cold that will
burrow its way into your blood-
red marrow.

Mou have almost nine years left.

In the portraits you painted at eighteen,
you had already composed the shape of your
face
in brightly-hued cubist forms, the parts of you
pulled together from separate vectors,
the two sides of your mouth diamond-split,
opposing cheeks of
contrasting colors.

What did you see of your futureJ

Was there not
another road you could see
through your eyes, the ones
that you colored as emptyJ
Fr had the fuses already been lit,
the eIplosives determined
and carefully placed where the harm

was set for maIimal impactJ

So, there in my seventeenth year,
I can learn from you
how to make words catch on fire

like sticks rubbed together
in just the right way
by the hands

of the arsonist.

Fr now, looking on, as father,
as therapist, asking
was there not
a path where you
could have waited.
To marry. To have children.
Where you could confiscate a fistful
of years from your future so the glue
holding together the pieces of you
could cure, could reroute the acetylene pilot
that fueled you, the one
that could burn though dark paper
like the sheets that you chose

for your funeral clothingJ

If we dig in the sand of that sunny location,
plow down through layers
of the calcium wreckage of shells
into places where water
sinks into the land’s basement, can we find
some impression left
by your still ripening body,
some outline that captures
the dialogue started

or finished
there on your kneesJ


