Poema without hands

Whatever it is that is wanting
is poema: her light blue sweater on the train.

The families in the unventilated
truck,

the leeks
in the leek soup. The pal

pitations whenever he reads
certain words: alive, wild rat,

Cocteau, acid, Cristobal, noose.
His ring finger in the metal
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hands from Bolivia, the

painted frog from Boyaca,
drusen
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The mountaintops near Caney Creek

in eastern Kentucky,
Atakapa her tongue and half her face

in shadow, the cistern on the beach where once their sweet
bones rocked, honeycombs in the eyes of the honeybee.
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