Anthology

It bled for three days

before the surgical superglue bound leg to bone.
Four months later the glue

dissolved and shed in pieces—

my leg a molting snake.

I picked the shards of ceramic from my knee
the blood gritty from the fragments
beneath the skin. My mother’s voice

cussing my clumsiness—

when she drove me to the hospital

three months later after I hit brick bottom of a fishpond
in the middle of rural Oregon

and the nurse checked for tadpoles

in the gaping hole.

Eleven alligator teeth of blue thread

allowed the skin to repair my damage—

I told my mom it hurt more when they took the stitches out.

My middle finger suffered

a clean gerbil bite to the bone

the time I tried to take Whiskers for a walk.

The splattered oil scar on my face eventually healed
after I heated the pan too long,

cooking French fries with Grandma.

The summer I learned to ride a bike ended
with twenty pieces of gravel ripping open
my left thigh—a causality of biking

in the slick Seattle rain,

tongue outstretched to catch the plump drops



before I flew headfirst over the handlebars.
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