Skinny Light

I. Tightly budded yellow forsythia blooms die in a blue glass bottle:

More branch than bud. More glass than light. Shadows pock a dented wall 
eat the skinny light. Who takes a photograph of whom & for what purpose? 
Who stays & who leaves & for what reason? 

To write of my life & not write of you is a lie but we each lie more than we’d like to admit. 
The distance between running from my father & walking up the Loveland mountains 
to who you are is short. The distance between loving myself & being queer is long

when I am not beginning my life there or here. Trigger warning: An Asian woman 
is pushed off a New York City subway platform. Her name is Michelle 
Go. I can’t watch her die again to write this poem. Who were you there for if not me? 
Whose body are you pulling off the tracks if not your own? 

Metropolitan Transportation Authority officials declined to provide advice
on what subway riders should do if they fall on the tracks. That is to say, 
I’ll take you from one place to the next. The business of your life or death is your own.


II. 	Out of fear of punishment, veteran track workers shared advice anonymously– 

Watch out for the electric third rail with the gray cover guard. Climb
up five feet off the trackbed & onto the platform ‘cause ducking 
under the train could kill you. Metal shoes on the outside of the subway

train plug into the third rail. If you're still not dead, find a platform ladder. 
At the end of each train platform is that ladder. Walk between running
rails in reverse of an incoming train toward the platform edge. 

If you run into the train & it comes around a bend, you’re dead. 
Flag down the operator of the train. Use a straphanger.
Use a flashlight. Wave a reflective light above your head 

left to right. Unless you’re on the Number 7 or L trains.
These trains run by a computer system & they agree with MTA officials.
Your life or death is not our business. Lay flat between the two rails & turn 

your head to the side. The space between you 
& the bottom of the train may be enough.
Don’t be a hero. 

Step over–not onto–the subway’s third rail & find a clear-up space
a place MTA workers stand while trains pass by. Listen,
you’re never going to outrun a train. 


III. What officials don’t say–

Don’t be Asian. Don’t be a woman. Don’t carry
your small yellow body out into the world & expect protection
or veneration. Don’t bring us the chinavirus 

& we won’t have cause to kill you. Who do you think you are? 
Where do you think this is? Midtown is never quiet. 
The sound of another Asian woman suffering
 will become a whimper in a minute. Become a platform barrier test

running out of funding. A spiral in your body as you watch Yuriko die:

Her father & sisters die in the Spanish Flu so she is sent away.
World War II breaks out, so she is herded into a horse stall. 
She wants you to dance the truth in your form, so she says 

I want you to enjoy the silence you create. You let her die ‘cause 
you’ve no other choice, do you? Any other choice is impossible
isn’t it? Look, I’ve got to believe nothing ends. 

Not after death or before life. There’s no single you
 & the end begins again with another contraction:

Back in Minnesota, there are no yellow apricot blooms. No caramelized eggs. 
No oranges. I’ve no more salted lemons & the onions stay unfermented.
Ginger fish sauce squats in the back of the fridge after I throw the duck away.

You aren’t here & I want to know–are you eating? 
Are you cooking? Remember to cover the rice pot with a wash
cloth to soak up the steam. You always forget yellow blooms open
before they die. I wait for the bright to throw the branches away: 

I want you to enjoy the silence you create. 
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