

WE MET AT ROOSEVELT HOSPITAL 

There was always another woman in the room, healing beside me. 
Our beds divided by a sheet on a metal curtain rod. 
The woman’s place was in Stuyvesant Town. 
I told her I’d bought a couch there once, off Craigslist. 
I was twenty-four, and I don’t know if I ever saw her, 
but she was the best of the women across the sheet.
All day, we cracked jokes about the
amount of blood we bled, like split tomatoes,
into the toilet, the shower, inadequate 
milk we couldn’t push out. The six-pound men
we’d made were taken away from us at odd hours 
by fast people. Our children were jaundiced 
and hungry. We learned to feed them 
from our stone breasts. The babies desperate, already wanting 
what we couldn’t easily give. We grew bruised 
with the crescent moon cuts their nails made. The blood
dried, and our stitches grew waxy. We felt 
each other’s bodies moving away from here, and the lives 
our bodies had shaped 
moving away 
from us and we wanted to say—
Hold on, child, where do you think you’re going?
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