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Thank You
SHEILA McMULLIN  

One day I will marry a lighthouse watch-keeper
Sit on the first floor with my back against a wet and concrete wall
Stitch waves into a twin sister for company.
												            30% of this is true.

The following I read in a book called One River by Wade Davis:
	 At dusk the process is reversed, and plants emit small amounts of light . . .
	 . . . chlorophyll is structurally similar to the pigment of our blood.
	 . . . a field of hay exhales five hundred tons of water into the air each day. 
	 The Kogi word for vagina is the word for dawn.
	 . . . a tribe in Uruguay . . . calls a friend one’s other heart . . .

I forgot language isn’t stagnant
cleaved to the perspective of men richer and whiter than me.

There are those who remember
how to speak love and rejuvenate.

There are those who lift dawn from our fingertips
emit light from blood. 

Most of us are not there yet. 
Though some of us are cataloguing the root structures. 
												            97% of this is true.

One day I will be your wife.
You will say I am most beautiful 
in minimal clothes and in the sun.
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I will agree, and you will kiss me
on the cheek, then I will grab your ass.

My twin sister hurling me 
onto rocks, face up. 

What I want is to lie face down
until I get caught in the current and
there is no more breath, just plastic.
												            50% of this is true.

Instead of welcoming us back 
my mother dreamed of voices with no feet 
in a gray landscape humming us away.

She said it was ghosts
obscuring the land of her father’s ancestral path.

Casting shadows, this is the power we give it.
Omens.
												            100% of this is true. 

Tomorrow, the fox in her burgundy spiked jacket
will cross the path of the car you are driving. 
You will be shirtless, although it has been snowing. 

When you hit her, 
and undoubtedly pull over and get out of the car

you will have nothing in which to wrap the fox. 
Tomorrow, you will hold her to your body.
Your chest is bloodied, and you are ashamed.
												            100% of this is true. 

My hands are fat with blood.
Why can’t at dusk 
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the process be reversed, and I exhale water into you?
Breathe in the perfume of marijuana leaves?
Language be ancestors written on the skin of god?
												            100% of this is true. 

This is what I know:
My family in the early 20th century 
left the Philippine islands on the U.S.S. Taft
Worked pineapple farms in Hawaii 

Along the way, my grandfather was born 
and our family name changed 

Along the way, he settled in Long Beach
opened a dojo
There are message boards about his style
showing him great respect

I never met him. 
I don’t know any of this other family

The children he had after he left my grandmother.
Saw him once, 

in an old black and white kung fu movie. 
Does this not sound like a big deal? 

Maybe it’s not so big a deal – knowing you have blood nearby you’ll never know
Meeting yourself on stolen land, in piecemealed history

Holding the sadness of your mother’s child’s heart 
Learning to make space for your own.

Would the land still remember me
The archipelago, did the Aswang hunt for me
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Sometimes, I think, 
We are searching for our other heart. 
												            75% of this is true.

There are daughters who qualify 
every aspect of their thinking
as a form of emotional caregiving. 
Here, under observation, you will notice 
that the recurrent laryngeal nerve, 
the loop that travels from 
mind to heart to voice, has been compressed. 
Some daughters are born with treasure in their chest. 
And others, a profound ability to Google. 

I Googled once how to open a lock with a paper clip.
Specifically, the lock that kept away the gun. 

Later, I learn the gun is gold.
												            13% of this is true.

Yesterday, I was the extraterrestrial and you were Eve. 
Tonight, we switch. 
The apple is still there in the dirt. 
You will admit that it has always been your fault. 
The ripe apple smell will fill the air. 
You will say, Yes, fine. Okay. Yes, it was my fault. 
It’s always been my fault. 
I’ve changed what could have been so 
pure and lovely into shit,
and I did it on purpose. 
It was me. You were right. 
And it’s been me holding you back all this time. 
I’ve been blocking your every move 
to be the master of your own destiny,
to help your family, to help this Earth. 
You’ve worked so hard 
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and I keep preventing you from moving forward 
so you would always feel tired and heavy.
Yes, it’s been me this whole time, but I’m sorry. 
I understand now how wrong this is. 
How wrong I’ve been. 
I won’t ask you to forgive me, 
but I will start helping now. 
These are the only important things: 
To care for each other.
Be kind and pick up after our messes.
To love on this relationship. 
It’ll be easier now. I promise. 
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