A MAP OF MY MOTHER 

The swell of belly, full of fluid,

defines the landscape of the bed.

And there: the twisting tributaries

drain the waste from lung and gut.

Where once her skin was laced with light

are yellowed vales that barely rise

on shallow breaths. In this strange land,

I’m lost—my landmarks have gone dark.

It’s fear that guides the instincts here,

and walks the bounds of my mother’s bed.
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