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i had a cat named shadow once 
not silent that cat could talk [complain] 
though he did manage to hide [away]      
every night when mother called him in 

he ran into the street when i was seven 
 

 
shrouded in darkness in ebonies in grays 
told me you were but a shadow [now] 

 
an interruption of life, an echo [silent] 

 
as you gaze at me from the other side 

 
 

shoulders [maybe], hot breath on my face 
 

 



 

 

 

you enter that space 
 

 

 
until you reach the place 

 

from two panes and shadows 
 

 

in the spot where you once  
stood on the threshold of being a girl 
and being a woman 

 
and listen for her voice or 

 



 

 

 
   

 
 
 

 
This must be a mistake in translation, 

 
on the unsuspecting faithful like a stone. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
doing—they remain successful partners in crime. 

 
but lying about sinning is another sin.  



 

 

 
 

 
 

 
into the unending line of unmoving vehicles. 

 
 

   
 

I thought I was safe. And then 
I saw the women on his screen 

 
 

 
and my desire to take their place. 

 
I tell my kids I am proud 

 
 

 
 

help from God or if my questions  
annoy him, but he never answers me. 


