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SESSION

Last night I was in a field 
under a heavy sun
surrounded by people who chipped slowly at the ground
people sifting dirt through a screen
people trying to make tableaus from shards of pottery
though there were never enough pieces. 

I told them where to dig.
They uncovered the remains of a woman
and I knew
in the way that you know in dreams
that she was me.
I knew also that there were others
so many more
a field of fragments

and they were also me.
I knew that men, like you, would come,
doctors,
that you would want to bring them up
that you would want to catalog them
ask me what I felt about them
and what I think it means
as if it were only 
a metaphor.

I think you should look more closely.
Sometimes a cigar is also
a cigar.
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The remains tell a story.
See, here, how the skull is not quite fused? 
I was a child.
And yet, here, in the space between my hips
(where you measure with your fingers, like this
yes, just like this.)
I bore children. At least one. 
Probably more.
Probably hundreds.

Open my mouth, look, and read 
what I ate, or, sometimes 
what I hungered for.
Sweetness, rotten
gaps, bits 
gnawed and worn down to the root,
charred bread and mistletoe, bits 
of his hand 
bit-back words, here 
lodged in the throat.

Take my hand,
arthritic, my hand, useless, my hand 
shattered, here; a defensive wound 
my hands
clutched around my knees and frozen
on bright alpaca blankets, my hands
bound behind my back,
at his feet, my hands
scoured with wine and Nile salt and 
laid gently on my breast 

gutted, 
courage and rancor encapsulated 
in an ivory vase behind my head
(but not my heart. No. 

That I keep).
I think that you should consider
the psychology of forensics
the anatomy of history.
Examine the lines on my face
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the hollow of my eyes.
Peel back, gently, 
the layers of my resting-place
I will not fight you. 
I will not move.
I am _in situ_
I am 

a testament. See, here,
I lived, here
I felt, here I was broken and here
I endure.
The remains tell a story
and mine say
See.
I was here.

