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For a lotng time Hecuba remembered
the ancient evils she had undergone
and still continued howling mournfully

through all the fields of Thrace.

—Ovid, Metamorphoses (13: 564-72), trans. Ian Johnston

. .. but from here on, I want more crazy mourning, more howl, more keening

—_Adrienne Rich, “A Woman Dead in Her Forties”

We are the wrong people of
the wrong skin on the wrong continent and what

in the hell is everybody being reasonable about?

—June Jordan, “Poem about My Rights”



WIFE'S DISASTER MANUA

When the torsaken city stayis 10 iy
atter the men and children haye ffed |

stand still, silent as prey, and slowly 1)

back. Behold the curse, Stay and moup)
the collapsing doorways, the unbroken hread
in the forsaken city starting to burn,

Don't Hinch, Don’t join in,
Resist the righteous scurry and instead
stand still, silent as prey, Slowly turn

your thoughts away from escape; the iron
gates unlatched, the responsibilities shed,
When the forsaken city starts to burn,

surrender to your calling, show concern
for those who remain. Come to a dead
standstill. Silent as prey, slowly turn

into something essential, Learn

the names of the fallen. Refuse to run ahead
when the forsaken city starts to burn.

Stand still and silent. Pray. Return.



SELF-PORTRAIT IN THE YEAR OF THE DOG

San Antonio, TX, December 1970

It’s nearing the end
of the year and the woman who will be
my mother is pushing
stickpins through the eyes
of sequins and into styrofoam globes
until each coated orb ornaments
the tinseled tree. Her body
is full of the curled question
mark that will soon be
my body. The woman who will be
my grandmother is biding time
at the five and dime stockpiling
supplies to fill my mother’s idle
hands. All along she’s carried
me low—

how I've known
from early on to position myself
for descent. When I enter
this world, I'll enter as Hecuba
nearing her end: purpled
and yelping griefbeast,
my mother’s spangled
handiwork.



A SHOW OF HANDS

¢ never to show

ather taught 1m
ki & y the hand

my hand ;alw;;:y«;s pla
you're dealt don't |
bite the hand that feeds you gotta
hand it 1o him he lived

his life hand to mouth

even before "Nam he knew

close only counts in

horseshoes and

hand grenades go hand-

to-hand combat idle

hands are the Devil’s play

into the enemy’s hand it

over and out

of his hands

wringing a bird

in hand is worth two

in the bush he wasn’t so good
with his hands took his life

into his own blood

on his hands on the one hand
and on the other
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VEAR OF THE DOG SYNONYMS FOR APERTURg

Kent State Universit), 4 May 1970

Mary Ann Vecchio is down

on her knees. Jeffrey Miller’s body is face down

beside her. John Filo presses his finger down

and the aperture shudders. There are four down

when the shooting stops. Mary Ann’s arms are out-

stretched, a stripped mast. John is running out

of film. Snowy blossoms shroud the dogwoods out-

side the frame. This girl came up and knelt over the body and let out
a God-awful scream, John will say, that made me

click the camera. Mary Ann is a 14-year-old runaway. Later she’ll say, 7
hitchhiked my way into history. And later, I really destroyed my

life. There will be a song about four dead in Ohio, O—H—I—

O—I—OH—OH—OH— The bullet enters Jeffery’s opened mouth

and comes i
out the other side. Mary Ann’s mouth

iso i
Pen, an obliterated star. Synonyms for aperture: mouth—

gap—c[eft——chasm—hole——rupture—perforated passage—eye.

In Spanich : A
n Spanish Images of the piet3, the Virgin often holds out one hand

or the other. Mary Anp will get hate mail: Mary, you

d » 2
ey tramp. It's too bad ir wasn’t you

that was shoy @)
- Oranother; ¥, hippie communist bisep) Did you



enjoy sleeping with all those dope fiends and negroes when you
were in Ohio? Mary Ann’s mother will say, Can you

imagine her looking at that?
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SELF-PORTRAIT IN FLESH AND STONE

Before the war,

socked heels.

f‘ .
my father slid shoehorns between the lips of discount loafers and

If the shoe fits, so the stor S |
known. Y goes, the true identity of the cinder-shrouded girl is

Persephone swallowed the seeds and her mother bent fallowed.

My father’s mother had nine mouths to feed, ten if she counted herself.

Cronus ate his first five kids and then a stone.

The memorial is cut from polished black granite and cuts into the earth.

My father’s name is not cut into the stone but still I see my reflection in its surface.
[ tell you, it says in the Book of Luke, if these remain silent, the stones would cry ous.

My father used to have a mouth on him, but now he reads the Bible and doesn’t cuss.

Soldiers in the trenches passed the time sucking on cigarettes and the occasional

fruitcake from home until their mouths clouded with rot and they called this trench

mouth.

The 56® Dental Detachment, Phu Bai Dental Clinic, was the name of my father’s

unit.
A dentist once said to Gloria Anzaldtia, We're going to have to do something about
your tongue.

[ inherited my father’s gutter mouth, which is not the same as trench mouth.

Soldiers dug 25,000 miles of trenches along the Western Front.
e feet of the Cu Chi

cnamese villagers to dig thre e Cu Cl
ombs bursting in alr.

The Viet Cong required North Vie
hey burrowed to escape theb

Tunnels each day, and this is where t
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a depression by swallowing herbyg and walk;
Ing cach
. 1

stripped field. day

I once pulled myself out of
down the thin slit that cut across the winter-

])a

Perseph

There is a photo of my father pulling a rotten tooth from the mouth of 3 V;

boy.

The trenches would flood and the soldiers would stand for long stretches in h
. - g . [ -
muck unable to remove their wet socks and boots and their feet would sofe e
-N 1O rot

and they called this trench foot.
I put my foot in my mouth nearly everyday.

Gloria Anzaldiia asks questions that are really refusals, How do you tame 2 wild
tongue, how do you bridle and saddle it? How do you make it lie down?

In a 1969 photograph by Horst Faas, a young South Vietnamese woman covers her
opened mouth as she stares into a mass grave where she fears her father’s body lies

Ma . :
ny mammals will eat the placenta of their newborns, but some Mexican women I
know bury theirs near the hearth. N

In 1967, Dang Thi Lanh san
g and danced and cooked and 1 i
short hoe and gave birth to her daughter in the Cu Chi Turf::;; wdand dug it

C .
ronus devoured his children and still his son came back and cast him down.

The soldiers would hy
bloomed with Sl rront[.) through the monsoon-soaked marsh until their feet

My body and my father’
/ Only the mout/a}i/y:;:l C;s I;/Ody and Plath’s body, Head-stone quiet, jostled by nothing
prpea out, | Importunate cricket // In a quarry of silences.

That time ]
put my foot i
Yy foot in my mouth and asked my father what it was like over there.

My fath
er has nev
; €r eaten a
and i pomegr . i
ts shadow darkens his returng anate though he has spent time on the other side
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A i b will chew o1y WO i

atied partially digest i e
'l"| ““Nllll “' IH‘I VHHHH ",“‘ " l|” ' y H.f St pt "N"l)l’t‘ §

PITEINg it out inte
s way the baby bird is fed

My fathier b Pha Hai fopering, the dark.

L an surprised sometimes by wly

L l“"l'}', SO l }l‘:lb““) Wwa ‘l f

howe nights 1w - ather! ;
Hhone nig ched iy father's mouth when he dozed off in the recliner to make

aire he didn’t choke on his ongue duting his nightly seizures.

Sometimen the tot was so fur advanced they had to amputate the foot to save the
i,

| try to swallow the trath but still, like Cronus, it comes out of my mouth anyway.

Yusel Komunyalaa returned from Vietnam and visited the memorial and wrote, I'm
itone, 1'm [flesh.

As i defensive strategy, trenches followed a zigzag pattern and never a straight line.

Back home my father slips a hand under the lifted tongue and buffs the black
leather until it shines with his reflection, and this is how he meets cach week,

emptied shoes laid out.
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ARMATURE

a call
two arms
akimbo Arms and

the gentlemen at arms
length armed to

the teeth arm candy armed
struggle with open arms
inspection give my

right arm strong-arm

bear arms babe

in arms take up

arms shot In the Arms

of an Angel up

in arms up arms

up arms up arm-in-

arm twisting

my arm A Farewel]

to brothers

in arms 7hese Arms

of one-

armed bandit with one
arm tied

behind my back the long arm of the lay
COSts an arm and 5 leg



YEAR OF THE DOG: AFTER-MATH

Jackson State College, 14—15 May 1970

For as long as folks can
remember the campus

has been split by Lynch

Street, the four-lane thorough-
fare leading back |
to town. The stoplights flashing
red at the intersection of Lynch
and any street it meets

making it so

townsfolk can idle and rev
their engines cussing the dark
students trying to cross.

It’s not long before the National
Guardsmen march down, before the city
police march up, before the students
hear We're gonna kill

some o0’ you nig—before the thrum
and bleat that follows—

Some students crouch

under dorm room desks.

Some students are running away,
Some students stand stil].

Some students are falling down,

Some students climp the stairs,

Some students are screaming,

Some students make no sound
Some studens stay inside.

Some studentg are bleeding out

Some students 4re

bowin :
' g their hey
over €Quations, iy, ds

ding the valye



ot each variable, drawing lines th

at intersect

in the shape of a cross or an X

It
It
It
If
It
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It
If
If
If
If
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Then
Then
Then
Then

Then
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28
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24
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1

0

0

[
~J

p— et D
o =

Students peaceably gathered

National Guardsmen on duty in Jackson, Mississippi
Highway Patrolmen

Ciry Police

Rounds fired

Buckshots fired

Seconds of gunfire

Buller marks on Alexander Women’s Dormitory
Windows into which shots are fired

Metal panels pocked with buckshot

Wine bottle dropped from a dormitory window
Shots fired from inside the dormitory
Windows left unshattered by gunfire

Year-old James Earl Green is dead
Year-old Phillip Lafayette Gibbs is dead
More students hospitalized
Photograph of the shattered fagade
Bullet-branded, knotted-twisted white
curtain still hanging on
Dark faces of the risen
women looking out of the pane-
emptied frame

29
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HEARTS AND MINDS

So, we must be ready to fight in V;

ght in Vietnam, but the yly; .

upon the hearts and minds of the people who actuaul l}t/lz:te victory will depend
—Lyndon Johnson, 1965 ¢ out there

don’tlose [ ]
bear in [ ]

cross your [ ] hope
to die / a legend

inyourown [ ]/ bleeding [ ]
presence of [ ]/ your absence made

[ ] grow fonder

change your [ ] / strike

fearin the [ ]/ call
to[ ]/hand over

your [ ]/ peace
of[ ]/ home

is where the [ ]
is / stuck in

your [ ]/ your [ ] not
in it / nothing could be

further from
your [ ]
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MOTHER TONGUE

If I could, I'd grow tongues in my arms and hands
and hair, in the soles of my feet—a thousand tongues

all talking, all crying together . e
—Hecuba in Euripides’ Hecuba

If I could bite my tongue
and have it split into two
whole daughters that split
again in endless fission-
ing, splitting the very thing
keeping their whole line
going—If I could I would
watch my tongue and its
tongue-set wagging

their tails, some silver-
tongued, some wicked—
I'd hold my tongue

out like an offering or

a battalion, a thousand
tongues talking in their
native tongue, a forked-
tongue language, all

of them speaking

in tongues and tongue-
lashing like Medusa’s head
or the tentacles of a giant
squid—I’d stick out

all of my tongues—1I"d let
my tongues loose

and lassoing my
prey—some slither-
whipped, some wick-
snuffed—I'd leave them
all—wild tongues can’t be
tongue- tamed they can
only be—tied—cys—
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VEAR OF THE DOG: A ROCK AND A HARD pi e

Alcatraz Island e Petaluma, CA, Summer 1970

STATION v. 1. To assign a post, position, or pl

{0 a person: As when my father is stationed’ at a[r)l ?Ce
firmary in Petaluma the year before he’s stationed n_t
the 56" Dental Detachment in Phu Bai, Vietnam ;
To position oneself, take up one’s (preferred) place"A;
when the Indians of All Tribes station themselve‘s at

Alcatraz Island for 19 months from November 1969
antil June 1971.

STATION 7. 1. A place or position to which a person
is assigned, esp. for duty: As when the first protesters
swam ashore and the island’s caretaker abandoned his
station, crying out over the radio: Mayday! Mayday! The
Indians have landed! 2. The place or position occupied
by a person or thing: It isn’t long after the Indians
occupy Alcatraz and proclaim We hold the Rock! that
my father arrives at the Army Security Agency Field
Station in Two Rock Valley, named after a paved-over
Indian Trail. This isn’t long after the government had
closed the prison and the light station on the island
and had declared Alcatraz surplus federal property in
1963. 3. A place where a particular kind of business
or service is carried out; a base or center equip[?ed
for a particular purpose. Frequently with modifying

word: Back in 1913, a local newspaper giddily (and
Alcatraz Island is to be

erroneously) proclaimed, o
abandoned as a military prison and converte into
on in Americd. . - -

the most modern immigration stat
Those detained would not have 10 be watc/ae’d, as {b.ere
can be no escape from Alcatraz. 4. A ?erson s posmox;
in life as determined by external c1rcn.,1m§tanceskod
conditions: Every [ndian’s station in life is mar (zn
by broken treaties like the Treaty of Fort Larar{ulend
1868, which proclaimed 411 abandoned federal la
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should be returned to the Indians who once occupied
it. 5. A band of frequencies used by a particular
broadcasting company; a channel: Weekends my
father crosses the bridge spanning the bay and tunes
the radio to a station playing Joplin's scratchy V"”‘i“"“
of Gershwin's promise, One of these mumi'//g‘s‘/ You're
gonna rise, rise up singing. Sometimes he sings along,
and sometimes he keeps rolling the dial down past
the static to a pirated station where Bufly Sainte
Maric is singing the treaties are broken again and again
and John Trudell is welcoming listeners to Radio
Free Alcatraz from Indian Land Alcatraz Island, 6. A
place in which a person chooses to position herself; :
place or position taken up as a viewpoint: As when
LaNada Means takes up her station as a leader in the
occupation, staying on for the duration and managing
the finances and meeting with lawyers and handling
reporters and looking after her children and drafting
a grant proposal for a park and an Indian cultural
center and school on the island—though it’s hard
to know all this with the men getting all the credit,
7. The place in which a thing stands or is positioned;
a thing’s (proper) location: Graffiti stationed at the

island’s entrance: INDIANS WELCOME, UNITED
STATES INDIAN PROPERTY. Cf, LOCATION.

LOCATION #. 1. An are
something takes place or

Frequently with qualifying

World War II, the military
called Two Rock Station and
for intercepting enemy radio
the time my father arrived, the
and their tactics and had transg

a or region in which
is situated; a serting,
adjective: Back during
base in Petaluma was
was an ideal location
communications, By
y'd changed the name
formed a corner of the



d into a Vietnamese il o
compoun b village for training the
roops on-location. 2. The pary o M
(r0op

icular place or posin;

ok upicd hy»a person of thing: Jz;hr: ]:4;,:[?};”::2
breaks the airwaves: The question by, been asked wb,
Jid we choose to vecupy an abandyne prison rather zhaz
4 more desirable land location. 1he gniu,, are man
nd 10 W Indian Pzﬂple, they are obvigys, Alca&ai
Iland s 4 ;}:mbal of what we Indian people bave toa,’ay'
It bears 4 remarkable resemblance 1y resery :

ation life
5 neither have enough water, there are 5, natural

wsources, and the government canno find any use for
it 3. Computing. A position or address in mﬁn.rer:
Trudell signals his location over the radio: Even the
ocks which seem o lie dumb as they swelter in the sun
thrill with memories of past events connected with the
fate of my people. 4. An area of land occupied by a
particular population group, esp. one set aside for the
use of indigenous peoples; a reserve. Now historical,

Cf. RELOCATION

RELOCATION 7. The act of reallocating some-
thing; the action of moving to a new location: Back
in 1953, Congress established a policy of Termination
toward Indians which sounds redundant but which
actually meant the end of government support for In-
dian tribes and protected status for Indian lands a'nd
which led to the /ndian Relocation Act of 1956, wh'lch
offered Indians a one-way bus ticket from their tribal
lands to cities like San Francisco, places where they

often found themselves unsettled and unemploy .ed
nd financial

and suffering from a sense of cultural 2

dislocation. Cf. DISLOCATION

47
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DISLOCATION #. 1. Displacement of a bunc‘ﬁ'om

its natural position in the joint: As when my l‘a.tfhcr

drives the ambulance from Peraluma across the brid .gc

to the Letterman Army Hospital at the Prcsid'in while

the guy in the gurney cries out from the split ccn.t_cr

of his body, from what the medic c?lls a posterior
dislocation of the hip. 2. Removal from its proper
(or former) place or location: Low on the dial, John

Trudell describes the dislocation of his people who
are few and resemble the scattering trees of the .stojr:m—
swept plain. 3. fig. The state of being “out of joint™ or
thrown into confusion or disorder; disarrangement:
As when my father arrives at the emergency room and
the doctor on duty tells him and the medic to take
hold of the guy on the gurney and then proceeds with
considerable force to pop the hip back in place, and
later, when the guy is up and walking again and he
tells my father how he’s still got this lingering feel-
ing of dislocation, how once something’s out of joint
there’s no putting it back the way it was before. As in
the year to come, when my father and LaNada Means
and John Trudell and all the others are forced out,
as when relocation orders, as when one-way, as when
static on the station, as when years later my father
and LaNada and John come home but still feel that
lingering sense of dislocation, as when thrown stones
sink and settle onto the storm-swept bay floor even as

the ripples they've made shirr the surface and reach
for shore.



YEAR OF THE DOG: S0 £p4p

New York Women’s House

- .
for Angela Davis f Detention, December 197

though you are their sole suspect

though they capture you on Columbus Day

though their conqueror’s pallor dulls the night’s obsidian pulse
though they smash the whorled tips of your fingers against the ink
though they single you out beyond a doubt

though they lock you away from the others

though inside these walls book is a shackled verb and not shared noun
though they hand your beaten body over to another state authority
though they make you move through their thicket of rifles

though your cuffed wrists won’t let you raise your fists

though your shoulders shiver in your jailhouse shift

though your teeth break the chilled silence with drumroll chatter

though your feet turn snowmelt

though the white drifts will bury others

you will not be kept
solitary for long

you will turn salt-pillar steady
elusive moonpool
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you will circulate .
your smuggled copy of Soledad Brother to your sisters

you will refuse
to shuffle or stumble on your shackled walk

you will say the names of the ones still inside
Helen and Harriet and Vernell and Laura and Amy and Pat and Minnie a4 Joan

you will know there is nothing singular

about you
you will know you are a compound

word like everybody or underground or elsewhere or blackbird or railroad—

in the place where I'm from Soledad is
a word and a sentence

Soledad is the name a woman is given

Soledad is a sentence a woman must serve
for the rest of her life

Soledad is the gavel and the holding pen

Soledad is the person and the state
of being she lives out

Soledad is the letter sent from a locked cell

Soledad is the name we sometimes call
our most holy Virgen

Soledad insists on service to it

Soledad is the sentence
you will spend your life writing



On the morning of June 8, 1972, Phan Thi Kim Phic fled
with her family from the Cao Dai Temple near Tréng Bang
during a misdirected napalm attack by South Vietnamese
forces. The napalm burned through her clothes, leaving
third degree burns on her back and arms. Nick Ut, a South
Vietnamese photographer for the AP, photographed her
running with others down Route 1 before accompanying
her to the hospital. The photograph ran the next morning
in papers across the world and is thought to be largely
responsible for hastening the end of U.S. involvement in
the war. In the years since, Kim Phic has often been
referred to simply as the “Napalm Girl.”




KIM PHUC IN THE TEMPLE OF CAOQ paj

Tring Bang, June 8, 1972

No place

safe left

save the village

temple or so

you've all been

told: two handfuls

of soldiers, nearly a score
of neighbors killing

time in the lull.

Now the third day

in, the sky flame-

rouged, you are running
after the younger
children: Cousin Danbh still
unsteady in his steps
toddling toward the black
bird—flight-awry—now
shuttered indoors now
shuddering now stilled

by the boy’s grasp now
the grownups shouting—
No! An omen/—now

the wing-thrashed

release now the ascent,

You reach gyt

but Danh hag fallen
in a fit at the loss

of what he once
held, ne matter wha¢
you do, he wor,

be consoled,
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There she & ot
4 ] ’/7(' (‘hi[d

/ﬂer

birdgri.:»f

1 .
‘ 1

the bird :

}Jowling

and

cursing

[text: Sophokles/Carson, Antigonick]
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KIM PHUC IN THE BLAST

Route 1, Trdng Bang, June 8, 1972

Phosphorus smoke slithering into the temple garden

target marking the falling

Hard bombs drop heavily to the ground, but

Then I saw the fire everywhere around me

the lighter napalm canisters tumble end over

falling face

down

Actually, I was in the middle

of that end, making forward progress [ was running

as they head earthward running, running away

—huh huh  huh huh  huh huh huh  huh huhhuhhuhhuhhuhhuhhuuu—

1 tore off unwritten

my burning rule of engagement:

clothes  jellied sleeve of flame no fire directed at unarmed

But the burning Vietnamese unless they were

didn’t running runningrurningburning

stop Anyone running

could be assumed | was alone



rd

. 4 31 : i
nlackened back neck | . -
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KIM PHUC IN THE PHOTOGRAPH

Route 1, Trdng Bing, June 8, 1972

Frame 1: Nick Ut / Horst Faas

After the black smoke I saw
first, one woman

I keep shooting and shooting

then I saw

It’s

the girl
a picture

her arm
that

Just running

doesn’t

open big
rest

mouth




Frame 2: Eye to Eye

by the time the body’s caught
in the camera’s eye

the subject turns object—
arms are winged black-
bird’s eye view of the
strikes what strikes

the eye is the body

flayed naked the naked
eye can’t see the eyes

in back of the back no
skin off the back straw
breaking the camel’s eye
of the need the blind

eye of just the scales
falling from the eyes
opened on the opened
morning papers

65



Frame 3: William Westmoreland

WESTMORELAND SAYS
[ said
HIBACHI
it was told to me
NOT NAPALM
thar she was
burnedBURNED
by a hi—

GIRL

mn



Frame 4: Kim Phtic / Nhat Chi Mai

The first time I look I wish
at that picture to use my body
I say, Ob as a torch
my goodness! to dissipate
Why he took the darkness
that picture? to awaken love
But later on, [ among people
have to accept that— and bring
that picture peace to Vietnam.
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KIM PHUC IN THE BARSKY BURN UNIT

Saigon, fune-November 1972

Nights' whc.n.t.he nurses tu.rn b?ck to their stations your father acts as if he’s
obseerng visiting hours as .1F he’s on his way out when really what he’s doing is
preparing the body smoothing every fray of himself until he is reed or blade .
thread enough’to slip underneath the bed where you lie unconscious face down
he fears you will not make it back from this he cannot leave you he will lie in
wait for your spirit to loosen its springs who else will know to rake you back to
be buried with the ancestors who else will know the moment you're gone you
must be taken back to lie among the others so you will not come back to haunt
the family as a restless ghost he’s flat on his back blinking against the bed’s
underside the patchwork of coils unsprung you make it to morning and he’s back
at it fighting back tears as he hears your shattered cries your high whine your low
moan in the burn bath the nurses peeling back the skin that hasn’t fastened or
sloughing the grafts swelling with infection your wails the wails of flayed prey
you've left language behind deadened tissues snipped all along your back dabbed
and dressed the days patched and bound into weeks then three months in he sees
your shuttered eyes alive in moth-flicker he knows you’re making your way back
to him bowing toward you he whispers Phiic do you know your father? he keeps
asking Phiic do you know your father? until you answer back one word—Know—
the word a hammer strike or a snake’s the moment he knows you've come back he
knows you will live Phic has come back to herself he will tell your mother and h.e
will bring back a split spiny-skinned soursop and together you will eat the fruit
and know there’s no turning back now



KIM PHUC IN THE SPECIAL PERIOD

Havana, Cuba, Spring 1992

~n.w canc ﬁclds. l(‘;l\fc‘—
wisped with their green
cecrets. Stalk thickets stay
ancut. The mill machines stilled.
There'’s no fuel so no

one’s going anywhere soon
though many know how

dres not only spin but float.

The sugar can’t be processed

by your body is what the doctors
say and prescribe you special
dietary instructions.

You're not alone with your special
needs. Everyone here knows
where there’s blood there’s sugar
that must be controlled.

You've come to grow used

w0 special. You've come through
enemy fire, your scarred arms
rising now like coppiced cane.

In the countryside, smoke-
stacks loom billowless.

?11 the city, people wait

in line under a billowless sky.

You've given up

°n medicine. Now you're learning
the enemy'’s language. Nothing
Special. Just the everyday
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conjugations of your body’s verbs:
[ burn, 1 live, I leave,

[ burned, 1 lived, [ left,

1 will burn, [ will live, [ will leave
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KIM PHUC IN THE TEMPLE

Teotibuacin, Mexico, 25 July 1992

Here you are

in the shadows of another
temple, this time the holy place
where my ancestors once

made their offerings,

burning their girl-efhgies.

Today’s the day

when the sun’s supposed

to shine directly over the top
of the pyramid at noon—

a position designed

for perfect alignment.

The pyramids are divided

by what the Aztecs called

Miccaotl, by the passageway

now called Calzada de los Muertos—
the dead you cannot help

but cross.

You've come this far

hoping to keep crossing
past the stacked stones

of the vanquished. Bur your
minders won’t let you

out of their sight.

Today’s not the day.

There are eyes everywhere

like the scalded milk-
s hiding’ wash of the sun.

OF THE suy



How are you captured
in this shot? Looking back? Off

in the distance beyond the temple
Jes? The sun acyour bk,

Eyokc cethering the body
1o the earth it must break.
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