The First Year is the Body

I tell my mother I am twenty now.
Above us, the sky bruises.

She says, I was pregnant with you at twenty,
& 1 know this means she never left that year,
that her body still holds it, remembers

the weight of me.

The first year is the body—

hers before mine,

her hands pressing the dark shore of herself,
while the horizon breathes and breaks.

The second year is the mouth—

hers whispering into the soft lake of my skull,
mine learning to open,

to swallow sound & send it back.

The third year is the hands—

hers lifting me

out of the rain gently slipping from her cheeks,
mine reaching, palms cupped.

Now, with over two hundred miles of soft earth between us,
I am twenty & my body is land. My voice wind
against an open field—moving,

moving. I tell my mother I am twenty now.
She says, I was pregnant with you at twenty.

I wonder if she means:
I have never been twenty without you.

You have never been anything without me.
This is how the body carries itself forward.



Even now, the earth beneath me
is the same earth that held her.
I press my heel into it & feel nothing give.



