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forgiveness in the gash 

my therapist asked me 

how i saw the connection of anger 

generationally 

between myself, my mother, and grandmother

i said 

it was ambitious to put words to what i 

acutely sense

i peer down at (now) white scars 

one vertical slash through my belly button 

and three horizontal across my abdomen 

beginning to stretch and pull with every

can i explain more than this? 

i watched a short film set in calabria 

a man alessandro lost his father before easter 

preceding the annual self flagellation

he beat himself wholly that year

blood markings on basilica doors, stones

only to be hosed off by nightfall 

never suspended in the moment long enough to be witnessed 

i once had a lover, after years declared 

they loved my belly 

i was startled by this comment 

they liked to pass judgement on my appearance 

reminding me i was (almost) the hottest woman they ever saw

my belly is the residence of my anger

it grew to encase what my mother

her mother 

never spoke 

waking up alone, staring at white lights 

i think of alessandro dragging his bloody legs 

gnashing at his thighs with shards of glass

searching for a redemption unspoken 

instead of asparagus i place rosemary 

by all my doorways 

i scream, beating my chest, my belly 

my blood does not need to be excavated 

show up

inhale and exhale, the moon and the tide

ritual

a cry that splits skin

fucked

it pours
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