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                 By Albert Stimson

You were one

I made myself, each step of your life-in-death

visible to me:  a round, hollow chunk of cane, hard and 

smooth, split in quarters with a sharp knife.  My right little 

finger bears a bubbled scar from the selfsame blade which 

scars you.                 Each quarter-circle cut in half—eight 

gum-stick-size pieces.     You, one of that litter, had inner 

circle-edges carved down.       You were placed on rough 

sandpaper  and  had  your  personality  kinks ground into 

conformity.    I was a harsh master.   You must have felt 

the agony of the knife again, as I sliced from the middle 

out, making a bevel on one side, peeling away your hard 

smooth skin.        Then a sharper, heavier blade, simply 

scraping, etched,         from your rough wounded form, 

a shape which can speak.         I cut your rough square 

tongue into an arc, sanded you smooth, scraped away 

all imbalance from your sleek form.            We sang 

together for many months.              And then—what 

happened to you?                      Your perfect shape 

swelled with each breath,            shrank with each 

lonely day,                until your flatness was gone,

your Mona Lisa balance turned to a warped smile.

Shall I sand you again each time you warp,     until 

you are worn out,   old and thin before your time?

Shall I give up on you,           throw you in the fire

with yesterday’s newspaper,     watch you crackle 

and burn—     then begin again with higher hopes, 

stricter standards,                            a stronger will, 

hoping   to   break   in  your  little  brother  better?  

Or tell me: is there any way I could persuade you 

to lie flat and docile,       and play with me again?

