My hair is the forest we lose ourselves in 

*a response to N. Shange's "No More Love Poems #2" which ends, 

"I'm finally bein real/no longer symmetrical & impervious to pain."

Undressed for bed, exhausted from a full 

weekend: soft touches, long looks, light kisses

small errands, I cut the lights, crawl between 

your open arms. We fall quiet but not 

to sleep.  You, then we hug tight, forgive 

a tiny spat, born and starved in hungry

impatience of a late day’s slow sunset.

We cannot sleep. You speak, "You’ll always say 

I can't know what you feel because I'm white." 

Inside I nod 'damn right,' but in my bed

I choose my words: "You get me more than most."

I picture not your brother who loves me,

but your mother, her smile drawn tight, 

to whom I am your friend – no, not your love.





The label angers me. I do not blame 

you but one fear singes my gut: you will                                             

fail me since you can fail me.     Fatigue stills 

our tongues as we hold tighter, hand squeezing 

my waist, pretend to doze as your free hand 

strokes my dreadlocks.  We drown in each hot breath.
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