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Demetrius Buckley 
Two Poems 
Something to Say
I made that letter out to you—my name & prison number—
everything needed to be on a stamped envelope. Travel-wise,
it will go through many hands before reaching yours,
hands of people love-struck for happy endings,
for grandeur, for low-lives becoming rich
from their newfound wealth & Kingship, their
stability. Nothing changes for us. I heard you have
two kids now & the guy you’re with
—the one who blocks my calls—
is never around or left you after you were kicked out
on the street with a child on each breast; clothes
in garbage bags your oldest hauled
seven blocks to a urine stench bus bench
where you & your little ones stood
like herons nodding on a back of a crocodile. Waiting.
I knew then (and now) that my worries—the written kind—
would be in someone else’s hand, tossed on a 
coffee table with the rest of the mail;
but you—my physical kind—I didn’t know
would be in the hands of another, splayed on someone’s countertop,
easily read, your short clauses & phrases, his liking
then turning the page as he slowly thumbs through
with a gentle slide of a finger
while the envelope addressed to nowhere, to no one,
falls to the cold, expected floor. 
Where do we go, then, when havens abscond
to the desolate depths of nostalgia? To self, I assume, to
the momentary collapse of dialogue,
to the ones who gave us up, left us with behavioral relapse
& practical repetitiveness to interpret 
—to hell, I say, to hell with it all.

On the phone where we’ve been reminded
of being recorded, you tell me everything is fine
at home: your little girl can count up to sixty. I believe
the counting & fear the day my daughter
figures me out, the lie about me being an astronaut
in outer space, my blue-orange uniform
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issued to the best pilot, always “Takin’ off.” 
I think of something to say, begin fumbling through
the pile of unanswered letters that went
uninterrupted beyond the blank space of unansweredness.
Something to say: I will always love you, no matter what. 

Letters from Daddy (7)
I never got the chance to tell stories
of how I made you, like how my father
used to tell stories—the colorful kinds—of how
he made me, put me together in his laboratory.
He would always begin in damp basement, him mixing
chemical in flask, Bunsen burner aflame, boiling,
then “Poof!” there I was, a reflection of elements
vibrating out of thin air. But as I grew more into the living
I began to head the story change, alter with each budding inch:
chemical meltdown in one, or too much flame
in another, but all the same configuration by his work,
his adjustment. With you, though, My Love, it was much more different,
ingenious, I would say, refined,
unique. I had no basement, no cylinder of flask
to hold the chemical, no fire. You were made
from particles that held the framework of worthiness & strife,
lattice of blood & spirit spewing across quiet rivers like
moonlight: beautiful. The flame—that shimmer in Mary’s
unborn mist, that flick—was a miraculous spark
from an archangel’s sword weighing transgression
on good & evil similar to our struggle, our carnal appetite
for iniquity. So in many words, I live for you in every
possible way to man, even when I’m not there with you.
Later in life you will evolve into woman, a flower
men will kill to uproot & display in vases, your hips catching every
stride, hooking onlookers, hypnotizing.
Your first lover will be unavailable,
translucent to what you give in the relationship; don’t let it
change you, harden from clay that men grope
into their liking, cast a bold body of unshakableness 
as you enter into womanhood, your power & if you
so happen to track down that road, that dry defying desert
full of dunes & dungeons, then travel light


