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Dell Koniecko
Two Poems
No Child Who Cries or Murders is Voiceless
No child who cries or murders is voiceless.

I wish I’d known sooner that lives depended on
my understanding this simple truth.
Perhaps I could have delivered my message to the world
in enraged diphthongs,
or used brutish syllables to quell the conflagration
that burned uncontrollably inside the too-young me.
With a weapon of words,
I could have fashioned a murderous phraseology,
and used it to begin the autobiography of a better man.
But what use are words now?
What language can raise the dead? 

As a Captive She Swims Uncorrupted, but Alone
“We are very proud to have her here, because she is the only manta in 

captivity in the western hemisphere.”    
—Spokesperson for Atlantis Resort in Nassau

As a captive she swims uncorrupted, but alone.

Great manta-wings that once propelled her perfectly through warm seas
now make small, graceful arcs on our conscience.
She knows that there are no queens in a pelagic sisterhood,
that they were all at risk,
and even now cannot hold a grudge.
While we appreciative beasts ooh and ah boastfully through the glass,
she isn’t thinking of freedom or retribution—
only this: that the loneliness living in her
is a heavy price to pay for being more alive in her element
than we are in ours.


