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Mama came to Lawrence, Massachusetts with her sister, two brothers, and parents. September 1983. Their home
was decimated. shards of kitchen tiles like baby teeth in the garden, a grandmother gone and and there wasn't
much of a choice. Well there were two: stay in Lebanon and live in terror - eventually maybe dying

or go to America knowing no English but

having some family that found their way over

and were ready to welcome them.

They learned English in school.
A is for Apple, Bis for Boat, C is for Cat, P is for

Don't let this new language peel the Arabic buds that fill the grooves in your mouth

but English Rggbacks Adbdc on
tongue, somRtinRs StRPPNg on (U hn
places where wy rst (anguage hoes
to sta) Al to »UtpY "
moUth . [ dont take tepter care of
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st/ answer wost Addc  sentexes
that come wd way With a stitng of
english - a [anguage exasng the
brokan seashe// of my Adic
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there’s a landscape in the kneecap, probably
something hidden in the hubcap of your elbow —
i want to call it an elephant but i call everythi
elephant when i like it too much -

but the wrist, we never crack that bone on purpose.

it just snaps at the end of holding our faces up for so long

to remind us that's not the type of weight it's meant to hold. )
the wristbone wears all the rope we braid our meanings into
the beads we like to believe are salvaged human bones,
the memories of wooden hugs our skin pines for
like we once pined for God.

the wrist bone is strong, ivory probabl

allmskandnotquitg‘lgaﬂwgryjust yet, gul wait.

she doesn't say who they're from, but Teta smiles (the way | do at sidewalks)
when she tells me about the elephant toenails hidden in her nightstand.

their edges are gilded, like her age was before she learned the stench of loss,
before darbukas drummed like knuckles against the atmosphere, like boots against skulls.

there will never be anbther day that she'll hear a bomb go off (for the first time)
there will always be cliffs salivating jet-fuel into shores lining the Mediterranean.
children still play there. it's still so easy to slip, so hard to hide

the want of €racking something that curis more like fist than skeleton.

is it fair to claim her past for the hum underneath the hum of my hum,
the one that keeps me balancing on sidewalks like they're not teritory lines?
. | ive never found gold crowns sprouting from the cracks, calling out
% “lor dimples, for a certain smile back. | don't know if | should smile back,
if i deserve the phosphenes i find
amanged into your teeth — if they are even yours.

i wonder if Teta ever found that smile like pressed jasmine.
if she tums her head at passing wristbones, compares them
to the ivory in her nightstand. has she ever let herself go gilded
under the of someone else’s bones? has she ever compared
their creak to hers? i will never ask -

i just hold the elephant toenails to my ears and i hear

what the inside of your kneecap might look like: ~
ddewa 1k? allrapne‘spn;'gnows for freckles ; ;
instead of shi and estranged fingers.
everything is jasmine falling from fighter-jets V)
to steep the air sage tea yellow.

This is the last memory before the bomb went off.

if it comes for me 100, i will settle on trapping your memory in the night stand.
i will know what Teta knows. i don't want to know what Teta knows. i don't want
to know what the darbukas sing when they don't sound like the inside of your bones,
like that last memory, like elephants
balancing on their toes where no one really can anymore.

when the bombs go off, will you be important? will | have enough room
to care about the certain Smile Back, the way the wrist pops, the way we
are not quite broken in leather, but man, just wait

we could be elephant before Ivory Trade, we could stay Lebanon before Civil War.
this is what | call everything when I'm afraid, when | like it too much.







The Pm\o\em with having s 3/s/\y
feeling a person and alse eing
?mne 1) MC ume thre UniNerse ;s dei rg

‘b‘mﬁs [ "\'\ﬂﬂ'\‘ guoriuall n

art that erg
and Then \u. ‘l'u art
and it H’cojm Sonnt’ o-F ’Me \oes

swit \ou ve done

cnd  Vsu're \(-H’ witl the {'Cﬁr‘ '\'\'\“f This Fenor\
ae totally gnamewed  with might us'l' be
et another \essor e wivevse had zzu
andther UYL uo\nen \Pur Ort 1S dhe re
rc\q‘\\msu.p \‘oul( end w‘o with .

Twe problm with making art awd M’wb
Trelin 18 Tl Geuw starf @ sy
e 100 Cloge du cacn (e,



%]
-
i
e
Lae i oV

-~

ci\//Q\fc k\..\ e Me 2N
- =) M 4. Y D \/\ //‘



/2914

T ’f\nmk abod  hat e \as’r year when
T would M S »k Pahem 7L
ﬁmk aut W\N IM_

Jm fen , sguivmed p WM
wove (e & (ein, T A@n’f o whod o
ﬁauj\ bbb d's ant aduamj@. WJYIQW
| G?M' }(Ma’r’TOKSW \ike w AL T\.Q,&Preg%
, T ?»\M?av\. Q com&n&f

t\A.\V\K\ I keep siea 0,»5 LU

ety \’ml Wirgs fhat A be
'w\.we wr—mf like s bummwm

Y. I’rhml( Ocfther ;< s
J‘ tqfad’ bacl T fl/unk bwag{ow%

as I (we, ,,.w(( want 1o remenitty
Sl s m@‘f this Yo s~ T will
remmv e

%%W
will kaQ M Njfw

e ”m o, wl ey
wr? b‘\jf o vwwd ’Y”Wm
oy gt and udwivs will oy, it
R s
T wm%ﬁw m Up &5 missivs pesile.



938/

T ol Marisa  adod The waz s (bme'hmes |
% Wel| '(\ANN‘{, like \oozlc Wt like & load
e a_ ciale Sometning) bd‘ “als like oﬁj
itoe aud  WOwW T e # o Lot aud
Shne P me T smwiai \ike Yhe \ack of
R romance Novel. Pnd MRght wHATEVER
- ‘x:'m usi- Sautu/\ﬁ) \‘\'swelf‘d ‘H’“‘l' the
" tphaeen o@gled  spit - °{§ l&e whew \lume
| b\m\q \\Ps on_tre L % ,
m woek or class or ‘h-e
‘)QW"WM 'Ou St .me-}o :
| .} !J(‘S weird 'h\qf m%eﬁﬂ;ej TW
Shzzy narkles M Couth cugh:au
Yoot 02 66 NN @
Ammog. art  so md«

and. '.‘i""‘,-g,




NI | MR RS |

18]

1=
A

e gy e e

B







s 3R Lol
Dewe Scisha -

fb?«w _,15 u/"w/{'fu/dk{'

O‘Vll /
6'&&( [t Sﬁll ﬁmd f 5 fd
, /{Mk W /‘t %ﬁ}lz

ﬂ SR
i zsnt“ ;

Gl U

 feal ts Sm mu( Dhis #éamns
| %w howe Wper })WS ==
RincesS

;oww( ‘ne %‘Ja S Ihav©
M(sk‘d ‘e . Ae mosin living
NS

\k‘d(a*gamumuh yﬂ‘ 70119

Bl
I Owt Jnm was
mmd b 49, 48 iy clouw“j
— gt ‘e gmart and weadiful. Mo u
e ovoh . 0 g AWnK about w—{— |
Do Xime. You art Smaret and Z@,;ifi/
Bewy sad s aka-| smwf)mc/r fut Tt
| vwfr ok ;ﬁm Yl m:s{
<o Sa So ,, W\A el
efon Mo Tan "f | JesSi



o Susha





Jess Riz
WELL, COME HOME


Jess Riz



the druits aren’t tasting good today. they [aze in the bow/ by the window, humming
ther’s a weteoro/ogist (Ving in my foot. in the scar. blowing his nose
on the tissue every time (6 rains.

[ keep thinking about gultars (n october, about (an Pinching a plece of my dorearm
Yo demonstrate the pain of the tattos birthing (Hse/t into the skin

he marked that spare indin(tesima/ space dor him (£ Nis,

Cw his (n that one place when ([ stay Up early encugh

when the sky becomes a pancake burmt (n the midd/e but gi/ded at the edges,

the druits aren’t lling at we todad thedre usua/ly ¥e/ling at we to call wy wmom
to send in the rent, to stop pladng with my dace but sonia [Ves there, and she’s

SO annodng — Ve pamed wmy zit sonia. when [ inbroduce her to jake\d, he poses at
wmy dorehead ke she (s a camera, he asks we (4 she [ikes him he wants sonia’s
approval.

[ think. about how @/en when no one (s there, we give elerdthing a name,
{;}\ere’s a/ways sowmeone wabc}\t'mg
always a bawboo plant to carbonate With when we're sad
ajways a hvmanized cobdee di/ter on the counter crump/ed (nto
a boomerang crump/ed (nto a dmp/e Jou never see arcuned anymore

[ never see the vepdsr arcund, ( don’t know where he pedd/es Ut angmore —
the grapedrut gurgles at my thought of him but sti// reminds me that

dajla (s moving to calbornia. the druite aren’t e/ /ing

but the grapes suggest that wade [ show/d caf/ her

she was wy sister before [ was a sister. my deminist (con

bedore ( knew how to LOUPER, how tum on the K/ a Man $unction
on myd boote when [ needed o, 627 (i hee/s, dajla cowfd kil a wman

shels wy sister’s sister when wmy sister doesn'+ dee/ Jike

she has ove, so [ dia/ the banana but Jakey picks up (hstead
[ ask him  “what's your davorite thing about cuterspace”
he saye “sund/owers”
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the fruits aren’t tasting good today. they laze in the bowl by the window, humming
there’s a meteorologist living in my foot. in the scar. blowing his nose 
on the tissue every time it rains.

i keep thinking about guitars in october, about ian pinching a piece of my forearm 
to demonstrate the pain of the tattoo birthing itself into the skin
he marked that spare infinitesimal space for him. it’s his, 
i’m his in that one place when i stay up early enough
when the sky becomes a pancake burnt in the middle but gilded at the edges.

the fruits aren’t yelling at me today. they’re usually yelling at me to call my mom
to send in the rent, to stop playing with my face. but sonia lives there, and she’s so annoying --  i’ve named my zit sonia. when i introduce her to jakey, he poses at my forehead like she is a camera, he asks me if she likes him. he wants sonia’s approval. 
	i think about how even when no one is there, we give everything a name, 
there’s always someone watching
always a bamboo plant to carbonate with when we’re sad
always a humanized coffee filter on the counter crumpled into
a boomerang crumpled into a dimple you never see around anymore

i never see the vendor around, i don’t know where he peddles fruit anymore -- 
the grapefruit gurgles at my thought of him but still reminds me that

dalia is moving to california. the fruits aren’t yelling
but the grapes suggest that maybe i should call her
she was my sister before i was a sister. my feminist icon
before i knew how to LOUDER, how turn on the Kill a Man function
on my boots when i needed to. 6’2” in heels, dalia could kill a man

she’s my sister’s sister when my sister doesn’t feel like
she has one, so i dial the banana but jakey picks up instead
i ask him 	“what’s your favorite thing about outerspace”
he says 	“sunflowers” 




and [ /[ him  “no, sund/owers Used 4o be
dinssaurs, thedre (n the earth not (n s?ace”
he says  “yeah they were, but that's why thed’re (n space,
they ran away drom the earth”
he says “ want to be a sw\%/@wew.”

then he asks we to teach him how to 4y to the wmoon
he saye (t's squishy, (b bounces, he sage he wante a yodo
/U(Q t}\e one }\Q }\ad‘ a gv*éa'(’/ many Years ago. )WQ,Q ‘%GMV years O“/J,
he weasures N(s [Ves (n Joyos, he asks
“where's the Moo, s been Jone dor a great; many Years NNV

the weteors/ogist (s hunk at this point. he buzzes at my hee/,

says
“te/l the boy to watch sut dor glass, no one told You and now were both
stuck with we. and the g/’aN, CJO,S‘ sti/l n here, Cf],S‘ St/ n dour %66{3
do o dee/ (H2 (H's crding. (b misses being part of a container, (4 misses
the scean (b was never part of the ocean, ( keep +tef/ing (4 that, but
won't [isten to we. een the ccean has glass, but (4 doesn't understand
how [ines work. (4 doesn’t Understand (4 was broken when vou /et i (n
a/so don’t %dvg% to wear an extra palr o socks,
O movin g nto Your hee/ towmoarrow. you broke those boots (n Wrong
Jowre ajways dolng things v\/v*o‘mg”

[ broke wmy boots (h wrong. [ think about (an

the pinch at my hee/

scar tlssue deviating

( hear jakey singing trom the druit bow/ by the window sometimes
he asks wme
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and i tell him 	“no, sunflowers used to be
		dinosaurs, they’re in the earth not in space”
 he says 	“yeah they were, but that’s why they’re in space, 
				they ran away from the earth”
he says 	“i want to be a sunflower.”

then he asks me to teach him how to fly to the moon 
he says it’s squishy, it bounces, he says he wants a yoyo
like the one he had a great many years ago. he’s four years old, 
he measures his lives in yoyos. he asks
		“where’s the moon, it’s been gone for a great many years now”

the meteorologist is drunk at this point. he buzzes at my heel, 
says 
	“tell the boy to watch out for glass. no one told you and now we’re both
	stuck with me. and the glass, it’s still in here. it’s still in your foot
	do you feel it? it’s crying. it misses being part of a container, it misses
	the ocean. it was never part of the ocean, i keep telling it that, but it
	won’t listen to me. even the ocean has glass, but it doesn’t understand
	how lines work. it doesn’t understand it was broken when you let it in 
	also don’t forget to wear an extra pair of socks,
	i’m moving into your heel tomorrow. you broke those boots in wrong
	you’re always doing things wrong”

i broke my boots in wrong. i think about ian
the pinch at my heel
scar tissue deviating
i hear jakey singing from the fruit bowl by the window sometimes
he asks me 
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"when are you coming home?"
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