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Red O’Hare In Portland, the daffodils  
jawed yellow in January.  
I found their broken necks 
in February snow.  
 
I bloomed for you  
like blossoms in false spring. 
I mistook instinct for faith, 
confused hope for love.  
 
It’s taken ‘til now to see 
that the way you love  
is like America 
on family vacations— 
 
McDonalds myopic, 
Denny’s dependable, 
Holiday Inn homogenous, 
Kroger convenient. 
 
But the way I love  
is seaglass strange. 
I don’t miss people, I mutter 
their names when I am lonely, 
 
tongue them bloody  
‘til the parts  
that chip my teeth  
wear smooth and round. 
 
I have stuttered your name 
into broken hands and mirrors 
I have worn this memory 
a soft and milky blue. 
 
I told you once  
you loved like trees 
and that you cannot love the fruit 
if you do not love the seed.  
 
I loved you like  
flowers will love a sun 
that shone too warm,  
too bright, too soon. 
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