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That passage I never tattooed had to do with death. When we 

were nineteen, as a plea for attention, 
Sara had swallowed so many pills  
they spilled from her stomach
when the campus medic touched her tonsils.
For Gordo, no such luck. Dead when they found him,
his empty hangers clicked like cartoon bones.
  

/
 
But what I remember most that summer is skipping work: 
a six pack of beer, exhaustion, the stone wall I sat on
overlooking the ocean. The light of that beach
before the sun had set: golden, low, glowing. The grey seagulls

circled like fans
above the bodies on the sand. 

All June I swore I’d tattoo a passage from the book 
to my torso,

then I didn’t. It was summer: huge storms rolled through.
A boy I’d known as “Gordo” had grown into a man. His pain 

became a shadow
his exact size and shape: when he killed the one, 

he killed the other.
Those storms were black, oblivious as tankers.
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I was done with college but still in love.
We had kissed, visited Auschwitz, chucked our bedding 

in a dumpster,
then college ended: Sara left for Florence on a Fulbright.
I moved in with my parents. Flat on my back 

on the hot black roof
I watched the high strands of lightning flash  
and shift like a pianist’s hands. 
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