Thanatosis
For those who cannot camouflage themselves,

the alternative to fight or flight is tonic

immobility. The victim’s one trick: 

to keel over. The cooling skin expels

foul smells, teeth clench, eyes glaze, the heart sustains

a sluggish thump. What’s outside can’t revive

the creature; it feels nothing, though alive,

paralyzed while the predator remains.

Waiting in the closet behind my mother’s 

dresses, scent of hyacinth, I transmute—

mouth pressed in the wool of her one good suit—

into a speechless, frozen thing. The others

call me from far away, but I am fixed 

right here. As if these shadows have cast doubt

across my way of seeing, I don’t want out,

and like the prey who plays at rigor mortis, 

biding her time when the enemy is near, 

while I’m inside this darkness I can see  

no difference between death and immobility,

what it is to hide and to disappear.

Trilobites
Before you understood the risk of breaking 

things apart, you sat beside your father 

in the quarry, mimicked the deft slipping 
of his chisel between layers of shale; 

before you had the threat of time holding 

you, the arms of your child holding you, 
the voice on the phone, Hold on— there was the quarry, 
the heft of stones in your cupped hands, the grace 

of chisel, hammer, pick. You learned patience, 

opening rock after rock, finding clusters 

of brachiopods, fragments of thorax, or nothing 

but smooth gray shale—and sometimes a trilobite 

intact, spiny, armored, its twin halves fat

as big toes. Then he would set his chisel down, 

cradle the find, lick dust from its two faces. 

He dug through outcrops, gravel pits, creek beds, 

searching for that reflected face, as yours 

hardened. What did he seek in them? They warp 

his shelves with prehistoric weight. You see 
nothing except the charcoal blotches left 

behind, that old stone pit, the mirroring,

the dust— no human quality save the way, 
if you squint, they resemble mouths— the round

darkness, the black O waiting to shape speech.   

Meditation on Entropy
Tectonic plates are obvious shifters, still more
is moving here. The sea erodes the shoreline,
but that isn’t what I mean. Consider grass,
 
the way its roots alone must hold the yard
in place, or the junk-filled creek bed drying up. 
The dying fire. Time moves in one direction.
 
My son deploys toy soldiers. He’s missing  
two front teeth. My worry lines will deepen,
my nose expand; if I live long enough
 
I will have someone else’s face—already
I don’t know myself. Living, a constant
conversion, is confounded by this measuring. 
 
In the Earth’s core, nuclei of radioactive
elements decay. What I mean to say
is this: instability prevails. Last week
 
I missed the exit home, but I drove on

for miles in the wrong direction. Last 
year I left my husband without warning.
 
One could say I’m not myself, but I’ve
been someone else before, and who’s to judge
if she was better? This is what I know: 
 
energy turns to heat that seeps toward surfaces.
Thermodynamics dictate that destruction
keeps us warm. I did what I had to do.
 
Death is indiscriminate, as you know
already: the living make the same mistakes, 
the departed turn in their graves. Nightmares wrack
 
my son, but the static of my bad dreams 
corrupts the standard line: You’re safe, I lie
to soothe his fears. Nothing can hurt you here.
