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 SanDy Point

for Kevin E. Maddox

A flounder follows the l�ne
�n �ts mouth, over the puzzle
frame of black rocks, to a s�lent man.
It �s a dark fish now on land,
th�s h�gh grass and sand, across
from the steel m�ll. My son
and my brother are my two sons,
only four years apart I am
father and brother, pet�t�on�ng
for author�ty, for obed�ence,
for adorat�on. My son
throws �n h�s l�ne, pulls out
another fish, l�fe from l�fe.
He has every g�ft and does not
know my mother’s dy�ng w�sh.
Take care of Kala. Protect him.
 
I have a bay rod and reel,
always too much, and my brother
and son have Z�ppos, ten bucks
for any fish �n the Po�nt. Here
the ghosts of cl�ppers full of Igbo,
Hausa, Wolof, Mand�nke, and
more, all these not�ons of God,
ease by on �nv�s�ble sh�ps. I stop,
hop�ng for fish, and study
hum�d�ty r�s�ng w�th abandon,
boppers danc�ng the boogaloo,
the r�ppl�ng egot�sm of l�ght.
 
My boys take the�r fish home
to my mother. She laughs
at how b�g they are, how small.
Later, one morn�ng, my brother
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w�ll go �nto another fit of anger,
troubl�ng h�s tw�n s�ster, who �s 
h�s angel. He w�ll threaten to walk
out �nto the street, the mov�ng cars.
F�ve years to l�ve, my mother
tells h�m, It is a good day to die.

 Hook, l�ne �n the mouth.
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