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No One Knows Our Names Or What We Wished For
Rust on us, patina'd, 
paralyzed in mid-wish;

coins left our palms 

and we were stone.

All across the city

you will find us

rigid over fountains,

our permanently shimmering

reflections freckled

copper, freckled silver.

Arterial fences, 

oxidized, 
crass with bolts un-budged for years,
link us subway-style;

each frozen ghost a station —
a second city of immobiles.

No one runs their palms along 
the fences, not with paint flakes sharp enough 
to enter palms like shards of glass,

no children push their wrists 
beyond the rings between the pole-heads

crying, "Look at me, I'm handcuffed!"

I was fourteen on a bridge,

standing on my head for tourist change, 
and the river was a sky 
beyond a veil I yearned to pull.

After sunset, walking home, 
I stopped to wash off in a fountain.

Water silver as a shield,

I was Helen, and I wished

for running water.
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