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I.

The morning silence once was soft and sweet,

sometimes slithering about my neck with thick 

throbbing darkness unpierced by stars or moon,

giving cover to monsters, demons, or human roamers.
The bright white light and cold energy of motor-

driven pumps and machines would clack, clamber,

sucking milk from bawling cows who only wanted

grain for seven stomachs and relief from heavy udders.

 

                                    II.

I mixed, a few years later, golden grain,

white cottonseed and silo-fermented feed – 

it fell from cart to manger where hungry cows 

lapped with slobbery tongues that my sisters and I

might one day eat if a milker failed. Tongues, 

hearts, livers ground into burgers – these 

foods were given, I was told, to be  

eaten with thanksgiving on our father’s farm.

 

                                    III.

Departed now from the grind of death and life
that starts with bleats of fresh-born calves and ends

with mooing muzzles that muffle sounds of gurgling
blood and breaths of gaping children as they watch 

the bucking gun bring darkness to animal eyes,
I leave this world of metal and dust in the half-
quiet after milking, chewing again

beast-like, wandering to contest  
   my settled part.

