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Besaydoo, Yalie Kamara 

While sipping coffee in my mother’s Toyota, we hear the birdcall of two teenage boys 
in the parking lot: Aiight, one says, Besaydoo, the other returns, as they reach 
for each other. Their cupped handshake pops like the first, fat, firecrackers of summer, 

their fingers shimmy as if they’re solving a Rubik’s cube just beyond our sight. Moments 
later, their Schwinns head in opposite directions. My mother turns to me, revealing the 
milky, John-Waters-mustache-thin foam on her upper lip, Wetin dem bin say? 

Besaydoo? Nar English? she asks, tickled by this tangle of new language. Alright. 
Be safe dude, I pull apart each syllable like string cheese for her. Oh yah, dem nar real padi, 
she smiles, surprisingly broken by the tenderness expressed by what half my family might call 

thugs. Besaydoo. Besaydoo. Besaydoo, we chirp in the car, then nightly into our phones 
after I leave California. Besaydoo, she says as she softly muffles the rattling of my bones 
in newfound sobriety. Besaydoo, I say years later, her response made raspy by an oxygen 

treatment at the ER. Besaydoo, we whisper to each other across the country. Like 
some word from deep in a somewhere too newborn-pure for the outdoors, but we 
saw those two boys do it, in broad daylight, under a decadent, ruinous, sun. 
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Having a Coke with You, Frank O’Hara 

 

is even more fun than going to San Sebastian, Irún, Hendaye, Biarritz, Bayonne 
or being sick to my stomach on the Travesera de Gracia in Barcelona 
partly because in your orange shirt you look like a better happier St. Sebastian 
partly because of my love for you, partly because of your love for yoghurt 
partly because of the fluorescent orange tulips around the birches 
partly because of the secrecy our smiles take on before people and statuary 
it is hard to believe when I’m with you that there can be anything as still 
as solemn as unpleasantly definitive as statuary when right in front of it 
in the warm New York 4 o’clock light we are drifting back and forth 
between each other like a tree breathing through its spectacles 

and the portrait show seems to have no faces in it at all, just paint 
you suddenly wonder why in the world anyone ever did them 
                                                                                                              I look 
at you and I would rather look at you than all the portraits in the world 
except possibly for the Polish Rider occasionally and anyway it’s in the Frick 
which thank heavens you haven’t gone to yet so we can go together for the first time 
and the fact that you move so beautifully more or less takes care of Futurism 
just as at home I never think of the Nude Descending a Staircase or 
at a rehearsal a single drawing of Leonardo or Michelangelo that used to wow me 
and what good does all the research of the Impressionists do them 
when they never got the right person to stand near the tree when the sun sank 
or for that matter Marino Marini when he didn’t pick the rider as carefully 
as the horse 
                               it seems they were all cheated of some marvelous experience 
which is not going to go wasted on me which is why I’m telling you about it 
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Litany, Rebecca Lindenberg 
 

O you gods, you long-limbed animals, you 
astride the sea and you unhammocked 
in the cypress grove and you with your hair 
full of horses, please. My thoughts have turned 
from the savor of plums to the merits 
of pity—touch and interrupt me, 
chasten me with awe. Seed god and husk god, 
god of the open palm, you know the doubts 
that harrow me, you know my wrists are small. 
O you, with glass-colored wind at your call, 
and you, whose voice is soft as a turned page, 
whose voice returns the air to its forms, send me 
a word for faith that also means his thrum, 
his coax, and her soft hollow—please, friend gods, 
so when he says, You give it all away, 
                                I can say, I am not sorry. 
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Revelation, by Sara Eliza Johnson 

I am ready to be loved by any thing. 

For your love, I’d wash your feet, bake you bread, 

water your flowers when you’re away. 

I’d sleep outside with them, would pour 

blood straight from my wrist to feed them. 

I’d cut the circle in my chest to make space 

for the moon, let a star nest inside me 

like a scorpion, just to feel its love 

though it would hurt. And though it would hurt, 

if I could not be loved, I’d puncture my skull 

through the ear and drip every dream 

I’ve had into the soil, a shadowhoney 

for the worms to eat, if they might know me 

as one of them, teach me how to move 

through their darkness. I’d feed my heart 

to a snake if it would show me how to change 

skins, how to survive as an unloveable thing. 

I would cut my soul out to make room 

for another soul, push it out in loops 

the way frostflowers, in those first hours 

of spring, push through the stems in a field, 

mimicking flowers. I’d push through myself 

the way pain had pushed through my brain, 

like a tooth through a gum, until I could 

no longer contain it. Stranger, I’d even lie 

down for the axe if it could make me new. 

In my mind, the moment is so beautiful: 

my head will roll away from my neck 

like the shadow through the eclipse, 

like a stone from the door of a tomb. 

Then I’ll climb out of that body, a lamb 

with claws and a sleeping viper 

where a beating heart should be, lamb 
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that could kill if you came any closer, 

lamb that eats the wildflowers 

from your hand without fear. 

 

 

 

 


