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Eu logy for a Space Shuttle 
for Sk ip  

If in this sleep I speak 
it's with a voice no longer personal 

When I was ten my mother 
l it the bu rner on the kitchen stove 
I remember seeing the cr isp b lue f lames 
from where I sat and how 
I startled when a lu mbering moth 
crackled in a swift puff. 
She used to tel l me how moths 
would fly i nto a candle's f lame, but 
I had never seen anyth ing d ie that way. 
So I asked her why it flew i nto the fire. 
She to ld  me it l iked the l i ght. 

I wondered years later 
after I felt the bump of a desert hare 
beneath my car one n ight 
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wondered what it thought of the two bright lamps 
moments before the weight of them passed over its body. 
It was the eyes I remembered, darting toward me 
the br ight pan ic ,  bl ind yel l ow. 

And one day there was tal k  of men on the moon.  

I was water ing my mar igo ld seeds when I saw a rocket 
on the televis ion,  count ing down to l i ftoff. 
A book I read said the fear of flyi ng 
was rea l ly  the fear of sex, the fear 
of the fuselage erecti ng ,  of it ho ld ing ,  
the fear of  fal l i ng. 
I th i n k  of that now. How could they 
not have been th i n k i ng that: g iant straight th i ng .  
And the power of  the blast loud wh ite no ise. 
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After, when I looked down, I saw 
the wh ite-green tip of a marigold push ing up 
into sun passing through the curtain .  

I th ink  i f  a scientist could explain 
the i nert seed cracking into space 
stirr ing from sleep into a jagged mouth of l ight 
then I could say that the l ight we fol low 
pul ls  me for that reason too, how 
one day I came to sit at the helm of a ship 
pointing  toward the sun. 

It must have been l ike this before 
seeds movi ng from womb to womb 
one dark space opening into another. 
The l ight  is br ighter here than I had expected 
the clouds are not as soft. 
But the edge of heaven is b lue. 
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