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Broken

ellen Bass

When I see that muscle beating on the monitor in snowy black and white,
opening and closing its hungry fish mouth,
how can I say my heart is broken?

In the store if  my mother dropped a bottle of Seagram’s 7 or a six-pack of Schlitz,
my father would interrogate her—how did she pick it up? hold it?—
as though he could create a world where nothing was broken.

Leaving the church in Ravenna, the mosaics of  lapis, carnelian, gold,
shattered glass lay shining on the stone plaza.
Inside and out, the world glittered, broken.

My first boyfriend willed himself  to think of  Eleanor Roosevelt,
but he was so new he couldn’t keep from coming.
Don’t give up, I begged. I was dying to be broken.

The seasons I carried my daughter inside me,
I thought I wanted anything she would bring.
That green mother had no idea how many times she’d be broken.

My grandmother called her second husband by his last name, Littman.
He came to America and sent for his family, but the Nazis got there first.
He covered me with a satin blanket, speaking English, broken.

“Broken Chair,” the memorial to land mine victims, rises forty feet high
in Geneva. People walking underneath look like birds in their bright clothes.
One huge wooden leg snapped sideways, broken.
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Broken

In Ancient Greece, a bowl of  pottery was cracked, half  given to the guest,
half  to the host. If  far in the future their descendents met, if  the shards
fit together, the bond was unbroken.

I once dreamed I soared over the sea, lights of  the city burning below me.
My sex flamed from my touch as I flew. I was so young,
nothing beyond repair had been broken.

The wave rolls toward shore, 
throwing its body against the rocks.
It breaks and breaks, but nothing is broken. 
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