Melanie Faith

All the Women in This Room, With Tattoos

Not dragons, not daggers, not hearts,
but birds.  Mine along the bone-sliver
of ankle against boot I shake off,
peeling back the layer of fluffy
white cotton to produce out-
stretched wings drawn blue-black 
as a blood blister, a college dare,
a no one will tell me what to do
with my body.   Sarah, too,

shoulders a bird in blue, a slender
poke of proboscis, like a humming one
at the feeder her slender neck swoops in,
swoops lower into the flower, half a hand-span 
below the collar bone where once he hit her.  
April, never one to be one-upped, pulls upward
her sweater folds, the giant crane hovering
end-to-end of the c-section scar. We gape,
we admire such Flight, such a beautiful gash  

overarching flesh.   Nobody need speak 
bodies-- how they break and tear
and evolve into other bodies we do not
and do recognize.  Nobody need speak 
cages and clipped wings and impossibilities 
as the three-o’clock bell sounds-- 
school is out.  We start.  We reposition 
sock, sweater, boot.  We scatter-- 

April to collect her daughters, Sarah 
to the man she doesn’t want to shake
after the one she thought she never could,
me, I sit to scribe.  I take this pen, 
I carve this ink 
of our ink into the page’s pale
tender skin.

