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All text: Grandmother
Yellow highlights: Mother
Pink highlights: Child
Blue highlights: Mother and Child
[…]
I was there when each of us, her mother and I,

held a leg and spread her wide 
pushing with all our strength against her pushing 

and her husband sternly counting, “One, two, three,”

telling her to “focus, harder.”
We looked into her then.

We couldn’t get our eyes out of that place.

We forget the vagina — All of Us
what else would explain

our lack of awe, our lack of reverence.

I was there when the doctor

reached in with Alice in Wonderland spoons
and there as her vagina became a wide operatic mouth

singing with all its strength;
first the little head, then the gray flopping arm, then the 
fast swimming body, swimming quickly
 into our weeping arms.

I was there later when I just turned and faced her vagina.

I stood and let myself see her all spread, completely exposed

mutilated, swollen and torn,
bleeding all over the doctor’s hands

who was calmly sewing her there.
[…]
