Pandora

You’re young again. You’re listening

to the Great Tales of the Greeks.

They get to your favorite part

of your favorite tale, you’re lip-synching
along, like it’s your favorite song.
Sickness escapes her box, then death,
sorrow, deceit, strife. Hope stays.

“What about humility?” your teacher
wonders aloud. You’re too young

to know what she means, but you can
feel humility’s familiar face.

The feeling of cleaning up after

a much older man, at the only

job you could find. Mopping

human feces. The feeling of snapping

wedding pictures of all of your friends.

Saying “Congratulations!” through gritted teeth.
Feeling of the morning after

A night out, wondering if you said the wrong
thing. Snorted the right thing.

You’re young again, playing a game of tag
with Shame. Hoping ‘It” won’t catch you. feeling
Age will.




Grace’s comment: “In ‘Pandora,” we hear a
powerful new voice. The lines sound natural,
unaffected, lacking in artificiality, even though the
craft is sure as fire. The closing lines strike the
high note of originality that is found throughout
the poem: ‘You’re young again, playing a game of
tag/ with Shame. Hoping ‘It’ won’t catch you.
feeling /Age will.””
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