Present

I want now.

No demons past to hide me,

No gods to come to rape me,

Now is what I have.

It is easy to hunt ghosts,

To chase hopes of might have been,

Never standing in the sun

Without the taint of rain.

I’ll take the sun without the rain.

I’ll take the end of memory

And death of dream--Now,

It’s what I have.

—Judith Salerno
The Good Child

I made myself

Who I chose to be.

All the rules I kept and honed,

No human hope admitted to,

I was the child saved

From being whole.

“Don’t complain.”

But truth is deafening,

And maddening,

And undeniable.

I search myself,

Who I still must be.

All the truths I kept and hid,

No human heart admitted to,

I am a woman saved

From being stone.

I complain.

But truth is deafening,

And maddening,

And unattainable.

I hold myself

Who I choose to be.

All the truths I will let go,

No human guilt admitted to;

I am a woman saved,

On the way home.

I am honed.

—Judith Salerno
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