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These are the hooded days  

and these are  

the masks they wear  

and this is my expansion- 

my lungs filling to 

a tempest of lamentation  

sweeping across my land  

and what's left of  

my constitution and  

Divine,  

you hear me keening “why”?” 

as they disappear my  

brethren,  

and wrest away  

the medicines  

and burn and rot  

the harvest  

and dare to call  

this carnage  

 

beautiful? 

 

 



 

That piercing sound is  

the majesty of my  

throat  

and the jagged prayers  

I am trying to  

hone into love,  

as they occupy  

our cities,  

and I am sharp  

in protestation,  

and even with this  

pelting,  

they take away  

our women  

and the choices  

they once had  

and the question  

I am asking  

is  

when? 

 

Time is not  

our friend, 

but action is  

our partner  



and we must join  

the people  

of the verb.  

The Verb!  

The word is given. 

Reverb much like  

a Psalm. 

A song to  

shake the windows  

and crumble the foundations  

of the new detention buildings  

still unnamed  

detention camps. 

 

 Re-Verb a nation  

in us. 

Re-verb a nation  

as we become  

many scores and  

tribes  

taking action.  

 

Take action.  

Find your people  

and unhood  

these hooded days. 



 

 

 


