My Therapist Asks What Kind of a Man I Want To Be
after Oliver Baeg Bendorf

I want to be the kind of man
who lays his body down
in the middle of a roadway
between here and there
allowing his bones to break
if it means he can pick up
the splinters and scatter them
like confetti into yellow dotted lines

running parallel, never touching;
always staying close to his center
without spiraling out of control
in a violent sea of anger.
The kind of man who is a warrior
walking through the streets holding
the hand of girlhood in one palm,
of boyhood in the other palm
while passersby squirm in their shoes
trying to reconcile his curvy hips with
his broadening shoulders.
Who turns around smiling,
waving his middle finger still dripping
with his menstrual blood.
The kind of man who forgets himself
in the deep blue of his
love
where swimming is surrendering
beneath their crested waves.
Who loses himself again
when he takes a step back
in a room full of swallowed tyrannies;
and passes the mic around
because he worships their voice too,
and theirs and theirs, and theirs.
I want to be the kind of man
who anchors himself to the moon,



who tenderly dips his oars
beneath murky waters,
gliding gently over ripples
in a sturdy canoe.
Who still cries as he tosses
his heavy iron-heart
overboard, dead weight sinking,
settling between her empty
ribcage bones assertively curving
up towards him.
Whose body is soft on the surface,
is buoyant and light, who can walk
on water
without always breaking the ice.
I want to be the kind of man
who is not a man at all but a drifter
in a world not fashioned

for his body.
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