it’s 315 time again

i go to lie on my side to write

but the baby is there

i can’t lie on the baby

it’s like lying on a watermelon

large and hard

the baby sleeps right now

no movement--i’m awkward 

trying to find a way

to comfortably write i’m strained

as constrained as the baby at 29 weeks

we are alike today in that way

both trying to get comfortable

to get some sleep

the baby can see light 

a red glow seeps through my belly

can hear sound but probably not

the crickets outside or 

daddy making his going to sleep sigh

hmm mmm mmmm he says

the notebook too is pregnant

uncomfortable it doesn’t

want to open to bend back

to receive anymore

it too is slightly bent

out of shape its spirals 

damaged well traveled but

empty of much writing

as i slide down scoot down

slip down off my pillows

losing my great grip on my place

the angle of the pen

the lightness of the ink

indicates betrays its discomfort

the pen is pregnant too

pregnant with poems with desire

to be a useful tool

yet more than a tool of transmission

a tool of transformation

i too am that tool

one of transmission of transformation

the baby in my belly

the pen in my hand

[image: image1.jpg]



august 1, 2003 315am home/ventura
gwendolynalley@yahoo.com
            /216

belly painting by alan sailer

photography by tim timmerman

315experiment.com

