
Inside my head 
 

Every year after trucks  
come through our neighborhood 

 
spraying pesticides onto lawns,  
I find dead songbirds 

 
who escaped too late to my yard.  
I never understood this need to kill weeds 

 
and wildflowers. In childhood, I sat  
on our lawn to pick dandelion greens 

 
for my father – his favorite salad.  
When the plant bloomed and the leaves 

 
turned bitter, my sisters and I wove  
the yellow flowers into necklaces. 

 
Now in early spring, a migraine slug creeps  
into my brain, spinning grey matter until I vomit. 

 
When I open my kitchen window  
I smell penicillin from the smokestacks 

 
of the pharmaceutical company next door.  
I want to move but no one will buy my house. 

 
Chemists say that toxins  
creep through milk and cheese 

 
stew inside cans and bottles  
drift from smokestacks 

 
to poison me slowly  
exploding in my brain 

 
until I can’t stand the sound  
of my children’s voices. 



 
Biologists say that mammals  
pass toxins on to their children. 

 
Firstborn dolphins die from the ingestion  
of a lifetime of toxins from their mother’s body. 

 
This explains why I never got migraines  
when I was breastfeeding. 

 
I feed my kids organic vegetables and grains.  
I try herbs: feverfew and ginger root and don quai. 

 
But still, the headaches persist.  
I can change what I eat, but not what I breathe. 

 
Toxins touch all of us. My kids. My neighbors.  
And the songbirds that nest in my lilacs. 



 
Seventh Generation 

 
Dangling a baby, they pose  
on this broken curve of beach  
that lies east of Gary. They have rich tans,  
blond hair, teeth the color of foam.  
The photographer pushes his tripod  
hard into sand, his back  
to the stacks that breathe thick dragon  
smoke. 

 
I turn to admire the holiday picture,  
the cropped scene. But my children  
run through, chasing waves that brush  
evening sun onto sand. They stomp puddles  
to scatter glisten. I can’t stop them  
or keep up with them. The wind erases  
my voice as they run faster  
and faster. 

 
At the end of the beach loom  
the smokestacks, a sunlit haze.  
Seagulls swoop above the shore  
edge of seaweed and litter. The young  
woman squints at the silhouette of my children  
running into the yellow industrial smudge.  
Smile, the photographer says to her,  
smile. 


