Dana Roeser

Even More Than I Trust the Horse,
I Trust the Saddle
After another awkward landing,
I say to Christy, I’ve done a lot of jumping
in my saddle; I hesitate to say I trust it,
but I do; and she says, I know,
I don’t want to jump in any saddle but my own.
Berto has his own mind;
he plans his distance to the jump and is willing
even when I get
ahead or behind in going into two-point. Saddle has a mind.
I’ve always thought it’s in
the knee rolls, especially the left;
the only times I’ve had an accident (in recent
history) that ended on the ground
were when I was riding in saddles
that were too small, small ones that had shitty knee rolls,
or no knee rolls—yes, I’m superstitious.
My new hip doesn’t know anything; honestly, my saddle and horse
know a lot more than the ceramic bulb, the rubber
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cup, or the titanium stem of my prosthesis. People ask me
How’s your hip. But it’s not mine. It’s
a pure white blank like my mind
sometimes is. I mean it was kind of bad
that I watched a whole Madam Secretary episode
last night and didn’t remember any of it.
I think I had just watched it a couple of
months before. Near the very end
when Madam Secretary refuses
Jay’s letter of resignation and says how he is
“her guy” after his admission that he’d been the
“guy” of her assassinated predecessor,
and he tells her patronizingly of his larger ambitions—and then
the bit about the spy with the worms—
it flickered a little bit with me. Maybe I had just missed,
you know, a couple of vital things, or maybe at the time
I wasn’t tuned in to what it meant to be Madam Secretary
hitting the ground running on a new job
in which people underestimated her, conspired,
and tried to trick her, and have turf
battles with her all the time (Russell Jackson!)—I wasn’t all the way
up to speed on that, whereas last night I thought,
Yes, I see it. How brutal it is and how she is handling it.
As usual I’m sick with envy that somebody
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can actually be important. I’m like an egg on a saddle
with, or trembling there, without,
shell. What happened to my spatial orientation—
the psychic, socioeconomic
geographic markers of two years ago—letterhead, name plaque,
parking pass? Notes from my children’s
school, voicemails from my father? But then
my helmet is reasonably intelligent and I’m very fond of it
and the riding gloves Christy gave me. Her cross country gloves,
they know a lot, they have been through
a lot and they don’t slip. At least that is my opinion.
Let me see what else, well,
Berto has a very good mind, also my opinion.
I think Berto is quite aware, he drinks from the hose, he
licks the opening of my tea thermos. I dreamt last night
a secret. My daughter was pregnant and would
have to give up the child. Katherine told me it was my own grief
I was dreaming. It too is alive and has a mind.
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Under All Things
Don’t show me the bones
underneath the open umbrella.
Or the metal prongs
and foam blocks that were the only
thing left of the lush flower
arrangement—orange and red roses,
sunflowers, yellow snapdragons,
blue delphiniums—that blazed
for a day at my father’s memorial service
last Saturday and then was set aside.
Certainly not his cremains
that will arrive next month from
MedCure, the body donation place,
in a tupperware. Nor Amy Winehouse’s
shiny, satiny liver sticking out in
her black camisole on the video of her
gorgeous acoustic rendition of “Back to
Black.” I don’t care that she is picking
her fingernails until the second
she is supposed to start.
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Under no conditions should you show me
the shabby shed in the bad part of
Norfolk where thirteen years ago my
aristocratic mother’s body was fed to Abednego’s
fire. And God forbid, the permanent
piss-patina on the walls and floor of the bathroom
of the 10 p.m. candlelight Twelve Step meeting
at St. John’s where I went last night.
After a “literary event” on Tuesday, I admitted
to my friend Madeline that last
June I’d been fired from the place that I’d
worked for twelve years; don’t show me
ever the conversation between my two
bosses that preceded me getting fired.
Were they in Helen’s blue high-ceilinged
office or on the patio at Petit Chou on Westfield,
bunches of wisteria dangling
from the white latticework overhead?
I thought I was showing
you the forsakenness
under all things.
But now I find the fullness.
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