
2. Miracles (another poem for my father) 
 
All we are is stardust,  
collisions and coincidence;  
doctors and astronomers  
with microscopes and telescopes  
explain our existence  
and it all sounds so unlikely  
that we should look at each other and think:  
miracle,  
the way my father looked at his grandchildren,  
the way my father looked at me  
on the morning of my fifty-fifth birthday  
and said, “Fifty-five, my God,”  
and I knew the miracle was not my birth  
but that we’d both become so old.  
 
 
A month later, my father gives deathbed instructions.  
The voice of a priest from my old school mumbles:  
for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return  
and presses his thumb to my forehead  
with so much force I can still feel ashes falling  
on my eyelids, my lashes, my nose.  
 
 
My father was an airman who dreamed of being an astronaut;  
he spoke with reverence of John Glenn, Neil Armstrong,  
of Mercury missions and moon landings.  
At the kitchen table, he made models of spacecrafts  
while I memorized multiplication.  
In the service he’d parachuted from helicopters  
but I was still stardust then,  
and my mother was flesh and bone.  
 
 
On the night my father goes back to the universe,  
I walk to my car carrying his winter coat in my arms.  
The sky is so dark, starless;  
I think, this is wrong:  



there should be something to welcome him home,  
meteor showers, a shooting star at least,  
but only in novels and movies do such clichés occur.  
Life leaves us to draw our own conclusions,  
create meaning from scraps and scatterings.  
I still believe we are miracles.  
I have no more parents;  
my children have no more grandparents on this earth.  
We think: no one will ever love me like that again. 
 
 
Now, a surgeon gives me pictures of my bad knee,  
a series of circles, dark spots and broken lines  
like rivers on a map of a distant planet.   
 
 
These shaded areas are troubling, he says;  
osteonecrosis, a word that should frighten,  
but I am thrilled to see how closely my insides  
resemble the universe itself;  
isn’t that what we are?  
Little worlds spin within us: miracles.  
My bones are being ground back to dust.  
I should be startled, but I stare and stare  
while the doctor explains.  
And I can think only of last summer,  
glimpsing Saturn through a lens  
at Griffith Observatory,  
telescope so strong I could see  
the scabs and scars where ice had chipped away  
at the rings.  
I am Saturn inside.  
My reflection, and my children’s:  
there are my father’s eyelids, his lashes, his nose.  
He was born two months premature in 1934. He thrived.  
How is that not a miracle?  
 
 
My father walked around with planets inside him,  
constellations expanding, spinning, whirling,  



with so much force I can still feel the pull of his love.   
 
 
Let me inherit that, and let me pass it on:  
generous starlight illuminating June nights,  
a universe that embraces every comet, every meteor, every moon,  
love so fierce it spins and dances  
even as it collides  
with the shattered remnants of forgotten planets,  
light years away, still burning,  
until gravity takes me down.   
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