
Charismatic Megafauna 
After reading about an Orca whale and her calf  8.13.2018 
 
For weeks 
a mother Orca has been roaming  
up and down the North Pacific coast  
with her dead baby calf, 
traveling thousands of miles 
back and forth  
and back and forth  
and back and forth, 
like a stunned hysterectomy patient  
pacing from sterile room to sterile room  
unsure what to do 
with her barren self. 
 
She's donning her mourning black - 
slick, vacuous, and empty - the white underside 
of her pelt sad as an unused christening blanket,  
and she's carrying her child in her mouth,  
the macroscopic papillae of her rough tongue  
trying to lap it back to life. 
When she begins to tire, she floats the sarcophagus  
across her rostrum, too frightened to let it slip into  
the cold permanent waters, but as exhaustion  
stretches across her postpartum body,  
her pod relieve her of the corpse, 
taking turns to nose it along the insistent current. 
They follow in a funereal procession, 
crying when she cries, moaning when she moans,  
until the mother takes up her mummy again 
to make her somnambulatory journey  
back and forth  
and back and forth  
and back and forth. 
 
Who says humans have a monopoly  
on grief?  
Mother and child, life before death,  
trapped in watery limbo.  
 
One day 
when the fatigue prevails, 
the pain torpid and consuming, 
she will let her child go, 
allowing the sea that  
couldn't sustain her  
swallow her one last time. 
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