
Three Poems by Karla Huston 

 
 
“May the Bird of Paradise Fly Up Your Nose” 

 

The day Little Jimmy Dickens died, 

I was eating a piece of chocolate  

shaped like the state of Florida. It was 

 

thick and lumpy with pumpkin seeds  

heavily imbedded between Gainesville  

and Ocala, the bumpy skyscape of Miami, 

 

rife with sea salt, then the smooth coastline  

of Tampa.  Where do I start?  The dark  

cacao of Okeechobee, the muddy Everglades?   

 

Little Jimmy Dickens was only 4’11,” 

but his voice was bold with goofy songs, 

He wore rhinestones and studs.  Born in Bolt,  

 

Virginia, he died in Tennessee, which is where  

I’m going after snapping Florida’s big boot,  

then nibbling my way upstate. 

 

Dickens was just a country singer, tongue 

slick with silly songs, mouth full  

of lazy vowels.  My mouth is full of chocolate,  

 

and my teeth—pleated with seeds.  I wonder  

should I sell what’s left on eBay 

like that image of Jesus burned on a piece of toast? 

 

 

 

 



Obsessive 

 

Was I sorry I broke my ankle? 

I wasn’t fleeing a bank robbery, 

one in which an uneven sidewalk 

might trip up the cops. Instead 

the ground rose up to greet me. 

I’m sorry I broke my ankle, 

but I knew you loved the boot, 

the shrek-y sound of Velcro 

ripped from Velcro. Loved 

the lump under the covers, 

the ker-thunk it made going 

down steps—or up. Or the way 

I moaned when I moved. 

My broken ankle is sorry 

it got in the way of your happy. 

Your father told you not 

to get involved with the woman 

with insanity in her family.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Particular Interest In Things With Wings 

  

Was there a chance you didn’t notice 

the owl shit on the sidewalk, the white splats, 

the log shaped extrusions or hear 

it laughing as it preened in the tree— 

that one or the one above you— 

the peak of the house its perch? 

You couldn’t see its wings, though you knew 

how wide the cape of them opened, 

how they closed like an clasp. 

  

Last night you reviewed 

your place in the universe, 

tried to pray for the thing 

you wanted most, but your head 

spun and rumbled, your arms  

crossed like folded wings, 

while your hands refused to form temples. 

  

Today men are jacking the foundation, 

of your house, faces hidden in hoods,  

arms hefting pipes and mechanical piers 

which would fix the problem 

like a lifting of wings. And around you, 

walls creak and adjust in places  

you can only feel protecting  

itself from the inside out. 
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