Like an animal,
I seemed to hesitate.

They saw me as a soul—
one who’d listen.

The waves across my red rock
spelled a skin,

filled in
blanks of speech,
translating halt by degrees.

The coast redrawn:
a twined lexicon

where nouns are never still.
To read,
select an area of the lava

lit with moss

and eat.

Let the fluent body
redefine heaven

as something more than human.

Source text: McPhee, John. “Cooling the Lava.” The Control of Nature New York: Farrar, Strauss, and Giroux, 1989.
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From Ore Choir: The Lava on Iceland (Tupelo Press, 2022). This poem first appeared in Tupelo Quarterly.

Like an erg that had calved off a glacier, the great bulk

of the north side of the 10 remained afloat in a molten sca. It was a mountain in 1tself
and, moreover, it moved/ It was' landséape on the 100se, an) iNCONZrUOUSt fNCRaft QIPS
its summit high above the lava plain, its heading north by jlnorthwest. The mobile meuntain

had a nine-agle base and a sharp peak. It weighted two million tons. People looking up fromsalmost
any street i n could see its silhouette filling the sky—today in one place, tomorrow in another.

Someong d it Flakkarinn. And no one ever called it anything els¢. Flakkarinn the Wanderer.
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Meteors petrify me—

dead matter
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fall back into a flat curve

just above our resting place.
Be no harbinger—

usher us godwards

on the pulse of our surprise.

then X260 work dilig

Source text: Morris, William. “Chapter II: From Reykjavik to Bergthorsknoll and Lithend (Monday, July 17th, in
camp at Bolavellir).” Icelandic Journals. William Morris Archive, University of lowa Libraries, lowa City, IA.
Photo: Diana Khoi Nguyen, “Landmannalauger.” 2014. Image and Layout: Kevin Tseng .

From Ore Choir: The Lava on Iceland (Tupelo Press, 2022). This poem first appeared in Kenyon Review.




Words start war
and then war

is wordless.
Mistranslated missive,

a missile
begins as emotion,

a sense the enemy
is animal

like you.
All life, brief

as disaster,
echoes the bang,

and human code
coils around

a single fuse.
At the frayed ends,

world leaders
ink out the legacy

of manias.
Aimless, that labor.

Source text: Walker, Paul F. and Jonathan R. Hunt. “The legacy of Reykjavik and the future of nuclear disarmament.”
Bulletin of Atomic Scientists, 67.6, 2011. p. 63-72.
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From Ore Choir: The Lava on Iceland (Tupelo Press, 2022). This poem first appeared in Tupelo Quarterly.
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Out of the ashes

elves startle realms.
The thickness of sky,

they go where sky is radiant
in a mask of stars, unmarred.

Source text: Siggi’s yogurt label. Distributed by: The Iceland Milk & Skyr Corp. 135 West 26th St. NY, NY 10001.
Photo: Kevin Tseng. “Grabrok.” 2016. Image and Layout: Kevin Tseng.
From Ore Choir: The Lava on Iceland (Tupelo Press, 2022). This poem first appeared in Handsome Journal.
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