Body Movement

My teacher said
bodies move
on the inside;
parts send each other
secret notes while you
add big numbers,
kick a ball,
sleep.

Sally put her pencil down,
closed her eyes tight
to hear the sounds of organs
doing things right.
Stewart the Brain
yawned; he already knew
bodies hum on their own.

I got choppy-breathed—
All that pumping churning pulsing firing
and nobody in charge:
A heart could pound the wrong rhythm.
Intestines could miss a beat
and you'd die
of embarrassment.

At recess Stewart said we're 80% water.
I told him maybe he was.

Sally likes being water,
it makes her feel fluid.
I dodge sharp edges,
careful not
to spring
a leak.
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