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How does a body do what it does: make love, mistakes, create
life, exist after life; how does a body evolve, celebrate, regret,
reconsider its big and small moments: these are the passionate
concerns of Alicia Jo Rabins’ Fruit Geode, a book that I could
not stop reading once I started, a book that drew me in with
intimacy and force and then grabbed my heart hard, which
is to say, if you have a body, this book is a must read.

—Lynn Melnick

Against the tide of received wisdoms about mothering and
loving, one can only marvel at the personal cosmology Alicia
Jo Rabins builds in these poems. Lyrically bent towards both

gratitude and wonder, yet defiance, too, she honors every
shade of emotion crossing the threshold into motherhood
and marriage. Fruit Geode amounts to a kind of ritualistic
reclaiming of the body and spirit as mother and artist in
the presence of both her progeny and her ancestors who
watch as she spirits herselfinto song again and again.

—Major Jackson

In these lyrical, unflinching poems, Alicia Jo Rabins investigates
the passages of pregnancy, birth, and early infancy through a
constellation of ancient and modern experience: Jewish mysticism,
herbal medicine, Sumerian storm demons, astronauts, Neanderthal
DNA, climate change.In tracingtheritualmysteries of motherhood,
Fruit Geode examines what it means to be transformed, to leave
behind our certainties and walk into the unknown. This is a book
about what it means to live in a human body, how love changes us, ’ .
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and what we pass on from one generation to the next.
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Further Praise for Fruit Geode

These poems speak, with incandescent candor and
uncanny insight, for everyone whom life has ever
ambushed, who discovers she was not who she thought
she was or was supposed to be, for every woman changed
by giving birth. Alicia Jo Rabins’ Fruit Geode opens to a
brilliant ripeness—a daring 21st century vision informed
by an ancient wisdom.

—FEleanor Wilner

Pregnancy is literal embodiment, and Alicia Jo Rabins’
Fruit Geode is a translation of this experience into
literary embodiment. She scouts out for us the perfect
metaphors: “slot machine,” “seed-lined ark;” “black
pond.” I love the new-mother hyper-attention here, to
the mournful and the sublime, the sacred and profane,
the ancient and brand-new. “Now that I have been /
broken, / I can begin,” Rabins writes, and I recommend
this book to anyone beginning to learn how to parent,
how to be gentle, how to awaken to mortality.

—Arielle Greenberg
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BEAUTIFUL VIRUS

Like arsenic in chocolate
Like a pea shoot in mud
You broke me open

Into death-in-life

A beautiful virus
Uncontrollably growing
As the morning glories
Climb the raspberries
That choke the grapes that
Overrun the spinach
What I mean to say is
Knocked off the pedestal
Of wholeness

Now I watch you breathe
In your miniature

Flamingo pajamas



TO GROW WISE

One day I awoke

to find myself

in an unfamiliar body:
knees like tree trunks,
passages in my belly,
eyes two pools of tea.

I began to understand
the two sides of

this sheath I wear:

an old used suit,

and the chariot

I ride through blessed
days and nights.

I began to feel the ones
who will live

millennia from now
hiding inside my pockets
like poppy seeds.

By this time

I could barely remember



the body I wore before.
I thought to myself,
now that I have been
broken,

I can begin.
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BOY, GIRL, ANGEL, GOLEM

I am a slot machine

Iam a globe

spin me

put your finger down

buy a guidebook buy a ticket
find a cheap hotel

in the Old City

meet me on the roof

for a drink

show me the lights from above
read my tongue my bellyshape
boy, girl, angel, golem

you dissolve my allegiance

I forget who I was

Ilearn to say my new name
the globe collapses

to adot

the dot is you

I'll follow you anywhere
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GEODE

The plagues we wished upon ourselves
With aloe juice and cayenne

The planets we strained to reach

That was how being young tasted

Each of us a geode looking to be cracked
And to crack each other open

Over and over

I am no longer young except to those who are older
In the way that youth moves along

The conveyor belt

At a consistent distance

I drink water now

I try to be gentle

The years crack you open enough



PASSENGER

seed-lined ark
mother papaya
whale belly

my little Jonah
dear passenger

as a plane

I carry you

to be a woman

is to be a wall
with a hole

to be a human

a hole with walls
even the rain
tastes red to you
the strawberries
are over but the sun
keeps shedding
my blood doubles
to keep you

aloft
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MATERIA MEDICA

when Achilles was born

his mother held him by the heel

and dipped him in a vat of yarrow tea
to protect him from harm

many years later he died

of a wound on the ankle where

her fingers touched him

and the yarrow could not

squirrel’s tail ~ warrior plant
thousand leaf  hero

I too print mortality on my daughter
show her the white yarrow

growing beside the concrete

when she was born a masked doctor
held her by the heel

I'heard her yowl before I saw her

the wound of birth tore us in two

we regarded each other

across unfamiliar air
we regard each other still

daughter we are
sometimes girls sometimes
crones or sisters

or friends

I teach you what I know

I make a tea-bath for you



of yarrow’s
thousand leaves

witch warrior
doctor mother
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