
 

ELEGY WITH REFERENCE  
TO OUR CONFLICTING DESIRES 
 

Isaac pleaded with the Lord on behalf of his wife, because she was barren; and the Lord responded  
to his plea, and his wife Rebecca conceived. But the children struggled in her womb… 

 
 
Let us claim our curiosity, we who have sisters  
and brothers of an altogether separate flesh. 
 
Though we no longer put down nickels  
for clumsy glimpses in a circus sideshow,  
still we look, from Tehran to Nebraska, hungrily  
devouring (one by one by one by one) images on website  
& TV screen. We are drawn in by the tangled blood vessels,  
the hardened centimeters shared by neighboring skulls,  
the skin that will not allow the two to walk away. 
Also by their fierce desire to see the other  
face to face.  
 
Here, the sisters are somber in shared black headscarf.  
Here, smiling in hospital scrubs before the operation. 
Courageous! Beautiful! We cheer them on,  
refusing to imagine any contingency lying below. 
And here, on this day, this last day, old women wrap them – 
each, finally, on her own bier – right to left, right to left,  
neck to feet in long white strips of cotton. 
 
Laleh’s blood could not sustain itself. Ladan faltered  
ninety minutes later.   
 
More like us than they could know. 
 
 
 
By us I mean the rest of us,  
those who praise separation, but spend a lifetime 
seeking the truest twin, an intimate so close  
as to be indistinguishable in its delicacies  
and deceptions, so close as to share vein and bone.  
 
From the beginning, we are alone, preening  
in the dark of our mothers’ bodies. 
 
Though she is ours for a time, and we hers,  
it is a short-lived possession. Despite the shared slice  
of code, the bits of blood, it always has the same  
sorry ending – we are sent out, grasping and rough-hewn,  
past the four rivers, past the nameless animals  
and fruit-laden trees, past the winged cherubim  
with their blazing swords, into the living. 
 



 

Return?  
 
Not possible – and worse – will she love us as we are? 
 
By us, I mean those who scrutinize their solitary skeletons  
for what they lack, even as they trick their parents  
and steal their sibling’s birthright.  
 
 
 
To be able to roll side to side carelessly during sleep,  
fall off a bicycle, hum stridently off-key. 
 
The longing to be loved each for who they are. 
 
Dr. Kenneth Goh, willing to side with the sisters 
in their determination, said this: “You’re the guy  
holding the knife, so you better know what you’re doing.”  
I give him credit – to try and cut through  
the dense bone knitted together like steel-plated ivy,  
to untangle what thirty years had tangled… to try,  
with godly chutzpah, to right the faulty promise  
given one mother – 
 
that deep in her struggling womb, a new being  
was taking shape, a new nation created in her likeness,  
bloody and separate, heralding the future.  
 
To pick up Solomon’s knife. 
 
 
 
In the end, of course, none of it is fair. The yearning,  
the choice, the cutting. And worse yet –  
 
will no one ever understand us? 
 
By us I mean all of us. With our need to see  
the other face to face. With our desperate need  
to walk away. 
 


