
Artist: Bailey Bob Bailey , Poet: Amanda Quaid
Broadsided, Issue 21.1, Spring 2025. www.broadsidedpress.org

My Last Defense is the Present Tense

My daughter lost a tooth today. The doctors

say I may not be there for menarche, 

breasts, or her first kiss, but I was there

for the lower left incisor. On my knees, 

one hand on her hair, I reached in, pinched it 

between thumb and forefinger, the tooth

torqued, snaggling the gumline, 

twisted it round. Tears sprang, 

hands flapped—how I know 

the panic of a body gone rogue, the parts

I thought were me no longer me, the tissue

in a jar, the bone a stone, the tiny tooth,

once so polished and fussed-over, now

an ivory pebble dangling off the lower lip.  
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