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The Boy of Casa Padre

He was detained

on Good Friday

alone, sixteen

and in flight

from Guatemala

and all who remained there.

The next day, he was

carted off,

offered stark pallet,

maybe thin pillow, a blanket,

and held by hands that do not love.

Old enough

to allow hope alone

to carry him long miles to a new land
but too young

to know that no father’s

arms would be here

to catch and hold his weary body,
he found

no rest, no comfort

within the cavernous shell

of an American dream retailer
newly christened Casa Padre
under pitiful guise of home,
alongside one thousand

other unaccompanied

children locked up

in this adopted fatherland.

Easter morning,

he rose sick, feverish
weakened by his journey
and detention,

was sent to the hospital
to be washed,

treated, allowed to rest.

By Monday,

suffering still, he was

back in custody

in the most unholy

house of the American padre,
and it took just one day more,
four in all, to lose his

life in a converted box

store in these United

States.

--Ann Wallace

Full of Grace
for Tom Kiefer

He sifts through the garbage

every few hours when the press

of bodies lightens for a spell, pulls

wallet-sized photos of toothless infants,

of grandparents left behind, pill bottles

and toothbrushes, sorts them into plastic bins,
catalogues the remains, and tries in vain

to untangle the endless web of rosaries,

heavy with interlocking prayers of the stream

of the desperate detained, familiar words

he descended into hell

breathed round and round, one crossed strand
beaded to the next, to the next,

the unrelenting repetition

on the third day he rose again

fingers pried open, the clasp of encircling arms broken,
tears smeared cheek to cheek, stained dry

as the faithful embrace the voided space, grasp

at air as well-worn decades are tossed into the trash,
out of reach, yet fingers instinctively still caress

the phantom mysteries of sacred cross and beads
he shall come again to judge the living and the dead
compounded, chained together, and salvaged hours
after the devout have vanished.

--Ann Wallace

*Tom Kiefer was a Customs and Board Protection janitor in Ajo,
Arizona who kept a photographic catalogue of items confiscated
from those detained at the border: https://www.newyorker.com/
culture/photo-booth/a-janitors-collection-of-things-confiscated-
from-migrants-in-the-desert/amp

* * *

Ann E. Wallace’s poetry collection, Count-
ing by Sevens, is forthcoming from Main
Street Rag and is available now for ad-
vance order. Recently published pieces in
journals such as Snapdragon, Wordgather-
ing, The Literary Nest, Rogue Agent, and Rig-
gwelter can be found on her website An-
nWallacePhD.com. She lives in Jersey City,
NJ, and is on Twitter @annwlace409.

Written in response to the news that a teenage boy died in US custody in April 2019:
https://www.npr.org/2019/05/02/719409488/third-child-dies-in-u-s-government-custody-since-december
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