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WORMS
BY CHAVONN WILLIAMS SHEN

VERSE

i  apologize to worms whenever i  remember 
that I’m upending their worlds with each uprooted vegetable. 

My father, used to being uprooted, 
harvests celery, carrots, and onions, 

for our waiting mouths. With bruised fingers 
and a mouth made salty from sweat, I listen 

as he tells how he grew up with a mouth made salty from curses 
left unsaid, and how his fingers used to harvest for white folk, 

their mouths full of slurs left to bake under a Mississippi sun. 
Years later, he’d have his own garden that he came to love. He’d save

seeds from Minnesota’s unrelenting frost. 
He’d name the flowers he planted. 

When I can, I thank the worms and their work 
to make my father’s land love him back. 

Chavonn Williams Shen is a 2022 McKnight Writing Fellow and was a first runner-up for The Los 
Angeles Review’s Flash Fiction Contest. A Tin House and VONA workshop alum, her writing has 
appeared in Diode, Anomaly, Yemassee Journal, and Cosmonauts Avenue.
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