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on  taking  our  dog  Sally,  now  13  years  old,  with  us  to  the  Indiana  

Dunes  to  let  her  walk,

Its  shallows  show

milky  green  as  absinthe,  which  sounds  a  lot  like  

They  deepen

to  the  color  of  the  turquoise  in  my  nonagenarian  mother’s  tarnished

Absence  or  absinthe,  the  great  lake  extends  to  the  horizon’s  honed

Those  tiny  towers  that  rise  out  of  the  scintillant  water  to  the  west  —  

sheet  of  gold

until  each  wave

becomes  a  dimple  or  dent  in  the  precious  metal  —  are  all

that  is  left

in  the  calendar

her  gay  roommate,

and  I  —  no,  wait,  with  Sally,  the  four  of  us  —  stretched  out

on  the  sand,  sunbathed,

photographed  ourselves

next  to  a  huge  driftwood  stump  with  splayed  roots  bleached
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we  ignored

concave  cooling  tower,

on  the  back  row  of  my  dead

I  can’t  stop  thinking

of  the  chain  reactions  happening  so  close  to  us,  how  uranium

atoms  bombarded

by  neutrons  split  apart,  release  more  neutrons,  gamma  rays,

and  three  million

It  is  like

told  us  that  despite  sedatives

After  three  days,  they  brought  her  down  with  Klonopin,  which  works

like  a  reactor’s

control  rods  pushed  deep  into  the  core  to  absorb

neutrons

My  palms  feel  the  braille

of  her  brown  birthmark,  the  size  of  a  nickel,  which  had  been

bright  raspberry

to  that  birthmark



8

and  can  pretend  no  longer  that  she  is  a  child,  though  she  is  still

and  will  be  always

me  of  her  plans

to  become  a  midwife,  to  deliver  babies  bloodstained  and  screaming

to  this  life

where  nuclear  reactors  and  couples  kissing  among  sand  dunes

coexist

Chernobyl,

if  we’re  all  still  alive

The  Soviet  radio  stations

interrupted  their  regular  programming  and  played  classical  music

before  broadcasting

Shostakovich,

Ravel’s  Piano

whose  right  arm

obsessively  to  it,

It  begins

with  the  faintest  featherings  of  bows  against  bass  viols’  strings,

and  then  the  contrabassoon
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taken  up  by  cellos

wrap  gauze  bandages  

of  the  dead,  slumped  

to  sound  as  if

glissandos  can’t

ghosting  over  the  white  notes

After  Paul  read  the  score,  he  suggested  changes  to  Ravel,

will  be  changed

was  Ludwig,

the  economist  John  Maynard  Keynes
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In  his  Tractatus,  God  reduced  the  universe  to  seven

the  nuclear  reactor

at  the  north  end  of  the  Indiana  Dunes,  and  my  daughter’s  bipolar

striped  towel  wrapped

around  his  shoulders,  tangled  wet  brown  hair  that  I  will  never  wake  to

and  muss  some  more,

wide  brown  eyes

                       

We  all  laugh

The  sky  has  parted

trillion  hydrogen

nuclear  reactor  

pushing  with  legs  raised,

and  bloody  —  
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sunrise,  not  sunset  —  as  the  sun  sinks  into  the  now

almost  black  lake,
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   Paul  Crenshaw

Will  have  the  words  shit  and   Jesus  Christ  
and  goddammit  to  hell  and   Shit  and     will  be  used  

My  new  war  essay  will  be  amorphous,  random  forms  in  morn

will  continue  to  grow,  until  there  are  all  kinds  of  bombs,  landmines,  

missiles  that  lock  onto  targets  the  size  of  small  children,  and  men  

who  stand  around  harrumphing  and  crowing  and  pleased,  believ

ing  they  have  achieved  something  good  with  every  new  discovery,  

ward  and  the  great  green  glowing  of  bombs  mushrooming  in  the  

   My  new  war  essay  will  be  covered  with  blood,  and  half

way  through  some  kid  will  come  home  missing  a  leg  and  everyone  
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friend,  the  one  who  will  later  get  drunk  and  press  the  heels  of  his  

A  brief  respite  from  the  bombs  and  bullets  careening  around  inside  

  There  will  be  no  marches  in  my  new  war  essay,  no  drums,  no  

songs  being  sung,  unless  they  are  forlorn  cadences  about  soldiers  

buildings,  martial  music  striking  up  from  speakers  mounted  on  a  

It  will  come  brightly  painted  with  slogans,  and  men  in  gray  suits  

will  cheer  my  new  war  essay  from  pulpits  while  people  below  them  

rusted  poles  above  walls  where  twisting  wires  and  broken  shards  

want  a  new  war  essay  where  we  live,  do  you?)  So  it  will  be  set  in  

border  where  carrion  birds  sit  on  telephone  poles,  waiting,  while  



the  dead  lie  in  the  streets  and  the  occasional  outburst  of  automatic  

There  will  be  no  human  interest  stories  in  my  new  war  essay  

     My  new  war  essay  will  use  the  words  freedom  and  democ
racy  and     and  the  phrases  maintaining  order  and  
the  region  and  

on  our  side,  while  showing  us  what  we  have  to  do  to  the  people  on  

war  is  about  peace,  and  in  my  new  war  essay  there  will  be  many  

new  war  essay,  reasons  to  blow  up  people  based  on  ethnicity,  race,  

religious  belief,  sexual  orientation,  hair  color  or  eye  color  or  skin  

color,  which  hand  they  favor,  if  they  like  chocolate  or  strawberry  ice  

cream  more,  the  Steelers  or  the  Cowboys,  sweet  potatoes  or  regular  

potatoes  or  no  potatoes  at  all;  and  of  course,  you,  the  reader,  will  

know  that  I  am  having  a  bit  of  fun  at  your  expense,  but  you  will  also  

any  of  the  other  hundreds  of  thousands  of  reasons  we  have  gone  to  

lives,  long  stretches  of  time  where  they  only  worried  about  surviv

ing,  or  worried  whether  the  characters  in  my  new  war  essay  would  
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will  miss  running  water,  and  the  children  who  miss   food   in   the  

areas  of  my  new  war  essay  where  food  is  missing  will  run  through  

mostly  death,  places  where  even  life  is  now  missing,  great  swaths  

of   land  missing  what  once  lived  there,  before  my  new  war  essay  

the  bullets  and  bombs  and  missing  limbs  and  missing  lives,  and  

even  if  we  do  become  overwhelmed  by  the  words  that  are  not  writ

about  war  because  there  really  are  no  words  that  can  ever  capture  

what  war  is  —  we  will  be  bolstered  by  my  new  war  essay  because  

more  and  more  and  more  my  new  war  essay  will  come  to  assert,  

again  and  again,  that  it  is  right,  and  is  always  right,  and  always  has  

someone  will  question  my  new  war  essay,  and  then  the  smoke  lying  

heavy  in  the  streets  will  become  not  so  much  a  screen  as  a  silhou
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   Eliot  Khalil  Wilson

           

street,  and  so  it  is  that  we  are  nearly  pals  and  practically  speak  to  

  Mel  Gibson  drove  over  

about  all  the  sybaritic  parties  —  snow  banks  of  cocaine,  fountains  

not  use  the  phrases     or  

.
of  Apollo,  the  sudden  Mediterranean  breeze,  a  rapture  of  bed  cur

drunken  youth  counselor  and  a  waterbed  in  the  back  of  a  van  in  

select  paramours  to  follow,  there  will  be  no  cavalcade  of  scrofulous  

My  wedding  chapter  will  read  like  a  kind  of  psalm  but  with  a  de

will  then  appear  blithely  drunk  and  topless  on  every  stretch  of  sand  
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the  hip,  or  head  to  hip  as  the  case  may  be?  I  am  nothing  average  
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In  winter,  we  beat  the  cream  in  steel  bowls,  and  our  wrists  are  hurt

while  mom,  

molasses   you  will  think  she’s  mispronouncing   Her  

Dad  uses  

words,  like  pussy.  You  begin  wondering  about  the  feel  of  the  tape  

tism  and  particles,  and  you  read  somewhere  that  ferric  oxide  is  in

In  the  whisking,  is  both  the  whisking  away,  and  the  whisking  to

Here,  we  work  hard  to  make  the  liquid  of  things  go  away,  apply  

strength  and  heat,  coagulant  and   the  kind  of  voice  called  

manner.  
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In  the  Whoopie  Pie  is  every  Amish  woman’s  broken  leg,  tendonitis,  

he  talks  of  weirs,  the  barriers  he  used  to  install  in  order  to  alter  the  
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stock  froze  and  our  vocal  chords  constricted  and  we  all  tipped  more  

In   winter,   we   write   our   names   on   the   windowpanes   with   our  

Your  father,  or  my  father,  says           a  good  strong  name.  You  don’t  tell  
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the  pitch  of  your  voice  is  the  smallest  of  something,  the  largest  of  

In  1717,  a  record  number  of  pirates  raided  vessels  along  the  Maine  

ship  called  a  snow.  

The  world’s  largest  Whoopie  Pie  was  slapped  together  in  South  Port

1,062  pounds,  and  was  sold  by  the  slice,  and  the  proceeds  went  to  

the  mailing  of  smaller  Whoopie  Pies  to  Maine  soldiers  in  Iraq  and  

When  Maine’s   blueberry   farmers   and   potato   farmers   and   sweet  

corn  farmers  and  dairy  farmers  found  that  their  wives  had,  in  their  

lunch  pails,  wrapped  in  linen  a  small  chocolate  cookie  sandwich  

That  

masculine  did  not  slow  their  eating,  compel  them  to  wipe  the  cream  

received   full  bipartisan  support,  and  your   father,  or  mine,  asked  

what  the  fuck  this  had  to  do  with  the  dropping  lobster  prices,  and  

your  mother,  or  mine,  began  whisking  not  only  for  her  body,  but  
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The  breastbone  of  the  dove  is  relatively  stronger  than  that  of   the  

father  says  he’s  beaten  many  people  up,  sure,  but  he’s  never  thought  

or  the  
,  or  horned

sex.  

My  mother  says  nothing  to  her  of  cheating,  of  shortcuts,  of  Darth  



23

sandwich   the  voice  of   the  new  war  bond?  My  mother   looks  at  a  

           of  how  Kenduskeag  means  



Dark  Side,  we  are  the  horse  in  the  mild  winter,  our  names  frozen  
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 Emily  Viggiano  Saland

   —  After  the  forger  Han  van  Meegeren

in  the  rarity  of  lapis  lazuli  making  ultramarine  the  most  expensive  
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   Emily  Viggiano  Saland
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   Emily  Viggiano  Saland

Some  days  the  whole  

When  that  happens,  the  only  task  

of  the  scarecrow  is  to  communicate  

The  scarecrow  is  rigid

as  a  spade  scratched  into  the  dirt

[

a  seed

to  suggest  scarecrow

would  he  give  us  the  birds,

The  scarecrow  has  been  translated

His  arms,  for  example,

[

or  missing  entirely.]

Some  days,  the  scarecrow  knows

that  this  is  the  world,  
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[Antecedent  undetermined.]
It’s  in  the  grass  too,

if  you  take  it  in  your  hands
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if  by  design,  arranged  at  the  throat  of  the  toilet  like  a  bunch  

of  which  rose  at  least  an  inch  above  the  level  of  the  water,  

while  searching  for  a  nail  clipper  in  the  upper  vanity  draw
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Mar  8   Read  through  several  pages  on  the  Ismaili  Order  of  the  Assas
sins
duced  an  undistinguished  several  small,   thin  tubules  the  

Mar  28  This  morning  an  heliacal  twist  with  a           of  smaller  dollops  

works   toppled   over   on   its   side   and  disappeared   into   the  

some  sort  of   instrument  of   torture)  and  recall   last  night’s  

tual  ambush  from  which  they  didn’t  recover  for  the  rest  of  

at  the  mouth  of  a  harbor,  for  which  municipal  tour  guides  

gree  angle  to  the  throat  of  the  toilet  with  the  upper  surface  



31

someone  with  such  exquisite  control  over  his  sphincter  that  

Apr  12   Read  this  morning  from  Moore’s     

        in  distinction  from  the   ,  the  exhalations  from  the  

man  with  a  deformed  ear  waving  his  hands  in  front  of  the  

Apr  16   Unbroken   coil   of   feces   this   morning,   which   reminded  

Dropped  a  single  square  of  toilet  paper  onto  it,  watched  the  

lineaments  of  the  coil  slowly  emerge,  as   if   from  behind  a  

Apr  19   Immense  discharge  this  morning,  with  peaks  rising  above  

the   surface   of   the  water   in   arrangements   of   considerable  

minate   on   the   alleged   translocation   of   the   Islands   of   the  

ken  ankh,  a  broken  spoon,  a  broken  shackle,  and  a  broken  
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May  8   While  at  the  park,  let  loose  a  warrior  king’s  tirade  into  the  

a  length  of  Polish  sausage  terminating  in  a  tuft  of  respira

May  15  Perfectly  immobile,  mildly  odoriferous  stool  this  morning  

I  wouldn’t   think  of  probing   it  manually,   though   it  might  

like  mass,  at  once  both  sinister  and  meaningless  —  it  calls  

she  has  elected   to  equip  with  peonies   for  heads,  and  not  

the  cypripedium,  or   lady’s  slipper  orchid,   that   I  had  pro

of  a  hideous  alien  and  often  appears  to  have  veins  running  

retical  surmise  —  that  an  aberrant  plasticity  of  association  

huge  canines  inside  a  stupid  cluster  of  petals,  blood  in  the  

May  25  To  the  degree  that  they  abhor  it,  men  wash  themselves  in  

and  still  other  waters  circle  beneath  
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Jun  8   Too  soon  I  shall  enter  my  second  infancy,  and  the  bowel’s  

Jun  9   Recalled  yesterday  my  boyhood  neighbor,  Cents,  who  bad

He  must  have  been  in  his  early  forties  at  the  time,  I  fourteen  

nature  of  vaginas  and  discussion  of  a  family  disease  with  

which  he  was  stricken,  a  disease  that  required  that  his  co

didn’t,  thinking  it  somehow  inappropriate  to  interrupt  my  

I  agreed  to  participate  in  one  public  performance  with  the  

ing  for  the  event  in  the  basement  boiler  room,  Cents  at  last  

showed  me  the  aperture  in  his  side,  after  asking  with  great  

me   repeatedly   during   drives   home   from   the   barbershop  



invariably  Cents  would  challenge  me  to  a  farting  contest,  

Jun  16   Harassed   woman   metamorphoses   into   heifer;   shrub   in  

  

and  gh   into  voiced  plosives     and  

rates  of  digestion  have  been  closely  scrutinized  for  the  pre

ceding  several  months,  are  trussed  up  in  an  apparatus  on  a  

pillar  at  the  center  of  a  lake,  their  arms  extended  and  open  

in   a   supplicative  posture,   their   torsos  held   aloft   by   three  

At  the  appointed  time  late  in  the  evening  before  the  solstice  

ministers  a  series  of  palpitations  and  auscultations  of  his  

sun  through  the  solstitial  point  at  the  southern  Tropic,  he  

stands  directly  overhead,   the  work  of   the  preceding  year  

and  treasury  of  the  tribe  are  at  once  contained  in  this  excre
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the   side   of   the      which   scrutiny   in

collapse  of  the  spine,  both  of  which  I  accomplished  with

out  any  strain  whatsoever,  though  why  the  dream  had  me  

twist  around  so  and  not  simply  bring  my  head  down  ven

calliope  bolts,  all  trapped  in  a  smooth  and  accommodating  

and  at  the  same  time,  or  so  I  intuited,  determining  the  com
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Jul  9  

Jul  10   Divinities  of  our  psychical  moons  stir  typhonic  forces  at  the  

Jul  12   In  primitive/industrial  terms,  the  defecating  animal’s  anus  

the  upper  right  a  shag  of  pope’s  knuckles  cornered  in  a  bay  

when  by  accident,  after  untold  aeons,  he  happens  to  fashion  

id  granite  extending  the  length  of  my  descending  colon,  the  
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ognomy  of  the  smiley  face  captures  subtler  degrees  of  nu

tasy  of  a  tribal  mascot  who  is  fed  and  defecates  for  years  

  

Aug  9   Loud,   silly   voidance   about   a   quarter   of   an   hour   ago,   all  

Aug  10  The  face  of  the  sleeper  is  the  emblem  of  innocence,  but  there  

is  another  face,  which  discloses,  between  its  Aeolus  cheeks,  

A  thiol  plume  steers   the  uni
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Aug  27  Possible  worlds  of  the  philosophers  are  devoid  of  excrement  

Aug  28  Happened   absently   to   be   opening   and   closing   the   van

ity   cupboard  door  when   I   noticed   that   the   friction   catch  

rectum/sphincter  assembly  were  more  or  less  homologous  

in  gross  structure,  insofar  as  while  a  distension  in  the  walls  

of  the  rectum  triggers,  via  stress  receptors,  the  defecation  

and  allows  a   release  of   rectal   cargo,   the   two  elements  of  

Sep  3   Carefully  laid  two  pieces  of  toilet  paper  torn  into  triangles  

on  either  side  of  a  miniature  sea  wall  of  delicate  globes  and  

Sep  8   Read  an  article  yesterday  in  the  Times
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what  does  it  feed?  

resting  on  the  head  of  a  coach  bolt  with  a  bit  of  the  shaft  

longshoreman   in  me  wanted   to   belay   a   length   of   carpet  

thus  are  closer  to  immortality,  and  correlatively,  unashamed  

parade,  to  the  idea  that  he  will  live  forever  —  the  debased  

form  of  social  acceptance,  which  carries  with   it   the  man

what  a  hygiene  detached  from  ideology  would  look  like,  a  



hygiene   practiced   solely   for   the   purposes   of  minimizing  

  prescribes  long  concentrated  

meditation  on  charnel  grounds  and  corpses  and  the  nox

mudra
Shit  interrupts  the  dissociative  dream,  even  if  the  interrup

closest  equivalent  to  the  nunc  stans.  

to  rebellion  they  once  were,  as  the  demands  of  vocation  and  

of  real  transport,  and  one’s  free  time  is  all  that  can,  but  only  

temporarily,   banish   the   anxiety   of   shriveling   horizons,  

while  small  docile  explosions  in  the  bowel  rearrange  to  no  

quantity   of   space   can   our   eyes   hope   to   take   in   between  

our   birth   and  our  death?  How  many   square   centimeters  



acknowledge  the  futility  of  world  travel?  I  reiterate  what  the  

at  one  time  so  venerated  that  it  was  collected  and  worn  as  

Anomalies  and  Curiosities  of  Medi
cine.

of  a  rose  —  the  weight  of  it  against  a  chance  disposition  of  

tampons  and  replacement  razor  handles   in   the  depths  of  

the  vanity  drawer  reminded  me  of  ancient  felled  trees  at  the  
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of  my  metabolism  contribute  to  the  texture  or  granularity  

Dec  6     Why  do  I  insist  on  trying  to  equate  defecation  with  a  speech  

act  when  I  know  full  well  there’s  no  equation  to  be  made?  

be  at  work   in   this  displacement   the  prohibition   to   take   it  

I  am  not  this  pre
dates  I  am



Watched  her  for  the  longest  time,  standing  there  facing  the  

split  second,  thought  I  recognized  in  one  part  of  her  head  

and  right  shoulder,  segregated  by  the  grid  of  panes  from  

  

In  2008,  the  author  was  compelled,  for  reasons  articulated  to  him  by  his  

gastroenterologist,  to  conduct  the  foregoing  daily  examinations  for  the  du

be  so  protracted,  the  physician  in  question  replied,  somewhat  cryptically,  



  

When  I  dressed  up  as  a  cowboy  I  smelled  gunpowder  in  the  tribe  

of  the  trigger,

And  when  I  taught  a  hungry  child  to  steal  bread  I  kneaded  dough  

When  I  crumbled  a  crumb  from  that  bread  for  a  sidewalk  bird  I  

belonged  tothe  tribe  of  nature,

and  when  the  bird  sang  in  the  cage  I  felt  myself  a  part  of  the  tribe  

When  I  stammered  I  belonged  to  the  tribe  of  the  slowly  silent,

When  I  was  invisible  in  the  tribe  of  the  blind,

The  tribe  of  nomads  introduced  me  to  Cain,

because  of  black  eyelashes  I’ve  earned  a  branch  on  the  tree  of  

   a  thousand  and  one  nights,

I  hang  onto  the  tribe  of  the  hyphen  between  the  word  shell
   and  the  word  

After  eighteen  years  the  saxophones  of  the  Lord  

and  then,  in  one  moment,    I  had  



     

After  all  the  whispers  despaired  of  eliciting  from  her

She  held  my  neck  with  the  same  hand  that  wiped  a  tear,

lime  of  words  you  spilled

on  the  matador’s  bloodstains,

I  would  not  be  holding  

this  girl  whose  army  uniform

The  last  horns  of  daylight  burst  from  the  head  of  the  yellow  bull,  



  

To  save  his  life  in  that  war,

He  sewed  for  the  SS  

the  very  boots  that  

  once  showed  me  his  hands,

and  I  thought  he  wanted  me  to  admire  

the  tough  skin  of  

  almost  wept,     these  

I  would  have  strangled  them,  but  every  boot  I  made

saved  me     

He  never  stopped  hammering,

and  if  they’d  given  him  a  chair  at  the  Academy  of  Language,

the  nails  would  have  had  names  like

Hitler,     or  

His  pleasure  would  grow  as  he  smashed  their  heads

and  bent  down  their  backs

until  their  complete  surrender  

into  the  darkness  of  

  Revenge,  if  only  because  of  this  story

it’s  possible



  

This  whose  brain  is  the  Commander  of  the  body

This  whose  body  conceals  desire  in  the  cave  of  genitals

This  whose  genitals  moisten  the  lips  of  the  hostages

This  whose  hostage  is  the  broken  tooth  in  the  mouth  shouting  

commands

This  whose  command  knows  no  borders

This  whose  border  is  stretched  like  a  sock

This  whose  sock  is  silent

This  whose  silence  unravels  threads  

from  the  gnarl  of  words

This  in  whose  brains  words  are  stuck  like  a  fence



     

Someone  voiced  regret  that  her  laundry

The  second  stored  coal  

The  third  thought  we  should  wrap  

the  hands  of  the  clock  in  leopard  skin



  

Listen  Ronny,  if  the  men  knew  how  to  whistle

Like  in  my  mother’s  stories,

And  after  their  heads  turned  toward  me

I  provided  income  for  many  orthopedists

At  night  I  sleep  on  a  slant,  alone,

Yes,  I  too  don’t  know  exactly  what  I’m  saying,

His  father  says  that  with  hands  like  his  he  could  be  an  engineer

cousin  

built

Just  for  that  I’d  marry  him,  but

My  father  says  that  all  the  girls  in  the  village  hear  the  same  thing,

I  know,
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The  best  poem  in  the  world  

I  hope  I  didn’t  mix  up  his  name,  

And  then  like  that  Russian,  after  one  line
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The  masts  of  the  crane  like  the  legs  of  a  woman

Are  creamed  with  grease  applied  by

In  one  of  the  raised  lifts

In  the  light  of  sunset  I  hide

What  can  be  done  when  in  this  port
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on  the  a

The  donkey  imagines  the  Messiah  and  gets  brushed  by  the  wings

The  wind  brushes  the  roofs  of  houses,

is  sheared  by  the  drawing  out  of  a  word
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In  the  days  when  there  was  respect  for  train  tickets

And  they  were  printed  on  no  less  than  green  cardboard,

And  helped  us  to  imagine  a  steering  wheel  as  wide

We  closed  one  eye,  held  the  hole  in  the  ticket  close

A  red  tie  sharp  as  a  sword,  that  he  wore

Then  he  would  breathe  in  the  memory

  of  another  country,

They  would  breathe  air  cleaner  than  the  moth  ball  atmosphere,

That  clung  to  the  suitcases  of  memory  of  the  new  immigrants

Just  in  time  to  load  the  cars

With  the  99  years  of  his  life,

The  top  hat  he  loved  to  move  from  side  to  side

And  the  leftover  applause

  



   Natania  Rosenfeld

,  the  reclusive  narrator  

           

The  other  night,  I  ran  into  my  friend’s  husband  out  on  a  date  

Person  has  gone  away  for  the  evening,  and  it  is  dusk,  and  dusk  is  

I  know  that  we  can’t  all  have  everything  we  want  from  one  per
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the  past,  it  was  precisely  my  melancholia  that  threatened  to  lead  me  

my  melancholia  is  alleviated  by  medicine,  and  I  know  that  I’m  not  

a  sucker  to  take  life  on  its  own,  highly  questionable,  infuriatingly  

Richardson  explained  that  her  act  had  been  prompted  by  the  arrest,  

picture  of  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  mythological  history  as  a  

protest  against  the  Government  for  destroying  Mrs  Pankhurst,  who  

vites  gaping,  in  particular  the  fact  that  she  is  gaping  at  herself  in  a  

that  means)  and  the  dancers  are  truly  beautiful,  I’m  afraid  it  will  
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cause  I  found  her  impenetrable;  her  beauty  was  too  masculine,  too  

When  I  was  a  child  —  now  we  get  into  personal  neurotic  his

lovingly  packed  for  my  school   lunch  by  one  or   the  other  parent,  

  I  

think  now,  

I  had  to  expend  all  my  energy  making  sure  they  still  wanted  me  
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in  London,  not  on  the  prairie,  where  I  normally  live),  and  I  decided  

Sometimes   I   cause   myself   agony   by   imagining   his   sudden,  

  because  it’s  both  hard  and  soft,  as  backs  

when  someone’s  back  is  facing  you,  you  can  also  feel  that  person’s  

dos   the  

doesn’t   everything,   even  adultery,  become  repetitive?  Within  my  

gestures,  adopt   the   same  postures,  and  have   the   same  conversa

tions,  year  in  year  out,  but  the  plantation  becomes  gradually  more  

of   thinner   and   more   stultifying,   somehow,   through   husbandry,  
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Monogamy   is   a  milk   cow  with   a   bit   of   something  dark   and  

Also,  the  melancholic  —  I  hypothesize  —  needs  to  keep  things  

ranked,  categorized,  separated,  precisely  because  of  her  tendency  

assurance)  of  it,  in  bed  at  night  of  course,  I  make  lists  of  my  friends,  

people  from  one  category  to  the  other,  and  sometimes  I  make  addi

been  if  I’d  begun  this  list  in  my  early  to  middle  adulthood  instead  

And  I  try  to  keep  my  friends  happy,  because  I  don’t  want  to  be  

The  psychiatrist  and  writer  Peter  Kramer,  one  of  my  secular  

saints,   says,   in      that  people  who  care  more   for  

in  their  wider  circle,   let  alone  amongst  their   immediate  relatives,  

friends  without  the  terror  of  being  overwhelmed  if  something  goes  

feeling  that  having  only  one  child  leaves  them  in  danger  of  abso



59

ish  parents,  but  with  the  additional  element  —  I  can  only  surmise  

this—of  a  fear  that  I’d  turn  out  too  unlike  them  to  be  a  true  compan

to  most  parents,  because  I  suddenly  was  showing  signs  of  ordinari

teenagers  as  well  as  their  tastes  in  dress  and  music,  struck  them  as  

To  have  one’s  melancholia  corrected  by  pills  and  talk  therapy  is  

breast,  my  face  buried   in   its   tickly,  abundant  hair,  my  existential  

it  as  a  child,  perhaps  I  sensed  that  I  had  barely  squeaked  through  

Yesterday  I  saw  a  picture  of  a  town  in  Kansas  after  a  devastat
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   Sharon  Dolin
                          

  

   I  am  merely  the  place
   Where  things  are  thought  or  felt.
  

Pessoa  means  person  

days,  but  a  way  of  emphatically  saying  I  am  here I.  
And  where  is  here?  
           

To  celebrate  one’s  birth?  I’d  rather  celebrate  the  death  of  all  the  un

I  don’t  write  as  in  compose.  I  pull  invisible  threads  from  the  air  and  

Impossible  to  be  in  Lisbon  without  a  brooding  sense  of  being  inside  
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Je  est  un  
autre.

Perhaps  poets  are  the  true  ventriloquists  of  language  —  throwing  

Pessoa  ever  need  to  travel  again?  

in  

band,   lover,   trickster,   thief,   conqueror,   conquered,   mercurial   —  

Is  it  possible  to  taste  still  unsavored  kisses?  His  almond  lips  on  my  
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what  I  dream  and  what  life  makes  of  me              clouds           

topus  and  the  glass,  between  the  sea  dragon  and  the  aquatic  plants  

—  Pessoa

When  so  many  embraces  have  been  delayed,  the  languorous  min

At  Sintra  the  yellow  domed  palace  recalls  the  absent  Moors  who  
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As  we  roll  down  the  path  in  the  road  of  cork  trees  and  cedars,  al

Why  have  I  spent  much  of  my  life  thirsty  for  kisses,  having  to  soothe  

myself  sipping  words  through  a  straw?

If

Is  it  possible  to  miss  what  I’ve  yet  to  discover?

In  Silves,  russet  hilltop  castle  to  remind  us  of  the  way  the  past  hov

  And  

Yes.  You’re  right.



ress  in  return?  

to  a  Portuguese  boy  on  the  beach  with  whom  he  is  now  playing  

When  I  read  the  word  suicide              

  I  feel  a  wave  of  

for  eight  months  could  do  nothing  except,  in  the  end,  plan  and  ex

tiredness  
of  life  that  would  have  made  her  incapable  of  taking  those  pills,  of  

her  poems,  none  still  

The  rocks  rising  out  of  the  sea  at  Lagos  are  impervious  to  the  boys  

climbing  them,  to  the  beautiful  winds  we  hurl  at  them,  unfurling  as  
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When  he  said  he  liked  my  warmth,  I  am  waiting,  like  the  sea  star  

himself?  

Yet  one  more  man  who  wants  to  postpone  opening  to  me  until  he  is  

certain,  not  realizing  the  impossibility  of  knowing  in  advance  what  
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In  Lagos,  even  the  sound  of  the  broom  sweeping  the  early  morning  

and  not  my  son  calling  me  down  from  the  sky  with  his  plaintive  

Mom.

The  more  he  rebels,  the  more  my  son  needs  me  to  be  the  one  against  

Why  is  it  the  ones  who  say  they  want  so  much  to  love  cover  their  

heart  with  impenetrable  thorns  around  the  rarest  of  roses?  Why  do  

I  still  believe  I  can  avoid  the  thorns?

Why  do  I  prefer   to  be   the  bee  rubbing  my  body  in   the  pollen  of  
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ion  shells,  moonstones,  because  they  know  it  is  best  to  let  the  light  

Why  do  I  seem  to  encounter/desire  those  men  who  want  to  know  if  

they  will  like  the  book  of  me  before  they  have  turned  a  single  page?
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   Pessoa,  Mensagem

whose  tan  was  as  dark  as  café  com  leite

At  the  tomb  of  Pessoa  in  the  Jeronimos  Monastery  in  Lisbon,  there  is  a  stat

      Teu  exagera  ou  exclui.  

Assim  em  cada  lago  a  lua  toda   So,  in  each  lake  the  full  moon
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I’ve  already  said  that  I  don’t  want    

A  única  conclusão  é  morer.  

1923  Álvaro  de  Campos

      window  
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Anticipation  is  sometimes  more  powerful  than  many  actual  experi

merged  rock  in  the  ocean  makes  it  hard  for  him  to  swim,  more  like

been  submerged,  with  no  diver  slipping  within  my  cove  or  retriev

likelihood  of  the  feared  event  coming  to  pass?
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Does  fear  of  loneliness  increase  loneliness?  Does  fear  of  never  being  

truly  loved  push  away  its  possibility?  

  pastellaria,   the  custard  pastel  
de  

Riding  on  Tram  28  up  to   the  ruins  of  Castle  San  George,  a   tram  

           or  at  
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ties  around?  What  drove  his  heteronym  Álvaro  de  Campos  to  in

be  a  Portuguese  Hamlet,  his  antic  disposition  heteronymic?

created  dioramic  worlds  inhabited  by  midnight  birds  and  balleri

What  do  I  create?  Do  I  merely  satisfy  the  reader’s  prurient  interest  

in  the  hatreds  and  desires  of  another  in  shaped  lines?  
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is  never  alone  —  is  most  companioned  by  his  own  selves?  

Romance  one  —  that  I  feel  most  at  home?

Uma  Pessoa.  
of  self  —  or  do  the  clothes  —  the  outer  garb  of  self  —  make  the  

even  more   fraught  with  existence  because   it  dated  and   recorded  

Some   say   Pessoa’s   split   self   derived   from   his   formative   years   in  



¿Qué  
  What  gives?)  to  thwart  a  gang  of  young  men  who  were  has

hoon

The  woman  walking  around  with  an  open  wound  after  each  ro

I  am  a  creator  of  doors  where  others  see  walls,  waiting  for  someone  

  

Translations  from  
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   Katharine  Coles

     

     

                                                    

  forms

accumulation.

almost  awash

with  raised  rims,  among

formed    from  /                                    /  or  

17.  of   Sometimes  I  am  and  sometimes  not  

coast.  

or   perhaps  
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and  perhaps  not   or  under  agitated  conditions.  

know  how  to  see

protrudes     

   ]

This  poem  begins  with  an  erasure  from  21  Kinds  of  Ice.  
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should  always  be  buried,  he  thinks,  because  of  what  the  darkness  

izes  that  the  child  he  was,  the  one  who  believed  in  the  earth,  is  bur
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   Noel  Thistle  Tague

into  the  cellar  like  a  wound  and  seen  the  whole  beloved  space,  spills  

of  sun  across  sills,  over  cane  chairs  onto  the  table  where  babies  were  

born,  we  have  seen  ourselves  there,  on  that  table,  and  can  one  ever  

of  one’s  living,  the  history  you  think  you  see  and  then  again,  there  

I   carried   a   milkweed’s   desiccated   tongue   and   a   corner   of   salt  
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Wind.

Trash.

Last  Known.
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marked;   and   runs   thence   to   the   southeasterly   corner   a   hemlock  

bay;  thence  along  the  shore  of  said  bay  to  the  northwesterly  corner  

a  hemlock  post  standing  in  the  marsh  west  from  a  hemlock  tree  

Second.  
cornered   and  marked;   and   runs   thence   along   the   northwesterly  

bounds  to  a  hemlock  post  standing  in  the  easterly  line;  thence  to  

Third.  

tree  marked;  thence  along  the  shore  of  said  bay  from  an  oak  stake  

it  winds;  thence  east  on  said  line  to  the  creek;  thence  following  the  

margin  of  said  Creek  in  westerly  direction  to  the  water’s  edge  and  



    

House.

through  window  holes,  new  generations  of  inhabitation,  haunts  of  
coot  and  hern.  The  room  that  received  the  best  light  now  overgrown  

snakes  overrun  the  cellar,  black  on  black,  something  furtive  in  the  

Also

pale  shadow  with  the  other  things  behind  the  glass,  as  your  body  

House.
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Wind

will  create  the  hatred  between  neighbors  that  the  wind  issue  has  

phone  pole’s  splinters,  a  word,  and  draws  itself  out  into  a  wail,  be

comes  sharper,  a  shriek,  incises  the  ear,  balls  permanently  into  the  
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   for  Johanna

My  poor  dog  at  my  feet  trying  to  sleep  through  the  heat,  eyes  shut,  

right;  my  mouth  can’t  form  the  vowels,  can’t  dig  up  from  the  throat  

the  R  

far  away  not   too  near,   impossible   to  place  but  passed  every  year  

without  notice,  with  the  same  motions  that  govern  every  other  day  

of  the  year,  the  day  that  makes  us  most,  what,  nervous?  confused?  

books,  going  over  some  recent  translations  with  professor  Miguel  

Tamen,  director  of  the  Programa  em  Teoria  da  Literatura  at  the  Univer
sity  of  Lisbon  and  my  benevolent  and  generous  guide  through  the  

I  have  been   struggling   through   some  prose  by  Herberto  Helder,  

something  impossibly  foreign  about  brandy  and  the  Church,  nos

talgia   for  childhood,  or   is   it   childish  nostalgia,   incomprehensible  

,  Man  of  Word[s]

place  in  the  late  afternoon  not  deep  into  the  night;  in  it  are  irony  and  
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por  tudo  isto  ser  sempre  assim  

You  know  sometimes  I  feel  fed  up

with  everything  always  being  the  same

Um  dia  não  muito  longe  não  muito  perte

um  dia  não  

a  very  normal  day  an  everyday  day  

you  come  inside  and  call  for  me

and  I  say  to  you  sorry  to  not  respond

to  not  leave  this  vaguely  absorbed  air

you  tell  me  that  I  seem  dead

what  nonsense  you  say  look  something  happened

you  don’t  know  what  not  too  near
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and  me  with  nothing  to  say  to  you

não  muito  perto  desse  tal  surto

not  too  near  the  something  that  happened

what  do  you  think  am  I  dead?

the  rhymed  and  unrhymed  poems,  the  prose,  but  my  translations  

consisted  largely  of  failures,  failed  lines,  leaden  phrases,  mistaken  

  convinced  

ard  and  often  incomplete  because  everything  here  is  in  disrepair,  

  and  we  are  Alfacinhas Alfacinhas  
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the  apartment  buildings  —  it  is  all  apartments  —  have  small,  low,  

trams  crawl  up  and  down  the  hill,  smelling  the  smoke  of  grilled  sar

old  lounge  singers  in  black  shawls,  and  the  screams  of  children  up  

late,   everything   right   up   against   each   other,   our   neighbors   right  

,  neighborhood,  all  the  neighbors,  

from  

is     

When  was  that?  I  myself  don’t  know  how  to  put  it

I  only  know  I  had  a  child’s  power

between  things  and  me  there  was  a  neighborliness

My  upstairs  neighbor  is  a  retired  bus  driver  named  Ray  who  claims  

transplanted  tomatoes  yellow  and  crack  with  blight,  hot  sun  turns  

Alfama.   Someone   screams   something   I   can’t   un

neighborhood  so  noisy  —  walk  outside  —  people  are  right  there  do
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ing  things,  or  more  likely  not,  smoking,  shouting  and  shooshing  in  

and  pot  the  bougainvillea  and  repot  the  plants  we  have  and  there  

follow,  echo,  savor  of,  smack  of,  instant,  at  hand,  to  come,  coming,  

all  these  words  for  

Trees  that  I  see  instead  of  fruit  yield  birds

The  birds  make  the  trees  sing

When  they  reach  the  birds  trees  become  thicker  they  move

Like  birds  the  leaves  alight  on  the  earth

when  autumn  is  descending  mysteriously  about  the  country

I  would  like  to  say  that  the  birds  emanate  from  the  trees
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but  I’ll  leave  that  kind  of  talk  to  the  novelist

it’s  complicated  and  does  not  lend  itself  to  poetry

has  not  yet  been  isolated  from  philosophy

I  love  the  trees  principally  that  yield  birds

Who  hangs  them  there  from  the  branches?

Whose  is  the  hand  the  innumerable  hand?

I  pass,  the  heart  changes

I  remember  passing  the  same  woman  every  morning  on  my  way  

was  a  ginginha

cherry  brandy,  playing  cards  in  front  of  a  trash  pile,  fantastic  noses  

the  leitaria  and  the  tasca?  

stands  where  he  was  born,  opposite  an  opera  house  on  a  square  in  a  

now  very  tony  neighborhood  called  Chiado

is  a  novel,  and  Holland  is  a  dollhouse,  Portugal  is  a  short  lyric  poem  

published  in  the  Díario  de  Notícias

Pessoa

If  this  story  has  a  heart,  it  is  somewhere  else,  perhaps  in  Durban,  
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some  point  in  time,  or  maybe  not,  split  into  two  and  then  those  two  

and  each  name  had  its  own  music,  each  a  separate  source  where  

He  called  them  heteronyms

of  sheep;  and  his  students  Ricardo  Reis,  a  lapsed  classicist,  and  Ál

spare  moments,  wrote  the  notes  that  would  become  the  prose  mas

terpiece     

that  book  that  he  prefers  prose  to  poetry  because  he  is  incapable  of  

to  the  

Prose  doesn’t  collapse  when  a  poetic  rhythm  creeps  in,  as  a  poem  

mouthpiece,  the  man  who  echoes  another’s  music  and  makes  it  his  

own,  except  that  with  Pessoa  he  has  to  echo  and  make  his  own  the  

like  that  of  Campos,  his  images  are  drawn  from  Caeiro,  evoking  the  

who  mean?  And     In  a  dream  

my  friend  says  that  what  was  gathers  in  a  small  wooden  box  inside  
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)  by  way  of  the  Garden  

Estrela
ter  hearing  of  Pessoa’s  death,  an  imagined  man  mourning  the  man  

Where  am  I?  Why  am  I  here?  I  am  way  too  big  for  this  city;  on  the  

Metro  my  head  hits   the  handholds,  and  I  struggle   in  the  shower  

how  to  say  

falling  into  each  other,  summer  surrounding  our  bodies  in  a  liquid  

I  seek  a  complex  poet  in  a  strange  language  in  the  hope  that  he  will  

the  words  nor   their  associations,  not  even  their  particular  mean

antigamente



Antigamente  a  word  for  what  was
a  dense  scent  applied  to  the  skin  of  the  present  

world  of  reiterated  actions  immemorial  rhythms

Used  to  be  I  wrote  long  poems

Today  I  have  four  words  to  make  a  poem

It  occurred  to  me  before  I  close  the  poem

rent  day  went  by

and  from  them  comes  the  music  necessary

Used  to  be  when  the  gods  were  large

I  always  had  many  lines  at  my  disposal

cinco  pedrinhas  

incorporate   the  original’s  

late  is  not  simply  to  mimic  the  outward  man  but  to  convey  what  is  

everywhere  inside  him,  or  is  it  about  him,  issuing  from  him?  It  is  to  

over  the  opening?  What  the  psalms  call  a  song  of  degrees
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I  have  been  translating  from  Portuguese  a  poet

who  as  a  young  man  before  he  left

what  happened  to  childhood  and  spilled

the  animal  spirit  of  the  sad,  an  animal  sadness,

olive  trees  in  rain  men  working

things  all  the  things  left  to  themselves

sunset  being  nothing  and  nobody  else

across  a  thousand  pages,  more,  drew  from  stones

I  cannot  get  his  rhymes  right,

these  casual  quatrains  on  the  death

of  a  famous  cyclist,  day  dying,

a  minha  maneira  de  me  matar

sunset  only  sunset  and  not  even  that    

was  confused,  had  an  extra  head,  a  cleft  tail,  dystopian  in  its  aspect,  
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me

together  with  three  dictionaries,  Soares’s  paragraphs,  together  with  

As  Casas  As  Casas  As  Casas

ó  

simple  problem  of  breathing,

and  breath  a  simple  solution,

an  improvised  liturgy,

this  instability,  he  calls  himself,

homeless  in  the  fragile  poor  houses

mute  dumb  witnesses  of  life

that  live  and  die  with  us

know  nothing  of  houses

The  poor  yes  know  about  houses,

these  poor  know  everything,  conhecem  tudo,
feeling  his  way  through  a  house,

intoning  in  its  nooks  his  hymn  to  houses,

in  the  house  I  was  born  and  will  die

I  breathed  —  oh  life  simple  problem  of  breathing

as  casas  as  casas  as  casas

To  draw  closer,  as  the  bough  of  a  tree  draws  close  to  the  earth  in  
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Idola  fori”  and  the  beach  and  the  body  

and  silver  lighters,  dirty  glasses,  everything  used,  handled,  the  feel  

street,  at  the  foot  of  a  massive,  zigzagged,  ziggurat  of  a  staircase,  a  

Dear  Johanna,

it,  could  he  return?  Surely  he  could  return,  to  see  old  friends  and  
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the  story  of  failure,  what  he  calls  in  a  prose  poem  

umbrella,  absentmindedly  leaving  it  in  the  library  or  on  the  train,  

the  boat,  on  the  way  to  the  funeral  of  his  friend,  his  failure  to  arrive  

these  things  begin  to  come  to  pass,  then  look  up,  and  lift  up  your  

  

Opõe  o  peito

Arise,  get  up,  get  

consonant  shift  to  something  softer,  turn  from  solid  to  liquid,  cor  
and  cor  to  

O  espírito   the  spirit  nas  coisas   in   things  comparece
  —  the  word  opens  the  last  line  —  a  

beautiful  word,  the  x x  

a  broom  sweeping  through  a  room,  or  a  storm  approaching  in  the  

leaves  of  the  trees,  a  sound  constantly  running  through  Lisbon,  a  

murmur  under   the  speech  of   the  people  —  say   it,     —  

Liberation,  freedom,  release,  a  certain  wildness,  recklessness,  heed
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The  last  poem  of  

  the  printer’s  mark,  

or  a  brief  description  of  the  printing  and  publication  of  the  book,  

keep  it  in  the  original,  with  those  three  o

  

The  month  has  thirty  days.  And  the  day  has  many  hours.  I  want  to  stop  

and   simple   and  vague,   insisting  on,   consisting  of,   things,  
thing,  he  himself  a  made  thing

and  then,  smilingly,  wistfully,  once  upon  a  time.  
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   Angela  Stewart

on  the  porch  with  my  friends  and  tip  my  chair  onto  its  back  legs  

a  movie  of  the  people  passing,  and  we  drink  until  late,  until  the  ci

cadas  stop  their  chain  sawing  and  the  birds  tuck  their  beaks  under  

The  word  frog

we  stop  naming  things  for  what  they  do,  and  how  did  we  forget  so  

much?  Language  sprouts  legs  like  a  tadpole  and  morphs  meanings  

man  is  

child  accepts  that  the  earth  is  round  though  it  looks  anything  but,  
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some  linguists  say  that   the  word  man  is  connected  to  the  mean

Scientists  say  that  at  best  we  can  hold  on  to  feeling  in  love  for  seven  

brain  can  only  stay  drunk  on  love  for  a  short  period  of  time  until  it  

turn  to  me  and  hate  my  crooked  front  teeth  that  you  once  found  
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I  see  you  gazing  at  the  dead  that  history  has  embalmed

  of  your  muscles  as  your  hand  caresses  my  waist,

in  our  bones,  as  if  this  afternoon  had  not  been  buried  

in  the  breathing  of  my  veins,  veins  that  rise  and  burst  atop  the  roof

and  your  naked  foot  outside  the  bed’s  warmth  weaves  circles  around
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   Marci  Vogel

m’appelle   in   the  mirror,   a  distant   relation,   charm

  the  

Mad
  how  many  languages  do  you  know?  Mes  

ét

She  was  in  love  with  a  translator,  yearned  to  give  

mystery  and  love,  you  want  to  triangulate  the  lan

She  walked  into  an  equation  scrawled  on  the  white  

She  thought  she  had  given  him  the  boot,  but  when  

she  reached  over  and  lifted  the  latch,  he  was  in  the  

my  angels,  my  explosions?  Where  are  my  dancing  

animals,   elephants   charging  on  darkened   savan

nahs?

I  keep  trying  to  connect,  she  said,  it’s  the  hardest  



could  also  mean  the  last  study  or  even  study  for  the  

Did  that  mean  it  went  on  forever?  Should  she  have  

stopped  him,  asked  him  if  it  hurt?

When  I  was  a  girl,  I  had  a  crush  on  Lincoln,  all  sad  

hind   the   rock?  Tucked   inside   in   the   tree’s   spire?  

Are  you  drifting  down  the  aisle,  bride  to  the  nave  

of  the  green  heart?

a  beautiful  girl,  probably  with  her  mother  behind  

  How  can  you  not  love  

breaks  into  laughter  at  the  end  of  the  song?
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He  showed  her  how  to  download  the  application  

left,   learned   the  words   for   chandelier,   cut   glass,  



106

two  guys  with  gray  stockings  over  their  heads  come  through  the  

using  the  telephone  and  drop  the  receiver  as  if  it  were  loaded  and  

up  and  is  frozen  in  that  upside  down  submissive  crouch  that  says  

A  few  weeks  before,  I  had  gone  with  my  girlfriend  to  her  parent’s  
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I  think  it’s  all  over  when  the  guy  with  the  gun  begins  to  remove  

coming  out  of  the  phone,  which  I  know  are  words,  but  all  I  hear  are  

line,  and  I’m  afraid  that  it’s  betraying  my  own  fear,  as  if  the  sight  of  

When  I  brought  the  screens  to  my  girlfriend’s  house,  her  parents  

girlfriend  and  her  sisters  sat  on  the  grass  peeling  peaches  they  were  

ful  summer  afternoons,  and  the  image  of  everyone  in  the  backyard  

I  expect  to  see  an  ugly  face  when  the  guy  reaches  below  his  neck  

They’ve  staged   the  scene  as  a  way  of  squeezing  out  an  ounce  of  
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As  I  step  by  them  to  leave,  the  boy  with  the  gun  looks  at  me  and  

want  to  tell  them  how  glad  I  am  that  they’re  not  my  friends,  but  it’s  

enough  that  that’s  true,  and  I  don’t  trust  that  they  are  not  capable  of  

The  next  day,  I  am  at  my  girlfriend’s  parents’  house,  and  I  tell  this  

I  look  at  the  screen  door  and  am  pleased  that  air  is  coming  through  
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going  around  and  around  and  upside  down,  held  by  centrifugal  

ally  loud  and  smoky,  and  you  wondered  how  they  didn’t  get  dizzy  
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used  to  stop  at  a  park  on  the  way  home  sometimes  and  take  a  nap,  
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for  some  reason  tried  to  comfort  me,  but  I  couldn’t  stand  her,  for  

her  sunken  cheeks  and  inverted  mouth  with  no  lips,  and  bovine  

arrived  in  a  box  at  my  parents’  house,  burned,  and  my  husband,  

We  saw  the  bone,  in  splinters,  but  where,  I  wondered,  were  her  oils,  

Doves   live   all   around  my   parents’   house,   their  

My  parents’  house,  slate  green,  though  small  has  many  levels,  each  

so  my  parents  worry  no  one  will  ever  buy  the  house,  though  any

way  they  won’t  move,  won’t  go  somewhere  where  it’s  easier  for  old  

vasion,  though  they  weren’t  quite  sure  what  was  happening  till  it  

Of  course,  people  tell  me  when  I  com
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plain  they  won’t  leave,  it’s  their  house

Scientist,   died   surrounded  by  ghouls;   she   threw  windows  open,  

ery  colors,  and  I  see  how  my  mother’s  face,  all  folds,  would  catch  

My  father  and  my  mother  have  places  on  the  couch,  where  they  sit  

be  unable  to  sit  anywhere  else,  capable,  of  course,  but  restless,  eyes  

My  son  when  he  visits  his  grandparents  goes  wild  and  sticky  with  

get  it  out That’s  What  She  Said

a        a        a  watchamacallit.

  or  

this  solo  visit  to  my  parents’  house  to  two  of  him,  himself  and  his  

You  want  to  control  me
I’m  two
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doll,  a  thing  swiftly  made  for  action,  with  no  eyes  or  mouth,  easy  

We  had  
  The  son  of  the  man  across  the  street,  who  

Why  
  I  want  to  know  and  my  father  says,  He  has  long  hair  and  

newspapers  and  I  look  up  the  story,  though  there’s  no  more  infor

mation  than  what  my  father  told  me,  less  actually,  as  the  man’s  long  

as  the  center  of  a  triangle,  poised  between  three  points,  power  lines  

voltage  and  violence,  one  that  sizzles  on  the  edges  but  holds  them  

If  I  simply  kill  myself  in  the  next  two  decades,  somehow  I  can  avoid  

I  come  to  think  there’s  a  metaphysical  bank  where  you  deposit  all  

the  things  you  could  say  but  don’t,  especially  things  you  could  hurl  

fourteen  into  a  drugged  sleep,  the  fact  that  I  have  no  idea  what  she  

these  things  go  in  —  notes  slipped  to  a  blue  goddess  of  a  teller  —  

my  parents’  capacity  for  tender  care  of  my  grandfather’s  fourth  wife  

into  passes  the  world  will  give  him  when  he  needs  them,  though  it  



   Kim  Adrian

In  college  I  knew  a  boy  who  walked  funny,  and  a  wrestler  with  

golden  ringlets,  and  a  Greek  boy  who  danced  like  an  angel,  and  I  

tion  despite  the  fact  that,  in  reality,  I  never  actually  got  to  know  any  

he’d  set  the  audience  —  a  bunch  of  drunken  frat  boys,  their  drunk

en  girlfriends,  and  other  partygoers,  like  myself,  on  one  side  of  the  

achieved  great  heights  of  drunkenness),  this  boy  always  managed  

to  maintain  a  reserve  of  mystery,  even  a  quality  of  dignity,  which  

of  suggestion,  but  in  any  case,  we  all  gasped  whenever  he  slowly  

foot,  usually  clad,  as  I  remember  it,  in  a  white  tennis  shoe)  into  the  

the  end  of  which  dangled  another  comparatively  dainty  foot  in  an

minds,  as  he  wiggled  his  slim  hips  and  slightly  waspish  waist  past  

ately  to  pull  in  the  rest  of  himself  —  his  enormous  chest  and  even  

more  enormous  shoulders,  his  beautifully  sculpted  arms  decorat

which  was  a  silly  and  captivating  thing  with  its  sparkling  blue  eyes  

and  great  masses  of  shiny  blond  ringlets  —  we  were  all  struck,  I’m  

certain,  by  the  poignant  yet  essentially  pointless  beauty  of  human
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whenever  we  were  at  the  same  party,  we  would  at  some  point  meet  

do  so)  on  the  front  stoop  of  whatever  building  the  party  happened  

the  gentle,  exploratory  tone  of  these  conversations,  and  the  simple  

become  so  crowded,  so  preoccupied  with  the  basic  managerial  tasks  

of  living  it’s  a  wonder  I  can  remember  anything  at  all),  I  secretly  

  

  

and  very  thin,  and  very  rich,  and  I  think  there  was  something  de

was  partly  on  account  of  his  hair,  and  partly  because  of  his  strange  

like  myself,  going  to  an  ivy  league  university,  that  I  was  convinced  

fact,  I  convinced  myself  that  he  was  an  eccentric  genius,  and  spent  

every  minute  in  his  company  searching  for  proof  of  this  hidden  ge
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nius,  verbally  poking  and  prying  in  order  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  

hard  brilliance  I  was  certain  must  be  lurking  beneath  his  befuddled  

was  wrong  with  one  side  of  his  body,  so  that  in  order  to  walk  he  had  

this  walking  along  some  street  in  some  city  or  other,  no  doubt,  and  

you’ve  thought,  as  I  have,  

  Whether  it’s  a  misguided  impulse  on  my  part  or  not,  

people  who  walk  in  this  way  often  strike  me  as  quietly  heroic  and  

was  still  too  young  to  understand  what  a  perverse  and  destructive  

I  think  these  things?  Maybe  I  thought  it  would  make  a  good  story,  

Still,  I  admired  him  for  his  limp  and  his  hair  and  for  the  fact  that  

he  came  from  money  and   looked   like  a  genius  even   if  he  wasn’t  

faked  our  way  through,  my  subconscious  disgust  for  this  boy  grew,  

until,  unfortunately,  it  suddenly  announced  itself  at  the  most  inop

The  whole  process  didn’t   take   very   long  —  our   relationship  



117

a   collection   of   peacocks,   some   of  which   are   albino  —   all   pearls  

and  diamonds  —  and  these  extraordinary  creatures  were  allowed  

to  wander  wherever  they  pleased,  even  out  onto  the  sidewalk  on  

Amsterdam  Avenue,  with  their  long  gleaming  tails  trailing  behind  

uncomfortable  impression  I  had  that  I  was  making  out  with  a  child,  

sily  searching  the  inside  my  mouth  was  too
I  stepped  away,  too  discombobulated  to  make  any  kind  of  coher

when  I  said  hello  in  the  cafeteria  line,  from  a  distance  of  no  more  

to  hang,  as  the  saying  goes,  on  his  arm  and  who,  for  all  I  know,  may  

  

    

Short  but  classically  handsome,  the  Greek  boy  used  to  do  this  

ing,  like  it  was  nothing  but  actually  his  body  was  doing  all  of  these  
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around  campus  for  my  dancing  —  not  because  I  could  do  any  spe

cial  tricks,  like  the  Greek  boy,  but  simply  because  I  loved  to  dance  

When   I   think   about   the   night   I   spent  with   this   boy,   whose  

name,  unfortunately,  I  can’t  quite  remember,  I  see  the  two  of  us  as  

more   exclusive   fraternities   on   campus,   and   his   room,   which   he  

may  have  embellished  things  over  the  years,  but  I  remember  ornate  

care  to  lock  the  door,  so  that  his  roommate  wouldn’t  barge  in  on  

aware  of  a  kind  of  severity  in  him  that  I’d  never  seen  before,  and  

that  the  expectation  hanging  over  both  of  us  that  night  was  that  we  
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what  I  was  beginning  to  suspect  were  impossibly  childish  notions  

It  went  on  like  that  for  a  while,  with  the  Greek  boy  directing  me  

from  his  armchair,  telling  me  to  walk  toward  him  and  away  from  

him,  across  the  enormous  room  and  back,  ordering  me  to  turn,  to  

bend,  to  stand  up,  to  raise  my  arms  over  my  head,  to  spin  in  a  circle,  

is  that  now,  so  many  years  later,  I  see  that  as  far  apart  as  we  were  

  

  

The   last  boy   is   the  one  I  remember  best  of  all,  and  the  one  I  

his  girlfriend  at  the  time,  a  dancer,  had  broken  up  with  him  right  

He  was  only  the  friend  of  a  friend  of  a  friend  of  mine  —  or,  to  put  
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which  is  why  the  time  I  spent  with  the  boy  whose  name  I  no  longer  

recall  was  not  romantic  in  the  least,  but  time  spent  in  the  spirit  of  a  

course,  his  mother  had  succeeded  in  killing  herself,  whereas  mine  

much  about  our  mothers,  but  we  did  talk  about  food,  and  somehow,  

we  got  onto  the  topic  of  dumplings  —  the  Chinese  kind,  greasy  and  

had  this  kind  of  dumpling  before  and  the  boy  whose  mother  had  

is  neither  here  nor  there,  but  I  was  aware  of  it  the  whole  time,  and  I  

We  spent  the  afternoon  and  evening  together  —  a  long  stretch,  

we  sped  down  Morningside  Drive  with  the  windows  wide  open  

The  streets  were  so  crowded  that  we  had  to  drive  as  slowly  as  

This  was  perfect  for  our  purposes  —  scouting  out  a  good  dumpling  

restaurant  —  although  in  the  end,  we  didn’t  eat  at  a  restaurant  at  all,  

but  bought  the  dumplings  from  a  man  selling  them  out  of  a  steam



121

were  three  or  four  dumplings,  big  as  golf  balls,  white  and  vaguely  

teeth  stick  together,  and  this  of  course  was  both  amusing  and  gross,  

lings  slid  down  our  throats  and  chins,  so  hot  still  that  it  felt  light,  not  

dozens  of  dumplings,  and  it’s  not  easy,  in  fact,  it’s  fairly  hard  work  

to  eat  such  chewy,  sticky,  meaty  morsels  one  right  after  the  other,  

order  Chinese  dumplings,  or  anything  equally  hot  and  greasy  and  

day  —  cherry  and  apple  blossoms  mostly,  because  it  was  spring,  
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Somewhere  on  those  high  planes  we  exhaled  the  last  of  ourselves,

And  when  the  pines  drifted  east  we  sifted  in  a  long,  slow  curve  —    

We  were  towns  we’d  left  once  more,  our  bodies  

cleaving  at  the  mouth,  a  nullity  about  the  eyes  —  as  if  

all  the  stars  had  gone  supernova  —  leaving  us

                         In  all  our  starts  

or  down  by  the  riverbanks  a  big  hare  sat  on  its  haunches  —  

have  to  start  our  way  back,  harder  than  ever  

                                                                              We  had  a  habit  of  referring  

  

  

because  for  all  we  knew  life  might  have  been  meant  

to  happen  through  the  breast?

These  were  the  avatars  by  which  we  knew  each  other,  and  

what  escaped  us  then  is  now  mired  
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All   through  my   childhood,   a   fat      sat   on  my   shelf  

I  don’t   remember  who  gave   it   to  me  —  it   seemed  as   if   it  had  al

ways  been  there  —  and  if  I  also  don’t  remember  ever  reading  it,  I  

E
Inside,  among  all  of  the  gauzy  drawings  of  burning  cities  and  

  

  

would  have  been  channeled  through  a  complex  network  of  pipes  

verted  along  what’s  now  called  the  Street  of  Mercury  before  being  

stage  steps  in  order  to  swirl  and  glimmer  in  the  basin  beneath  those  



bookending  stone  masks  that,  it’s  believed,  were  designed  to  hold  

The   fountain,   strategically   placed   in   order   to   be   seen   by   all  

is  representative  of  the  kind  of  showy  garden  ornament  that  was  

Moreover,  the  mosaic’s  fragments  of  stone  and  glass  are  arranged  

haphazardly,  although  this  appears  to  have  been  intentional,  with  

light  that  would  have  spilled  from  the  mouths  and  eyes  of  Tragedy  

  

  

Hercules  —  as  a  Roman  god  of  victory,  fecundity,  and  commercial  

trademark  club  or  lion  skin  cape  or  some  shorthand  version  of  one  

fresco  perhaps  shows  Hercules   freeing  Theseus   from  the  Under

world,  although  the  image  might  actually  depict  a  gaggle  of  musi

—  they  all  might  be  Hercules  as  some  have  claimed,  but  look  as  if  
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Years  ago,  cued  by  a  viewing  of  

in  the  clouds  answered  everything  I  might  ask),  I  once  swore  to  my  

  

  

as  a  means  of  creating  a  sense  of   lushness   that  went  on  and  on,  

there  had  been  frescoes  of  myrtle  trees,  oleander  and  lavender,  as  

separate  hunting  scene  —  men  chasing  after  a  boar  —  painted  to

collapse  not  long  after  the  house  was  excavated,  and  the  fresco  is  

mained,  now  there’s  nothing   left  but  a   few  blotchy  pink  streaks,  

  

  

In  the  center  of  a  courtyard  in  Rome,  where  one  can  sip  cappuc

wider  circle  of  six  Silenus  heads  spouting  water  into  a  larger  pool  

that’s   surrounded   in   turn  by  six  gurgling  mouths   that   look  as   if  

shaped  basin  that  rests  in  a  pool  where  water  bubbles  and  ripples  

even  as  the  snake  coils  around  his  forearms  and  legs,  even  as  wa

and  algae  coats  the  lion  skin  draped  across  his  back,  the  kid  seems  
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der  for  his  work  to  avoid  the  appearance  of  depicting  some  random,  

must  have  assumed  that  we’d  all  understand  well  enough  that  the  

  

  

  

  

Although   George   Stevens   scouted   for   locations   all   through   the  

and  Israel’s  prime  minister),  those  particular  rocks  and  peaks  didn’t  

Thus,  even  though  he  would  need  to  airfreight  backdrop  palms  and  

The  

and  Moab  was  the  location  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and  Jesus  

production  dragged  on  into  winter,  the  crew  needed  to  shovel  snow  

from  the  set  and  blowtorch  the  rocks  outside  of  Lazarus’s  home,  

were  spraypainted  yellow  and  pink  in  order  to  create  a  cascade  of  

ing  of  Glen  Canyon  would  have  to  wait  until  Stevens  hauled  away  
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During  the  weeks  leading  up  to  my  family’s  trip  to  Pompeii,  there  

What  do  we  do  if  the  volcano  erupts?  How  will  we  get  away  in  

time?  

How  do  you  know  it  won’t  wake  up?  Was  everyone  who  died  

there  bad?

I  told  him  about  seismographs,  scientists  keeping  watch,  how  

our   rented   car  —  

the  air,  and  the  wings  of  some  of  the  grounded  bombers  melted  in  

like  someone  gasping  for  breath  and  black  stones  pummeled  the  

trees  and  tents  and,  on  a  night  in  which  nearly  everyone  in  the  end  

  

  

In  1980,  an  earthquake  destroyed  part  of  a  bakery  as  well  as   the  

roof  of  the  House  of  the  Labyrinth  and  forced  a  complex  grid  work  

House  of  the  Moralist  and  the  House  of  the  Chaste  Lovers,  garden  

walls  caved  in,  and,  on  a  beautiful  autumn  day,  in  a  Pompeii  house  

known  for  its  sumptuous  outdoor  space,  a  pillar  thudded  into  the  
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Just  a  few  years  ago,  much  of  the  House  of  the  Gladiators  crum

  

  

odd   undulations   and   lack   of   clear   landmarks   within   its   desert  

Standing  on  those  rocks,  I  can  see  paddle  cactus,  yucca,  wilted  

riverbed,  there’s  a  gnarled  squiggle  of  tree  roots  where  the  earth  has  

of  us  happens  to  think  of  it,  the  family  pilgrimages  here  with  root  
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Herculean  moments  not  depicted  by  the  Romans  include  Hera,  

theus,  the  man  who  had  imposed  the  twelve  labors,  and  gouging  

out  its  eyes  with  a  hairpin  before  the  head  shrivels,  some  say,  into  a  

peii,  none  depict  Hercules  becoming  a  god  after  he’s  duped   into  

  

  

Looney  Tunes
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magic  potions,  and  allowed  him  to  gobble  down  the  last  strawber

  

  

In  the  Marvel  comics  that  I  grew  up  with,  Hercules  managed  a  few  

When  that  play  begins,  his  wife  and  children  are  about  to  be  killed  

by  a  bloodthirsty  king,  and,  in  a  further  scramble  of  the  story’s  usu

If  convention  insists  that  the  heavyweight  arrives  to  rescue  his  

family  with  mere   seconds   to   spare,   his   appearance   also   ensures  

him  and  his  hands  wet  with  their  blood,  Hercules  doesn’t  need  a  
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them,  then  arranges  the  stones  in  a  row  on  the  windowsill,  seeming  

what  he’s  made,  then  lean  in  again  to  reorder  one  or  two,  as  if  know

ing  exactly  what’s  needed  to  bear  him  through  the  night  and  what  



132

room  where  you  sit  in  your  paper  gown,  feet  in  socks,  smiling  your  

who  will  be  paid  $30  for  donating  your  living  body  to  science,  who  

will   lie  back  and  hook  your   feet   in   stirrups  while  nervous  young  

Speculum speculation,   the  nose  of   it  
nudging  aside  the  most  sensitive  tissues  so  the  curious  may  peer  in

strange  cervix  with  is  cockscomb  hood,  the  errant  cervical  cells,  a  

to  get  the  speculum  in  without  hurting,  so  hurt  you  they  do,  yet  

they’re  the  ones  who  wince,  say     all  in  a  rush  as  

they  put  gloved  hands   inside,   feel  around,  and  one  of   them  gets  

wrong  with  you,  even  pats  your  knee  as  he  says  it  —  DES  Syndrome  

You  smile  again,  say   your  pelvis  aching  as  they  

Don’t  you  feel  weird  doing  

you’d  said  something  —  something  about  the  $30  and  how  it  will  

buy   groceries,   something   about   helping  womankind  —  but   you  

wait  silently  in  the  empty  room  for  the  next  batch  to  arrive,  staring  
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trance  gate  we  signed  a  waiver  acknowledging  the  risk  of  stepping  

A  monument   of   black   lava  marks   the   location   of  where   the  

scriptions  on  placards  accompany  the  photographs,  as  if  this  were  a  

ness,  I  don’t  want  to  faint  here

days  to  not  know  that  your  shadow  can  be  photographed  onto  a  

Part  of  my  work  as  a  scientist  is  to  track  the  hydrologic  cycle  

This  work  is  built  on  baseline  information  from  a  global  network  

that  monitors  tritium  in  precipitation  to  check  for  clandestine  bomb  

A  sign  tells  me  an  hour  in  the  fenced  area  will  expose  me  to  



test  stick  showed  two  pink  lines,  a  piece  of  this  bird’s  soul  dropped  

The  sign  continues  with  information  about  common  ways  we  

I  walk  out  the  gate,  back  into  plain  desert,  I  expect  the  exqui

a  canoe  trip,  a  work  conference,  my  pregnant  body  and  this  fetus  

about  how  I  have  avoided  telling  colleagues  and  work  peers  that  
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In  the  summers,  I  go  out  West  to  collect  samples  of  mud  and  water  

  but  I  can’t  remember  

what  I

A  female  professor  in  my  department  tells  graduate  students,  

apart  from  our  partners,  some  scientist  even  live  apart  after  having  

and  again,  unable   to  choose  with  our  minds,  we  answered  with  

I  am  exhausted  yet   insomniac,  hungry  yet  repulsed  by  food;  
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The  scene  is  not  dreamlike,  but  in  the  bold  red,  orange,  yellow  

I   imagine  walking   into   the  archeological  scene;  hunters  back  

My  craving  for  blood  is  in  the  category  of  dirt,  rocks,  rust,  laun

I’m  a  bridesmaid  in  my  friend  Sally’s  wedding;  the  guests  are  

noons  I  take  long  naps,  lose  myself  to  the  bliss  of  sleep,  transcend  

the  prewedding  tensions  of  an  interfaith  marriage,  signage  to  direct  

I  need  to  pee  now

is

one  to  the  hall,  one  to  the  closet,  and  another  with  framed  pictures  
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Steven’s  lean  body  I’m  surprised,  as  if  I  expected  the  whole  world  

potential  is  excruciating,  

I  ask  my  stepmother  when  I  will  become  a  mother,  she  says,  

parent  in  a  way  you  wouldn’t  be  if  the  baby  died  inside  you  at  nine  

months?  At  three  months?  Will  the  soul  come  back  in  a  later  preg

nancy?  Are  souls  out  there  waiting?



138

  I  say  with  arms  

  

sense  of  glee  as  groups  of  people  move  to  let  me  go  by,  my  belly  

The  children  at  the  party  make  the  miracle  and  strangeness  of  

lab  speculate  about  a  past  female  graduate  student  who  got  preg

it  is  all  you  

at  this  party  what  did  you  need?  Why  did  you  decide  to  have  chil

dren?  What  does  it  mean  to  be  a  parent?

I  realize  that  my  body  is  not  wakeable  with  cookies  or  music  or  

look  like  vampires  waiting  for  sundown;  black  eyeliner  smudged  
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she  kneels  in  front  of  her  with  her  legs  on  either  side  of  her  body,  

  

around  my  waist,  the  pressing,  pushing,  buzzing  of  my  belly  too  

read  my  work  from  the  day  before  bed,  then  Steven  sits  behind  me  

,  I  



There  
is  only  the  present;  the  past  and  future  are  not  real.  I’m  in  a  realm  I’ve  

I  want  to  learn  from  my  body,  I  don’t  want  technology  to  make  me  

es  stand  on  either  side  of  me,  push  with  their  whole  body  weight  

my  calm,  my  control,  the  focus  on  breathing,  the  focus  on  the  task  

  

Unbelievable,  a  bit  of  Steven,  a  bit  of  me,  and   then  my  body  

was  made  this  way,  I  remind  myself  when  I  hear  about  a  serial  killer  



the  distance  between  nature  and  myself?  The  human  hubris  that  

we  are  somehow  beyond  the  mess  of  wilderness?

naked  and  showering  with  my  midwife,  I  dream  blood  rains  from  

ing;   it   tires  out  the  uterus  so   it  does  not  clamp  down  to  stop  the  

           

I  can’t  stand  and  hold  the  baby  for  more  than  a  moment  without  

What  meaning  do  we  imagine  in  the  actions  of  our  corporeal  

Like  people  without  pets  handed  a  puppy,  we  are  cautious  and  

swaddles  him;  she  waves  his  thin  arms  and  legs  in  the  air,  giggles  

need  to  eat  colors  and  ideas  beyond  the  cycle  of  feeding,  diapers,  

room  with  four  carpeted  benches  in  the  middle,  a  screen  as  large  as  

the  



into   answering   questions,   the   suspense,   risk,   innovation   give   a  

but  imagine  that  we  are  suckling  at  each  other,  a  muscle  memory  

time  kissing  as  a  teen,  I  thought  I  was  discovering  a  new  form  of  

movie  is  silent  for  a  period  of  explosions  and  then  the  sound  of  the  



  

Mi·∙cro·∙sco·∙pi·∙um
  a  small  southern  constellation  south  of  

Powers  of  Ten

a  picnic  in  a  park,  every  10  seconds,  1  meter  wide,  viewed  1  meter  

away,  every  10  seconds  the  lens  moves  10  times  farther  away  and  

honey,  21,  was  riding  her  bicycle  through  a  neighborhood  south  of  

driver,  driving  fast,  drunk,  exponentially,  shifts  into  the  10  to  the  

hair  as  black  as  the  paint  on  your  truck,  as  black  as  your  skid  marks,  

on   the  cover  of   the     a  newspaper  so  small,   the  

surface  of  the  man  on  the  picnic,  cross  layers  of  the  skin,  tiny  blood  

vessels,  an  outer  layer  of  cells,  a  capillary  containing  red  blood  cells,  

then  into  nucleus  of  the  man,  holding  the  heredity  of  the  man,  the  



that  keep  the  street,  the  grass,  the  tire,  the  bumper,  the  metal,  the  



Delta,  because  my  open  palm  moving  toward  a  friend  after  a  shot  

We’re  in  the  middle  of  the  boat  in  the  middle  of  the  river,  driven  

by  Leila,  a  naturalist,  who  tells  us  the  gators  have  been  turning  up  

sons  for  this  are  unknowable  but,  of  course,  each  creature’s  survival  

  

  

I  read  and  reread  and  read  and  hold  and  reread  Susan  Sontag’s  Ill
ness  as  Metaphor  because  I  hope  it  means  that  you  can  cope  with  

illness  through  the  use  of  metaphors,  or  metaphors  can  teach  you  

  



  

  

  

Leila  drives  the  boat  in  boots  unreasonably  large  and  hot  for  

steers  us  past  her  house,  which  is  deep  in  the  swamp  and  only  ac

all  the  routes  around  and  through  it  that  have  ever  been  walked  

until  the  entire  structure  looks  to  me  like  a  planet  with  hundreds  of  

The  cicadas  and  motors  and  thick,  thick  grind  make  it  too  loud  

Delta  light  falls  on  the  woman’s  curled  hands,  bony,  the  green  

hands  holding  colored  pencils,  as  a  child  presents  a  drawing  of  a  

face  and  says,     and  the  moth

  she  says,  



face  around  the  cross
I  am  young  and  spend  hours  in  the  afternoons  drawing  reams  

face
  she  says,  

We’ll  erase  the  lines  when  we’re  done.

arc   the  brow  and  crest   the  crown,   intersections,  vivisections,   the  

  

  

  

  

I  checked  out  Illness  as  Metaphor  from  the  University  of  Alabama’s  

shirt,  she’s  got  her  legs  tucked  beneath  her  on  a  library  chair,  she’s  

alone,  the  nylon  of  the  chair  is  cool,  her  phone  has  missed  calls,  her  



  

  

  

  

I’m  inventing  a  memory  of  her  two  curved  hands  coming  together  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

It’s  more  accurate  to  say,  like  the  thesis  of  an  undergraduate  paper  

Maybe   it   is  most   accurate   to   say   her   central   pursuit   for   two  

  

  

We  should  throw  carnivals  in  honor  of  people  who  work  that  hard  

  

  

Dear  Marginal  Author,

  

  



  

  

Dogs  howled   from  the  highways   through   the  night  as  we  drove  

from  California  through  Mississippi  to  Alabama,  the  August  heat  

  

  

on  the  boat,  in  the  car,  in  the  weeks  before  I  moved,  and  give  them  

Tuscaloosa,  and  the  way  I  can’t  love  Tuscaloosa  as  consistently  as  I  

want  to  because  I  leave  all  the  time  now;  I  drive  from  Tuscaloosa  to  

that  plane,  wait,  pace,  cry  into  a  refrigerated  airport  sandwich,  get  

clasped  hands  and  walked  into  the  river  until  every  singing  mouth  

in  her  aluminum  bed  that  yes,  I  hear  the  river  sing  from  Mississippi  

the  only  way  she  can  respond  to  anything  —  with  her  own  hum

singing  and  the  Indians  in  the  river,  singing,  and  history  and  my  

home  in  Tuscaloosa  and  all  the  things  that  hum  for  me  all  vibrat

ing  at  once  against  the  same  threads,  wrecking  each  other  with  the  
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dying  

stare,  the  heartbreak  of  concentration,  how  hard  it  is  to  identify  a  

picture  of  a  face  when  someone  says  face
  

  

  

    

and  buzz,  to  water  and  bugs  and  the  almost  unbearable  stickiness  

  

    

The  cross  reveals  that  the  corners  of  the  eyes  are  on  the  same  axis  

is  darker  than  the  iris,  though  the  iris  should  also  be  shaded,  and  

if  you  look  closely,  there  are  subtle  veins  across  the  surface  of  the  

I  was  afraid  the  lines  would  always  be  there,  even  if  they  were  
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able  in  and  of  themselves,  but  somehow  each  tone  follows  the  other  

in  a  familiar  way,  like  she  remembers  small  chord  progressions  but  

not   the   progressions   between   progressions   that  make   up   larger  

   she   says   into   the  phone,   the  

third  na

Na  na  naaa  na.

I’ve  studied  her  face,  asleep,  awake,  focused,  lost,  the  angle  of  

her  arm,  the  cinch  of  her  waist,  the  line  between  creases  in  her  eye

na.

  

  

  I  want  to  ask  the  nurses  taking  care  of  her,  the  

How  much  are  

We  were  counseled  by  hospice  workers  and  grief   counselors  
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for  months,  we  were  promised  by  multiple  neurosurgeons  that  she  

  

  

Resists

  

  

And  so  the  music  is  the  sound  of  gators  spinning  in  the  delta,  the  

  

  

  

  

and  low  for  her,  the  tiny  bones  of  her  body  now  risen  from  her  skin,  

  

  

At  night,  delta  bats  dive  over  the  water  for  bugs  and  echolocate  the  

distances  between  each  other  to  learn  the  angle  their  mothers  are  

The  bats  are  delivering  frequencies  from  their  hearts  into  the  wild  

  

  

Peanut   Shells,   Dear   Gems,   Dear   Teachers,   Dear   Postmistresses,  
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Dear  Marginal  Author  —  

more?

  

  

Leila  says  a  gator  will  pound  its  head  or  bite  the  edge  of  the  wa

  

  

  

  

every  bartender’s  name,  and  they  handed  me  the  drink  I  like  when  

of  a  guy  a   few  stools  over,   then   talked  about  a  poet  or  music  or  

something  innocuous,  and  when  she  leaned  toward  me  for  a  hug,  

Anything
  

  

Who  are  you  out  there,  alone?  Who  are  you  without  knowing  who  

you  are  to  someone  else?

  

  

Sometimes  I’m  afraid  I  hear  her  calling  me  but  I’m  so  far  away,  it  



run  my  hand  over  the  kitchen  cupboards,  I  won’t  run  my  hand  over  

narrow  channel  breaks  into  skinny  streams  and  mangrove  branch

and  look  like  stones,  but  quickly  we  can  see  that  there  are  dozens  of  

ing  to  get  into  the  boat,  they  are  turning  and  they  want  something  

from  us,  and  one  particularly  hard  pound  on  the  left  back  side  of  

back  and  the  driver’s  seat,  and  use  the  steering  wheel  to  pull  myself  

quick  turn  or  wrong  kind  of  acceleration  will  throw  us  all  into  the  
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When,  or  if,  I  can  quell  the  grief,  I  open  to  a  new  and  surprising  

slapped  a  dear,  sweet  friend  in  the  face  because  you  didn’t  know  

  

  

Dear  Marginal  Author  —  

  

  

in  the  middle  of  a  boat  in  the  middle  of  the  river  in  the  middle  of  

the  night,  desperate  to  be  told,   and
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      Aylen  Rounds

trouble  being  inside  of  anyone  recently?  

I  noticed  from  your   intake  form  that  you’re  having  some  trouble  

cup  of  sweet   tea  ever  made  was  912  gallons   in  a  glass   that  mea

American  scientists  say  that  drinking  semen  will  lower  your  blood  

me,  do  you  drink  alcohol,  and  if  yes,  how  often,  and  let’s  talk  about  

  

  

cousin  grew  up  to  design  a  website  dedicated  to  drinking  cold  so
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in   therapy,   though,   enables   individuals   to   express   thoughts   they  

  

  

ing  the  other  mama  and  the  two  respective  papas;  she’s  become  the  

poster  girl  for  the  lamest  death  of  all  time,  which,  it  turns  out,  isn’t  

bystander,  if  you  will,  in  the  wrong  place  at  the  wrong  time  —  of  

say?

only  a  secret  service  Heimlich  maneuver  that  kept  him  in  the  White  

of  them,  forming  new  ranges  inside  the  boundaries  of  Chile,  Iraq,  

  

  

What  I’m  hearing  you  say,  and  tell  me  if  this  is  wrong,  because  I  

don’t  want  to  put  words  in  your  mouth,  but  what  I’m  hearing  you  

say  is  that  you  spend  a  lot  of  time  thinking  about  mountain  passes,  
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a  hell  of  a  way  to  go  —  staring  into  the  bright  lights  of  the  future  

way,  I  also  wasn’t  sure  I  wanted  to  watch  that  glorious  vista  colo

  

  

If  shadow  puppets  held  an  election  among  themselves,   I  wonder  

beverages  aren’t  as  popular   in   the  summertime,  even   though   it’s  

without  cream,  tea  without  sugar,  Coke  with  lime,  and,  when  we  

think  no  one  is  watching,  to  press  our  lips  straight  to  the  taps  of  our  

lovers  with  the  faucets  at  full  blast  —  like  garden  hoses  in  midsum

  

  

whatever’s  on  tap  means  a  person  has  surrendered  their  right   to  

relaxed  me  because  there’s  only  one  type  of  ketchup  —  you  either  
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Still,   if   somebody  were   to   come   along   and   say,   all   right,   this   is  

America,  and  we’re  all  going  to  slather  on  the  same  brand  of  but

odorant  or  ketchup,  what  I  like  most  is  being  able  to  choose  not  to  

choose,  having  that  be  my
all   I’m  going  to  want   is  choices,  hundreds  of   them,  thousands  of  

  

  

You  called  your  father  from  a  place  called  Ing  once,  and  he  said,  

wait,  where  did  you  say  you  are?  I  don’t  think  I  heard  it  right;  there’s  

sudden  realization  that  the  world  extends  beyond  even  the  best  car

  

  

Have  you  ever  had  inappropriate  thoughts  about  children  or  ani

mals?  My  doctor  prescribed  me  medication  to  keep  the  dolls  from  

frost,  and  I’m  not  sure  I  ever  have  appropriate  thoughts  about  any
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You  know,  many  people  hear  voices  —  inside  their  heads  —  some  

It  can  be  a  frightening  experience,  certainly,  but  nothing  we  nec

need  to  panic  about  any
thing?  Do  we  ever  need  to  feel  any  feelings,  or  are  they  always  an  
optional  part  of  the  package?  

ally  almost  all  below  seeing  level,  and  what  our  eyes  do  capture  

  

  

Some  say  that  Warren  Harding  died  after  being  poisoned  by  his  

  

  

lightbulb,  and  that  the  1950s  were  the  happiest  times  —  remember
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   Jennifer  Sinor

day  we  sat  together,  the  tulips  in  my  front  yard  an  army  of  color,  she  

In  my  confusion,  I  asked  her   if  she  meant  a  particular  word,  
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same  pose  in  my  belly,  bent  knees,  churning  legs,  only  he  was  swim

listened  for  the  approach  of  a  car  or  the  bark  of  a  dog  let  loose  on  its  

morning  business,  I  imagined  he  ran  to  the  shush  of  waves,  an  ebb  

  

  

knows  of  her  as  the  old  woman  whose  body  is  failing,  whose  down

ward  slide  has  my  husband,  Michael,  and  I  huddled  during  parts  of  

out  the  one  window  in  my  study,  a  basement  window  that  frames  

spective  as  her  painting  The  Lawrence  Tree,  where  the  viewer  looks  

about  that  work  —  as  with  so  many  of  her  paintings  —  is  that  our  

like  one  of  her  skulls,  hovering  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy?

actual  landscape  —  the  contours,  the  planes  —  and  then  abstracted  

The  Lawrence  
Tree  we  have  a  record  of  what  it  meant  for  her  to  look  up  into  those  
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I  ponder  the  green  leaves  of  the  cherry  tree  outside  the  win

  

  

  

    

made  her  way  from  her  birthplace  in  Sun  Prairie,  Wisconsin,  to  the  

to  breathe  so  deep  that  I’ll  break  —  There  is  so  much  of  it  —  I  want  

logic  formations  —  are  reminiscent  of  the  open  windows  in  nine



sculpture,  the  window  simultaneously  shapes  the  emptiness  and  

both  beautiful  and  sad,  terrifying  and  sublime,  a  space  so  complex,  

  

  

from  the  car  seat  where  Michael  had  hurriedly  strapped  him  down,  

  

  

elements  of  the  real  and  elements  of  the  abstract  —  both  the  near  
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Kay  on  the  couch  in  her  living  room,  surrounded  by  the  antiques  

she  and  her  late  husband  had  collected  over  the  years,  strong,  solid  

how  her  shoulders  would  shake  quietly  as  she  held  the  phone,  the  

strained  sadness,  gathered  and  collected  in  the  same  way  she  had  

When  Michael’s   father   died,  we   stood   in   the   hospital   room,  

we   arrived,   his   father   breathed   in   long   gasps,   sometimes   going  
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We  are  standing  at  the  mouth  of  Green  Canyon,  about  a  mile  

convinced  her  that  days  like  today  —  May  afternoons  where  the  

sky   is  charged  with  blue  and  snow  still  caps  the  mountains  sur

She  loves  the  natural  world,  draws  her  inspiration  from  it,  claimed  

in  her  later  years  that  the  country  around  her  home  in  Ghost  Ranch,  

in  particular  the  Pedernal,  a  geologic  formation  that  appears  in  so  

this  afternoon  is  not  from  her  desire  to  be  inside  rather  than  out,  

ing  it  seems  —  more  and  more  toward  aloneness  —  not  because  I  

like  to  be  around  people,  especially  strangers,  and  when  electricity  

we  both  keep  our  eyes   trained  on   the  canyon  walls,   the  sky,   the  

We  stand,  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  in  the  middle  of  the  week,  in  

the  middle  of  a  canyon  that  was  birthed  millions  of  years  ago  by  a  

  

  

rubbed  the  thin  skin,  conscious  of  how  so  often  we  restrict  touch  to  
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The  snow  crunches  beneath  my  running  shoes,  January  light  

my  run,  my  mind  is  empty  of  thought,  though  my  feet  register  the  

  

  

is  much  more  horrifying  than  any  image  Satrapi  might  have  drawn,  

  

  

she  had  been  struggling  in  South  Carolina  to  give  birth  to  her  own  

Kandinsky’s  book  Concerning  the  Spiritual  in  Art.  Her  work  realized  
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over  her  work  when  visitors  arrive,  so  I  guess  I  should  not  be  sur

prised  that  she  won’t  tell  me  now  what  she  sees  in  the  canyon  walls  

how  you  can  see  an  entire  train  churn  up  the  valley,  the  oceanic  

  

  

  

  

I  am  shaking  when  I  call  my  parents,  the  momentary  warmth  
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turn,  when  all   that  aches   is  my  head  and  my  pride,   sprawled   in  

the  middle  of  the  road,  snow  seeping  into  my  running  tights,  ice  

caught  in  the  bands  of  both  gloves  —  and  then  the  actual  moment  

come,  because  something  tugs  at  my  heart  to  do  so,  or  at  my  gut,  

or  maybe  it’s  a  voice  I  hear,  quiet  but  insistent  that  tells  me  I  do  not  

have  the  road  to  myself,  or  maybe,  yes,  maybe  it’s  the  vibrations  of  

then  spine,  then  inner  ear,  so  that  I  turn  and  see  how  thin  the  line  is  

A  van  the  color  of  snow  bears  down  on  me,  already  so  close  I  

cannot  see  above  the  headlights  —  they  are  on,  white  and  open  in  

fright  —  and  the  tires,  spinning  black,  the  world  reduced  to  grill  

and  rubber  and   the   sound  of   the   future   swerving  out  of   control  

down  the  hill,  sliding  this  way  and  that,  weaving  back  and  forth,  

Like  the  animal  that  I  am,  I  claw,  four  paws,  toward  the  edge  of  

the  road,  knowing  I  will  not  make  it,  thinking  only  that  I  must  try  

head,  which  means  I  am  no  longer  facing  the  monster  but  trained  

on  the  pile  of  plowed  snow  that  rises  steeply  like  a  canyon  wall  alit  
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are  about  twenty  yards  from  the  beach,  both  of  us  swimming  eas

The  sun  casts  forests  of  light  all  around  us  as  we  head  for  the  
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sun  and  the  wind  of  the  other  world,  the  one  I  inhabit,  the  one  with  

the  change  of  pressure,  and  I  wouldn’t  stay  long  before  zipping  back  

smile  at  the  idea  of  water  turned  to  sky,  our  bodies  now  birds,  and  

Suddenly,  the  trench  appears,  as  it  always  does,  a  canyon  in  the  

My  eyes  try  to  sort  through  the  layers  of  black,  distinguish  between  

against  my  chest;  tiny  air  bubbles  cling  to  my  bare  skin  and  then  
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turtle  will  drift  in  the  current,  poking  the  reef  here  and  there,  pad

leen  has  died,  so  our  pace  will  be  slow,  happy  to  follow  a  turtle  as  

The  sky  will  stretch  above  us,  the  sea,  below,  and  someday  I  will  

  

Kandinsky’s  

Portrait  of  
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I  had  been  holding  my  father’s  hand  for  a  couple  hours  when  

the  nursing  home’s  recreation  director  stopped  in,  clipboard  at  the  

Though  he  lay  on  his  back,  slightly  propped  up  against  the  pillows,  

wispy  hair   like  spun  cloud,  muscles  slack  and  atrophied,  watery  

and  his  wife  of  32  years  had  managed  Dad’s  care  long  before  the  

,  I  had  wanted  to  retort  

When   I’d   kissed  Dad’s   brow   this  morning,   his   skin   felt   cool  

I’d  thought  to  give  him  baseball  scores  from  the  night  before,  but  

brow  quirk  —  left  one  arching  playfully  upward  —  as  a  means  of  

nurses  and  aides  at   this  home  who   treated  death   like  a  bearable  

skills  diverse  enough  to  cover  the  dispensing  of  medication,  check



ing  of  vitals,  the  release  of  the  deceased  to  the  proper  authorities  

—  as  well  as  teaching  everyone  how  to  make  something  clever  out  

lieved  unabashedly  in  the  palliative  properties  of  pipe  cleaners,  felt  

As  sad  as  I  felt  about  his  last  few  months  in  a  nursing  home,  I  

would  have  felt  sadder  still  if  he  had  made  something  out  of  pipe  

Returning  from  work  she  had  stripped  down  in  the  garage  —  a  

safe,  airlock  kind  of  space  —  so  as  not  to  contaminate  our  house  

A  geologist  with  the  USDA  in  Des  Moines,  she  had  been  walk
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ing  the  creek  on  both  sides  was  20  feet  of  dense  briar  and  bram

character  had  three  chances  to  

Was  it  worse  to  spend  the  day  at  a  nursing  home  or  to  spend  it  

scouring  Soap  Creek?

I   tweezered   deer   ticks   from   her   back   and   didn’t   feel   very  

accord  and  make  something  out  of  pipe  cleaners,  felt  squares,  and  

week,  and  we  were  a  married  couple  sharing  the  natural  intimacy  
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been  married,  but  we  lived  in  a  state  where  two  women  could  do  

was  always  becoming  something  else           

ing  in  his  life  has  ever  had  anything  to  do  with  pipe  cleaners,  felt  

please

He  had  favored  the  unhurried  simplicity  of  an  afternoon  chess  

something  else,  something  he  had  never  been,  as  if  to  recalibrate  

something   that  was  no   longer   the  man  I  called  Dad,  but  a  natu

ral  process  larger  than  any  of  us  and  to  which  we  would  all  sub

a  nimble  step  at  a  point  in  life  when  one  could  scarcely  balance  on  

The  destination

The  destination.  Dad  was  receding  into  history,  and  a  
measure  of  our  history  was  receding,  too,  the  history  that  included  
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It  was  hard  to  convey  the  entropy  of  aging  with  much  dignity,  nu

The  notion  of  Dad  lying  there  right  at  that  moment  —  wispy,  

The  last  tiny  deer  tick  did  not  stay  in  my  pincer  grasp,  but  dart

ed  up  the  stainless  steel  shaft  of  the  tweezers  so  fast  I  lost  track  of  it,  

adamant  and  tenacious  it  was,  eager  to  latch  onto  warm  mamma

Her  work  there  would  end   in   two  weeks,   though  she  would  

scare  and  endure  itchy  bites  that  wound  up  taking  more  than  two  

  

  

wife?  I  was  his  daughter           Daughters  didn’t  have  wives    He  accept
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us

remote,  waning  interest  in  things  that  had  once  been  dear  —  the  

I  took  up  my  post,  knees  pressed  against  the  bed,  his  hand  a  

Death  didn’t  happen  everyday  at  the  nursing  home,  but  it  was  

a  frequent  and  anticipated  outcome  —  not  a  looming  presence  so  

You  had  to  account  for  death  more  closely  than  you  did  Medicare  

brokers,  insurance  companies,  the  IRS  and  Social  Security  Admin

dents  ate  the  usual  subsidized  meals  and  played  countless  games  

exotic  ports  of  call,  unless  you  considered  a  crazy  detour  through  

of  his  name  and  it  lay  atop  his  napkin,  bright  fuzzy  loops  spelling  

Help  me.
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mission   from  property   owners   for  Kathy   to  walk   the  portion   of  

she  didn’t  want  to  stop  to  pee  and  thereby  breach  her  hazmat  suit  

He  browbeat  her,  ranted,  cursed  her,  all  because  she  had  had  the  

her  clothes,  sticky  with  daylong  sweat,  looking  like  an  immigrant  

The  heat  beat  down  on  her  as  it  had  for  hours,  and  she  received  
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southeast  Iowa              

Sometimes  in  Iowa  the  land  stopped  being  land  and  became  

in  a  place  where  this  happened?  How  could  you  draw  up  a  plat  or  

a  deed?  The  only  way  a  farmer  could  get  red  in  the  face  and  curse  

you  up  one  side  and  down  the  other  for  parking  next  to  his  drive

way  was  if  he  really,  really,  actually  believed  it  was  possible  a)  for  

In  a  state  like  this,  who  could  do  that?  Who  could  dwell  in  that  

delusion?

parent  changeless  millennia,  the  grand  illusory  stasis  of  life  though  

the  ages  —  and  Davis  County  was  not  exempt  from  this  process,  no  

some  bass,  ready  to  cast  his  line  into  a  quite  personal  and  private  de

there,  every  branch  she  had  ducked,  every  thorn  that  had  torn  her  

if  by  magic  —  into  spotless  afternoons  of  pure  relaxation  and  the  

big  change,  the  one  that  generated  a  ton  of  paperwork  for  the  af

In  

a  year  he  was  a  wind  chime  hanging  from  the  walnut  tree  in  my  

backyard,  his  voice  the  mellow  notes  that  sounded  when  a  breeze  
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ingly,  and  no  one  could  have  seen  this  coming,  a  change  even  less  

predictable   than   the   one  Dad  himself   had  gone   through,   he   got  
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[Print]

Photograph  me  staring  at  

the  photograph  my  brother  

had  snapped  of  himself  on  a  glacier

Hang  beside  it  the  postcard  

of  an  old  west  town  sign  

announcing  

I  realize  no  one  cares  if  there’s

a  body  of  work  about  him,  

a  way  to  visualize  the  invisible  

walking  a  rod  with  mounted  strobes  

over  the  snow,  the  bitmapped
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the  secret  and  hidden  and  mysterious  and  painful  and  never  really  

like  a  cloud  larger  than  the  world  that  disappears  after  the  day  is  

dered,  the  cooks  took  the  refuse  and,  like  tribes,  fashioned  art  from  

the  remains  and  put  them  up  like  banners  announcing  that  we  had  

a  plastic  shark,  and  we’re  walking  down  the  pier,  and  people  are  

lighthouse,  but  rather  a  museum,  a  skeleton,  a  herald  from  the  past  

built  into  the  ocean,  or  maybe  it  wasn’t  a  lighthouse,  but  it  was  cer

enough  to  let  him  know  that  I  exist,  information  that  I  hoped  would  



the  Japanese  soldier,  he  doesn’t  know  that  the  war  has  ended,  that  

Would  you  believe  that,  even  if  I  told  you  the  island  isn’t  real,  would  

you  believe  that  the  man  was,  or  rather  is?

watching     on  the  bed,  a  handle  of  vodka  next  to  me,  

and  I  hate  it,  but  then  I  could  only  be  three  or  four,  and  she’s  taking  

brother  at  the  time  and  who  disappeared  as  soon  as  he  did,  who  

once  showed  me  a  picture  of  a  girl  that  he  taped  to  his  chest  so  she’d  

be  near  his  heart  —  across  the  country  to  visit  our  grandparents  

that  I  barely  remember  but  had  remembered  for  me  by  the  people  

old  enough  to  do  so,  and  the  dead  dog  Duke,  the  white  one,  who  I  

do  remember  and  who  got  hit  by  that  car  and  who  taught  me  to  stay  

And  I  search  and  I  search  because,  to  me,  he’s  something  less  

skeleton,  and  he  holds   inside  him  knowledge  about  himself   and  

about  myself  and  I  need  to  know  but  I  drag  my  feet  because  I  don’t  

want   to,   because  nobody   really  wants   to  understand   themselves  

question,  those  shaped  by  time  and  space  and  isolation  and  the  sto

would  you  believe  me  if  I  told  you  that  I  never  found  him?
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sisters  told  me  about  him,  his  sisters  who  I  won’t  call  my  aunts  be

cause  they,  in  their  own  small  way,  hid  him  from  me,  hid  him  away  

he  hated  himself  and  I  know  he  had  the  tendency  towards  martyr

and  that  he  felt  that  by  not  existing,  he  was  somehow  saving  us,  like  

tween  us  have  come  to  construct  who  I  am,  how  I  set  myself  against  

where  the  lines  are?  And  I’m  on  the  beach  and  I  see  a  turtle,  about  

the  size  of  a  dinner  plate,  and  it’s  on  its  back  in  the  sun,  and  I  sit  

and  watch  as  its  skin  yellows  and  boils  and  blackens  and  cracks,  

you  that?  Do  you  believe  my  story?  I  only  ask  that  you  tell  me  you  

have  to  be  understood,  and  so  you  say  yes,  yes  you  believe  me  and  

I  say  yes,  yes  I  believe  you  too,  and  we’re  both  speaking  that  lan

guage,  that  ancient  language,  that  cloud  language,  that  gets  behind  
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planting  snapdragons  in  the  garden;  hanging  tomatoes

He  split  the  soil  fed  with  pig  shit,  with  a  hand  like  the  strong  face

slop

breathe  

ghost  bulbs

on  his  way  home  from  haystacking,  with  a  pitchfork  like  a  lance,  a  

on  the  delicacies  of  writing  curriculum,  stealing  glances,

father,  

torn  to  bits  by  a  coyote  pack,  in  the  garden,  planting  snapdragons
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Springs,  down   the  wide  boulevards  beside   the  green   lawns   and  

toward  me  from  within  the  cave  of  his  car  seat,  sluggish  with  travel  

serts  itself  in  dust  on  the  windshield,  cacti  on  the  shoulder,  a  mean  

globes  like  mounds  of  melting  ice  cream,  drilled  with  holes  I’d  like  
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We’ve  seen  no  other  people   for   two  hours,  only   the  burning  

engine,   night   fall,   coyotes   bounding   from   their   dens,   our   bones  

of  cell  phones?  

ways  to  bloom  while  being  prickly  so  that  no  one  will  touch  it,  al

seen  none,  not  even  the  kangaroo  rat,  whose  head  we  have  badly  

of  animal.

Spandex   humongo   homo.   Summer  
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What  is  he  hearing?  —  pebbles  on  the  tarmac;  planes  humming  in  

the  air;  the  wind  from  a  thousand  windmills  on  the  other  side  of  

ribbons  of  synapse  vibrate,  marked  with  his  original  language  and  

now  this  new  one,   in  which  clunks,  whistles,  thrums,  whooshes,  

and  chirps  are  as  potentially  relevant  as  the  sound  of  his  new  par

ents’  voices,  calling  to  him,  calling  him  back  from  the  busy  stylus  in  

you,  Linh  —  an  educated  and  gregarious  woman  —  ,  to  have  any  
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now  our  van’s  headlights  and  what  they  illuminate  are  the  only  liv

tunnels,  and,  as  one  would  suppose  they  should  be,  they  are  prov

Kim  to   forget   it,   to   take  us  back  to   the  hotel,  but  after  all  he  has  

At  last  the  road  widens  and  we  stop  at  what  appears  to  be  an  

entrance  separating  two  chunks  of  similar  dark  and  leafy  rubber  
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war  tunnels  are  in  places  no  wider  than  the  width  of  a  man,  and  

the  ceiling  can  become  so  low  that  we  will  have  to  crouch  to  move  

hole,  imagine  them  crawling  their  way  along  dark  tunnels  beneath  

Up  in  the  night  air,  I  sit  at  a  picnic  table  under  the  small  pavilion  

we  wanted  to  come?  

army  buckles,  postcards  of  soldiers  that  may  or  may  not  be  authen

moving,  its  rustling  all  the  more  suggestive  of  large  animals  in  the  

then,  if  they  don’t  return?

claustrophobic?  

Then  why  did  you  go?
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  He  exclaims  

again,  

he  all  right?  What  is  happening?

a  

What  if  we  cannot  make  it  out?  Do  such  things  actually  happen?  

American  Tourists  Lost  in  Vietnam  Jungle.  Presumed  Dead.
And  then  Kim  is  laughing,  tossing  up  his  hands  and  smacking  
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in  his  ample  cheeks  and  for  a  moment,  brief  but  real,  he’s  made  a  

Water  trickles  over  layered  pebbles  in  the  fountain,  seeps  below  the  



  

tist  churches  I  grew  up  in,  the  ritual  was  part  of  an  annual  com

there  is  a  story  in  which  Christ  humbles  himself  to  wash  the  feet  

to  such  humility  —  the  members  of  the  church  would  rise  to  sing  

hymns,  called  out  by  title  or  hymnal  page  number,  and  a  procession  

would  begin  in  an  orderly  fashion  such  that,  sister  with  sister,  and  

brother  with  brother,  a  pair  would  form  and  a  wash  basin  would  

partners  would  sit  on  and  kneel  before  the  front  pew  and  alternate  

an  elder  and  younger  man  exchange  the  service,  lean  and  muscu

every  grimace  and  blush  on  my  mother’s  face  with  her  slender  feet  

To  wash  one’s  own  feet   independent  of   the  rest  of   the  body,  and  

even  to  wash  the  feet  of  others,  was  not  an  unusual  act  in  the  time  

and  place  Jesus  Christ  lived,  in  an  economy  of  hospitality,  Greek  in  

ily  the  feet  were  the  most  unclean  part  of  anyone  entering  a  home,  

ognized  by  the  scar  on  his  leg  when  the  old  nurse  was  cleaning  his  
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Somewhere  Guy  Davenport  must  have  an  annotated  bibliography  

In  Greek  drama  it  was  even  more  honorable  to  wash  a  horrible  foot,  

led  their  wounded,  festering  compatriot  ashore  and  sneaked  back  

to  the  boat  slip  without  him,  unable  any  longer  to  tolerate  the  smell  

seus,  to  gain  Philoctetes’  trust,  to  hear  his  laments  and  sympathize,  

to  enter  his  cave  and  tolerate  the  stench;  he  takes  the  ogre’s  magic  

psychic  detachment   from  his  own  extremity  he  had  managed   is  

hero,  messiah   incognito,   is  here  a  craven  opportunist,  whose  vil

ates  my  mother  in  the  company  of  family  or  friends,  over  dinner  

or  in  his  own  hospital  room,  as  he  does  regularly,  relentlessly,  set  

or  admirable  his  other  dealings  may  have  been,  the  great  disgrace  

sole  of  his  right  foot,  a  condition  not  uncommon  to  advanced  type  
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the  related  impaired  circulation  and  complete  localized  nerve  loss,  

there  is  no  pain,  but  there  is  constant  danger  of  necrosis  and  toxic  

and   granulated   for   years,   but   never   closed,   despite   a   number   of  

stimulative  water  and  pressure  and  debridement  treatments,  and  

its  inability  to  heal  is  the  single  reason  he  has  been  prohibited  the  

kidney  transplant  for  which  he  arranged  a  donor  long  ago  but  for  

She  has   a   kit,   a   kind  of   carpet   bag,  with   gloves   and   sprays   and  

He  lifts  his  heavy  leg  to  the  butcher  block  table  in  their  kitchen,  and  

her  movements  are  quicker  and  rougher  than  you  might  imagine,  
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everyone  have  one?  The  locus  amoenus  is  one  of  the  early  conven

tions  of  the  pastoral  mode,  which  is  the  oldest  minor  genre  in  po

scenes  together  made  up  a  village,  a  community;  and  in  another  

talgic,  plaintive,  performing  and  lamenting  the  fungibility  of  men  

rassing  for  its  unproblematized  birdsong  and  lilting  reverie  on  the  

a  shepherd  —  that  is,  by  a  young  man  who  was  amative  and  unin

that’s  who  spoke  the  poem,  which  could  be  a  number  of  things  but  

was  often  an  extrapolation  of   a  detail   in  a  myth  known  well  by  

What  was  it  like  for  Herakles  to  leave  his  men  and  search  franti

cally  for  his  young,  barefoot  lover  who  had  been  drowned  by  river  

who  know  my  reputation  as  a  poet  and  lover  must  be  about  me,  
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hillside  outcropping  of  rounded  rock  one  happens  upon,  with  the  

the  person  who  writes  the  poems  and  pays  the  Comcast  bill   late  

again  and  gets  balsamic  dressing  on  the  side  and  snaps  at  the  cus

poet  Allen  Grossman  makes  the  distinction  between  them  and  fur

ther  suggests  —  best  as  I  could  tell  and  as  well  as  I  recall  —  that  

lyric  poem,  which  in  fact  we  do  recognize  immediately  in  poetry,  

someone  unnamed  saying  something  to  someone  unnamed,  either  

in  a  particular  context  or  in  the  realm  of  forms,  I  am  not  him,  and  I  

the  hearing  overhearing?  The  kind  of  place  where  all  the  looking  is  

So,  am  I  in  a  voice  in  a  poem;  or  am  I  in  a  place  from  which  I’ve  pre

ing  a  reading,  reading  some  of  the  early  poems  that  went  into  my  

one  not  especially  familiar  with  poetry  but  someone  who  knew  me  

a  half  dozen  times,  in  dreams  too,  until  you  sort  of  equip  yourself  

always,  about  identity?)  The  person  asks,  maybe  even  works  up  the  

Why  is  poetry  pretentious?  Is  that  the  question?  Certainly  to  an
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tion  to  the  medium,  language,  defamiliarizing  it  from  its  usual  in

visible,  directly  communicative  and  expository  functions,  thereby  

directly  communicative  and  expository  language  that  this  explana

person  in  a  group  who  points,  who  understands  pointing  as  an  act  

that  might  send  the  gaze  of  others  in  a  direction  he  indicates  with  

stration,  all  the  others  keep  their  eyes  on  him,  even  and  especially  

on  his  extremity,  which  repeatedly  extends  and  goes  rigid  and  to  

part  of  the  body  something  as  divorced  and  immaterial  as  some
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The  last  of  the  things  I  like  that  Allen  Grossman  says  in  his  famous  

and  pretentious  Summa  Lyrica,  or  maybe  he’s  quoting  someone,  

is   that   in   the  social   realm  of  speech  we  face  one  another,  asking  

we  stood  in  the  world  a  moment  before,  the  world  we  came  to  the  
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somewhere  in  the  world,  a  man  with  whom  you  may  build  a  small  

relationship  or  virtual  transaction  more  or  less  premised  on  mutual  

confront  this  functional  blackout,  the  logical  solution  is  in  substi

tutive   logic,  a  hacker’s   logic,  exchanging  other  words   for  man   in  

ties  of  pornography,  even  where  your  own  identity  is  inscribed,  de

spinning?)  —  sixty  users   in  each,  apparently  —  and  very  nearly  

identical  to  the  interactive  site  I  discovered  for  myself  in  the  sum

deeply  underway  life  dialing  you  in,  staying  on  you  for  the  moment  

outgoing  video  image  in  the  image  box  beneath  that  one,  at  the  bot

chosen  to  position  yourself  on  this  day,  relearning  that  the  lean  of  

your  head  to  the  left  lists  to  the  right  rather  in  the  mirror  picture,  

entire  face,  in  my  image  box,  which  puts  me  in  a  minority  of  users,  
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or  lamplight,  with  a  bed  or  desk  or  basement  sofa,  with  doors  you  

can  ask  him  to  open,  bags  he  may  or  may  not  empty,  of  content  you  

partner  up;  a  familiar  compartmentalization  may  be  experienced  

over  later,  if  you  cut  and  paste  and  save,  you  can  recall  his  smile  at  

a  date   in  which  the  two  of  you  exchange  as   in  confrontation  but  

road  at  once;  and  your   image  and  his  are   the  chassis  and  heavy  

about  Partner  days  on  end,  and  I  can  recall  real,  breathing  moments  
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older  man  fantasy  for  some,  a  station  to  move  right  past  for  many  

some  time,  I  think  I  hadn’t  realized  I  was  no  longer  young  myself  

an  unexpected  mix  of  permissive  mischief,   acute   sensitivity  and  

oblique   non   sequitur,   to   wager   at   intervals   something   true   and  

good  deal  more  controlling,  I  came  to  realize,  and  much  more  in

vested  in  how  I  came  across,  and  —  however  much  I  love  to  divulge  

in  his  expressions,  for  his  inability  to  contain  himself,  for  his  free

dom  in  his  rooms,  for  what  seemed  a  freedom  from  tactics,  for  his  

other  for  a  few  more  dates  is,  in  the  end,  for  all  its  anonymity  and  

combinations,  the  most  smug  of  the  eight,  although  private  active  

be  the  catch;  to  draw  in  rather  than  pursue;  and  then,  sure  of  his  

building  a  kind  of  domicile  I  can  invite  him  into,  a  narrative  usually,  

a  construction  of  us  with  great  focus  on  why  he  is  special  enough  to  

belong,  very  pleasurable  for  both  of  us  if  Partner  is  dispositionally  

fair  amount  of  what  I  always  want  and  routinely  prevent,  the  expe
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holler,  held  a  lit  roman  candle  like  it  was  a  dick  and  aimed  it  down  

mother,  I  speak  in  a  monotone,  grunting  single  syllables  like  it’s  her  
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  Isn’t   there  

Sign  me  up

the  scrape  and  click  of  her  hook  keeps  pulling  me  back  into  this  

And  I’m  wishing  I  hadn’t  rubbed  so  much  coke  on  my  gums  in  the  

behind  me  sounds  like  a  running  toilet,  as  she  brings  the  vacuum  

dodging  the  third  call  from  my  mother,  when  my  daughter’s  throw

a  private  room  because  the  doc  wants  to  talk  to  me  about  genetic  

this  hurt?  You  may  

that

afraid  of  explaining  it  to  his  mother  to  deny  him  access  to  pictures  
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mother,  that  I  suck  at  being  a  wife,  that  I’ll  never  amount  to  any

thing,  that  I  have  wasted  my  life,  that  I  will  die  unknown,  that  I  

have  no  purpose,  that  because  I  am  a  shit  for  a  daughter  fate  will  

really  not,  that  the  love  of  my  life  doesn’t  actually  know  me,  that  if  

he  knew  me  he  wouldn’t  love  me,  that  he  has  already  left  me,  that  I  

am  too  afraid  to  live,  that  I  will  take  too  long  to  die,  that  I  will  screw  

up  my  kid,  that  I’m  old,  that  I’m  young,  that  I  can’t  really  do  this  

life,  that  it’s  too  late  to  realize  this,  that  I  chose  the  wrong  color  for  

head  and  huge  fucking  ass  that  starts  at  my  knees  and  ends  at  my  

ribs,  that  my  ovaries  are  no  good,  that  they  will  take  my  uterus  and  

my  boobs,  that  there  is  nothing  wrong  with  me,  that  everything  is  

wrong  with  me,  that  I  have  been  wrong  about  everything,  and  that  

bie,  cashing  in  my  past,  my  identity,  my  belief  in  God  and  a  good  

cashing  in  beauty  and  goodness  and  the  sacred  sound  of  wind  in  

wheat  —  all  for  some  starched,  white  piece  of  paper  I  can  hang  on  

She  points  behind  me  at   the  green   curtains  on  her  window,  
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as  fast  as  you  can.
Who’s  afraid  

And  as  my  knees  start  to  buckle  and  my  ovaries  twist  my  gut  to  

faster,  faster,  my  feet  stumbling  on  the  red  alphabet  rug  in  front  of  

I  am  fearless  with  a  hope  that  I  can  be  here,  now,  today  and  tomor
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  short  stories  and  essays  have  appeared  in  

  The     

  

her  husband  and  two  children  and  teaches  creative  writing  at  the  

  teaches  poetry  at  Tel  Aviv  

and   Her  exhibition  with  

  most  recent  book,   ,  a  memoir  

  pub

The  

  is  the  author  of   ,  a  chapbook  about  a  girl  and  her  

piano,  which  appears  in  Lost  Horse  Press’s  emerging  poets’  series,  

.
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  most  recent  collections  are  

  and  
  Her  

USA,  her  work  has  appeared  in  over  thirty  magazines,  including  

,   ,   ,  Prairie  Schooner  
and  

   is   an   artist  whose  work  makes   humorous   and  

ironic   commentary   on   contemporary   issues   of   technology   and  

has  been  shown  nationally  and  internationally  at  venues  including  

department  of  Art  and  Architecture  at  Hobart  and  William  Smith  

ing  in     and  

month  in  Antarctica  recently  writing  poems  under  the  auspices  of  

stories  and  essays  have  appeared  or  are  forth

coming  in     and  

cluding   and  Southern  Humani

  is  a  graduate  of  Knox  College  and  now  lives,  writes,  and  

paints   in   Chicago,  where   he   edits   the     His  

work  has  appeared  

,  and  Contemporary  American  
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Whirlwind   

She  is  

terberg  Poetry  Center  of  the  92nd  Street  Y  and  directs  the  Center  for  

Her  short  essay  on  the  poet  Hayden  Carruth  will  appear  in  an  up

coming  issue  of  Poetry

  is  the  author  of  Vellum

as   ,  and  Virginia  Quarterly  

   spends   her   summers   living   outdoors   and   conduct

   lives   in  Tuscaloosa,  Alabama,  where   the  outlaw  

teaches  writing  and  performance  to  students  in  prison,  and  some

Pot  
  and   ,   the  poetry  books,  
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,  and  

The  New  

Passages  North

University  of  Montana,  where  he  also  served  as  a  poetry  editor  and  

491  and  

collaborative  literary  small  press  —  look  out  for  beautiful  artifacts  

work  published  in  the  
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