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Four Corners of Sunday

1.

I want to begin by saying that I was reading while getting my haircut. I know
you are supposed to make small talk.

I had hoped to put some blue in there, but she said, “you don’t want to end up
looking like Ryan Lochte, do you?”

I confess that was valuable small talk.

It was a pleasant day that included sex and vacuuming. I held my son’s hand
while he pooped. I ate blackberries.

The slugs were fat and white in the dark upheaval where the weeds had been.
Only briefly did I want to shove Legos under my fingernails.

She laughed when she saw what I was reading. “Does your husband make fun
of you?” she asked.

In the backyard, a pile of red sparkly diarrhea, and the birdhouse the kids had
decorated, licked clean.

Dogs are fools, and that’s why people feel such kinship with them.

It is worth noting that I talked to my neighbors. I often pretend I live miles
from anyone.

Fruit flies began to multiply above the wet remains of food congealing in the
sink.

Possible responses included, no, because he’s not a complete asshole.

I heard myself tell the story of what was whispered to the child for whom night
was unfriendly. I loved it unabashedly once more.



But also, he doesn’t really know what I'm reading, ever.

Mom’s tired voice on the phone.

Auntie making an auntie joke, not funny.

I laughed out of habit and wished I hadn't. I knew they were heading to the
funeral soon.

2.

I used to wake in a wallpapered room.

It presented as polka dots but was, in fact, tulips—an army of them, locked in a
tiny grid.

While I slept, the tulips crept close as a cat that seeks to steal a baby’s breath.
So near to my face upon waking that they blurred and I felt among them
flattened as a sheaf of grass by dreams and the quilted weight of childhood.

The tulips, by contrast, surrounded me thickly. Zhey were the more real.

To break the spell I would reach out slowly with a finger. When I touched the
wall, I came into focus, the tulips flattening like wallpaper.

Maybe you've seen me, practicing my sleep moves.
Maybe you've heard my doctor say “you.”
See the older slip like a sheet between my sheets, osmotic as a feeling.

See now the younger crying mama mama mama cuddy up no stand up no hold you
no lay down with me sleep here mama it’s cold.

There are gross crumbs in their bed.

‘Who would ever want to read this.



I want to be deep in some deep thing instead of deeply in debt pinkly squinting
and sliding from coffee to sugar to wine.

1t’s a long sleep, says 2. I'm hungry, says 5, that hole behind the rocking chair makes
me—what, I interrupt, tired of excuses—rz#be thing is, she says, there are holes

everywhere, and the problem is, when I see one.

Body of my body gone gone gone but twined with mine these nights. O my
feelings.

May I get anyone some water? Or massage your glands?

'The night she slides in, cooing, I sleep with you all night; he wakes, yelling, it a
long sleep I want breakfast!

My eye is inflamed. I am embarrassed to look at people. I perk up for sleep ads
but worry I'll sleep through some little emergency or other.

Like mama.

You should go away and get some sleep, says a man.

And also call a dermatologist; there are irreparable things happening to your face.
My face agrees, and is also wounded by this.

I pour the milk.

3.

This is a still life, with viewer as object.

The tonight is fact.

Under the blanket of which I did not go. With the performance artist.

Woman accused of sleeping with the entire Wu-Tang Clan.



Woman pretending to be furniture.

I can see you are not damning.

As soon as possible will you give one, and hon—be a lot more fun and
addicting. Bring home a nickname tonight, like One Who Tenderly Runs One’s
Fingers Through Hair, Cootie-Free.

My bone screws are hurting. It’s sockeye to suckerpunch up in here, and I don't
think you think I think this isn’t true.

Woman on the cover of Vogue wearing nothing but a strategically-placed platter
of gourmet dessert gnats.

Woman who sold her lymph nodes to Warren Buffett.
‘Woman watching Mars rise low in the swampland dawn—or Venus, whichever.
Cold-caller extraordinaire. That voice.

Stalagmite, mirror, milliner with a secret stash of feathers grown from a petri
dish in which the agar is the toe jam of a boss man.

Radiant as the splendid quetzal.
Not that this is not nullifyingly, defeatingly, negatingly, repeatingly, immediately
available to all.

4.

I soft-boil eggs in Nebraska. In Nebraska, noises come from my mouth. Every
key has a fob in Nebraska, and Von Mauer exists in Nebraska.

Nebraska as wide as I try to be helpful, padding softly through the condos of
Nebraska. I wipe up a stain as old as my name. Oh, I love to creep along in
Nebraska!



I'm reprimanded for my hair in Nebraska. I'm 40 years old in Nebraska. An
official has the hiccups in Nebraska, and I stare at an ant in Nebraska.

The crops and the trees of Nebraska were planted by colonists in Nebraska. The

women, the women in Nebraska—made of time and Borsheim’s in Nebraska.

Nebraska, our name means to carry a head with hands thick and bloody in
Nebraska. I draw shapes of the pills and slide books from the shelves in secret,
in secret Nebraska.

I water fake plants in Nebraska, eat the mints from the dish of Nebraska, I sit
in the chairs of Nebraska, with the last of the men in Nebraska. I plan to count
birds in Nebraska. I don’t count the birds of Nebraska. With a throb in my
tailbone, I stare at the mammals, televised mammals of Nebraska.

I have held index cards in Nebraska, in Nebraska, the quietest hospital. Purple
berries exist in Nebraska, astringent, like the grief of Nebraska.

My beautiful aunt in Nebraska, near the rails-to-trails in Nebraska, the dead
man’s hole in Nebraska, pulling a fast one on Nebraska.

The chins are up in Nebraska, like the ground beneath the mall of Nebraska, or
the stone-faced dog of Nebraska or the tools on the counter of Nebraska.

There’s a Walmart in every Nebraska, and a sound so stealthy and low, like a
lung inflating in Nebraska or Nebraska just whispering “no.”



French Air

I was sipping my complimentary cognac, thinking of my grandma. I was
thinking how I hadn’t had cognac since the one time I'd visited her as an adult
and had watched hours of VHS animal documentaries on her couch by myself
after she went to bed. Just then a handsome airline attendant dropped a small
goblet of champagne on my tray. It had been a long time since I'd been
acknowledged. I'm the milk of women. I know this is a privilege.

We were on our way to get whipped in Estonia. And then take a sauna. And
then eat meat they cooked while we sweated. I didn’t know this was my kink,
but it was. 'm the type of vegan who doesn’t say no.

That was a long time ago. I'd spread the wrong butter on the wrong toast.
Grapefruit came first. There were rules, and I'd broken them. Frankly, nothing
gets me in the mood like explaining how to do something mechanical over the

phone.
I'd been watching the Chernobyl documentary. The wolves all lit from within.

I was rubbing my latest chin hair when the handsome waiter gave me the
champagne. It was a quick slide, he never stopped walking. His speed and the
fact that he never looked over at me made it seem illicit. I was two seats in. My
chin hair had a resilience my face was beginning to forget.

My grandma’s documentaries were actually my grandpa’s. Everything was like
that.

I'd say I spend 12% of my life explaining things over the phone. How to fit the
dog’s harness on the dog. How to turn one’s ringer on. Et cetera. I don’t want to
turn my percentage into yours.

Asleep on her couch, I'd had a physical memory of the womb. The memory was
in my legs, tucked up as they were. I thought of how octopuses’ brains are in

their limbs and felt a flash of the infinite. There I was, with my fetal memory.

Still, now that they are gone, she takes up more room. Were we going to join



the Mile High Club? I allowed this fantasy to absorb my grandma. There is
nothing like a good animal movie.



A List of My Symptoms

A man wearing a shirt that says, “I'm hard to kidnap.”
A man wearing a shirt that says, “pho shizzle.”

A man wearing a shirt that says, “save a dog, eat a

A man wearing a shirt that says, “send nudes.”

A man wearing a shirt that says, “I'm fine” with four bullet holes dripping blood
below.

A man wearing a shirt that says, “for my next trick, I need a condom and a
volunteer.”

Politeness.

A Kkitty shirt that says “show me your kitties.”

A Kkitty shirt that says “shhhh, no one cares.”

A Kitty shirt that says “YOLO.”

Trying to remember the word—
and walk nicely
and is happening in the blood
and is refusing of boundaries
and is refusing of half-lives
and is privately and publicly

and around a quiet windshield



an animal that won't follow
the rules—
The word: a child had learned it, why couldn’t you?
and is quietly do not veer
and is inside the blood
where your killer meets you
and ancestry.com meets you
and you are responsible
and are a solid that acts like a gas
and are not being kept under mattresses
and are not loaded
and are a tender young mouthful
and say hello blood
and the meat is in small packages
and is in the freezer
do not veer
and are you

'The word was not persistence or pejorative, or plenty, the word like anemone, a
plum on the thumb of every single appendage.

A man wearing a confederate flag shirt.



A man wearing a shirt that says “it won't suck itself.”
A man wearing a shirt that says, “why so impatient?”

A man wearing a shirt with two stick figures, a man and a woman, and the
woman has talk lines coming out of her mouth in the first panel, and in the
second panel the man’s arm is out and the woman has fallen out of the panel.
The shirt says, “problem solved.”



The Lemur’s Ear is Green and Blue

‘you might chisel your way into existence
—Anne Waldman

I am walking back and forth along the fence behind piano lessons. Back and
forth and the colors are beautiful ambers and deep teal. The light of the world is
a well. It is almost night already.

I am often softened by a river-facing folding chair. I am often softened by a
photo-bombing border collie. The white tufts in the ears go where the wind is
going. Baby blues drift out the fire escape.

The PA asked her if she wanted me to leave the room. I knew I was not to
influence her answers. I looked away. Do you want to die? She paused. Do you
wish you were dead? the PA said. Do you think your family would be better off if you
were dead? Do you want to hurt yourself? How kindly and sincerely he asked
these questions. How they howled through me, my eyes fixed on a poster of
Goofy.

My crone hair is flowing, and my petty little wounds. All my stagnant inner
bogs, my wet and unlit fuse. My metals are heavy—as a hog with a human face.
I am out here, wan and pinkish. In the blazing manzanitas. Plucking wind from
skin and walking, often softened by a river-facing folding chair.

I'm all made up of marks. Like implosive skittish hares. A cinder pit, as
destination. You can laugh. O, if only a chain link fence surrounded it—o, if
only a radio tower towered here—

In dry grass I'd seen the poet smoking and couldn’t meet her eye, though in
fairness she wasn’t trying for mine. Zhe lemur’s ear,1 whispered, is green and
blue...

I am sane and say it, say it: the lemur’s ear is green and blue. The lemur’s ear is green
and blue. Calmed by nonsense, patted by platitudes. But it’s a mantra, isn't it?
Say it. And all the while the horizontal scourge is in me, of me, is me—dry-
grassier than the dry grass.



I am often softened by the children’s never-ending hair, my rattail attempts a
sectioning, an ordering of air. Googling home haircuts & talking power ballads
—see: I can laugh! I am ashamed! Like a pile of old snow I mistook for a car-
struck coyote, I am here: not great, but not dead, airing these grievances like air.



The Plan

I tried for some radical joy yesterday.

A few weeks ago we got a big snow, and the school buses have all been late.
She'd been out sick for an entire week, and now she was going to be late for
school. So I drove her—fine. It looked like rain, now.

She'd started freaking out about things—first, just being late, then a growing
fear that I would forget to pick her up at the bus stop. She wanted to write
down the plan.

What does stressed out mean, she asked. I'm just really stressed out.

A man walked by with an umbrella tucked under his arm.

You know how I get the bathroom problem, she said.

Her friend gave her a little princess, but it didn't help at all.

A man with an umbrella is just like a man with a gun in my country.

A boy who is walking or standing or playing in my country is just like a man
with a gun.

The tears were starting to come, she said.
A specific kind of death just like a memory now and turning the other cheek.

It’s like a genocidal thing, a colonial thing, and it is a woman thing in my
country.

The plan could be a picture of us that she could look at when she started to
panic.

'The plan could be walking to her friend’s house.



In my pretend blog, called “Complicity,” I post pictures of the small ways we
ruin everything. The blue crystals of Sno-Melt draining a thin river into the
grate with a salmon stencil above it.

The pile of expired pharmaceuticals.

I'd been talking about the perfection of the logo with a giant marmot in the
middle, why it’s so satisfying.

Turning off your phone during dinner is kind of like turning your phone off for
a little tiny bit in my country.

'The lack of pretension, sure, but how to frame that so it’s not ‘lack’I celebrate?

The plan could be I just always wear the same thing. And stand in the same
place. Get there early. Please.

So, you like hedgehogs? he said, intentionally missing the point.

We were supposed to leave for a trip as soon as she got home. I asked her if she
could gather her stuffies.

Sobbing, her arms so full of stuffies and blankets and pillows.

'The way they blow their nose once and toss it. The Kleenex flowers overflowing
from the bins.

Her dad yells up the stairs—leaving in five minutes—collapsing.

It’s okay, it’s okay; the plan could be take some pictures of the things we need to
leave behind.

A coat of bubble wrap is like being in danger of being cold but not quite cold
yet.

Or like 70 degrees in November, yay.

She took several videos of her bed.



There is a lot of anxiety, her teacher says. Her friend, another seven year-old,
has been having panic attacks.

It’s transparency, what makes it acceptable, not the thing but the word or the
idea of the word that is not real. A euphemism in my country.

'The way seeing someone curled up in a doorway asleep makes it possible to
look at them but seeing someone curled up in a doorway and awake is like

being so interested in Carl’s Jr.

Transparency is a word with a high target value, and straight pins are a
reminder that you are not safe in my country.

Fragility does not exclude a person from being part stone in my country.

A woman is either a gorilla or a stripper and not ‘like’ anything at all in my
country. A woman is ‘lack’ in my country.

One entry is this giant gate-thing.

The giant gate has a big wooden plate hanging from it that says FOREVER
WILD.

Whenever we ski past it, we raise our fists in the sky and shout FOREVER
WILLLLLLLD! and laugh maniacally.

It’s hanging over a driveway.
From a gate made from old-growth trees.
We talk some more about getting a pleasure divorce.

Wohat is less “forever wild” than someone’s driveway, or a marriage entering its
second decade?

‘What a relief it would be—all that alone time.

But faux—so just when you really don’t want to do something. All that ‘taking



it for the team’is just gone.
“Simplicity” sounds cool, he says.
Caillou’s grandma says “it’s everyone’s job to stay safe” in my country.

This is vaguely threatening to some of the people in my country, and for other
people in my country it frees them to look away.

I make a switchel, a healthful tonic. It’s a cup of vim and vigor.

Desiring to cheer her, I say, nothing is harder than your first day on skate skis!
Beaming, a picture of a postcard of a clapping-hands emoticon.

Dying is, she says. Dying is harder.

A cup of vinegar? says my asshole.

I'm really a pretty joyful person.

The plan could be not talking. Not dying. The plan could be lack.

My asshole says, I'm putting a gank move on you, when he passes me. Hmmm,
I begin. The bristling that ensues.

At breakfast we watch a show called, “Devious Geology.” Nature Channel. No
one speaks.

Reposting articles in my country is like pulling your collar up over your mouth
and saying yeah to your armpit in my country and forgetting is related to the
onslaught in my country but also a national pastime in my country.

Emails have been sent and unsent in my country and the petitions are like
vitamins in my country and the rocks are in fact in our blood though no rocks
have been touched in some time in my country.

If we can help it, in my country, at the very least, we try not to know about what
they contain.



My friend and their friend have a jokey conversation about being bros.
Example: “do you even match pitch, bro?”

Urban Dictionary says to “gank” means to steal or take something that doesn't
belong to you.

I'm like Rules Nancy over here. How to say in language what can be seen or felt
so obviously. Description demeans.

The plan could be vehement nodding.
Lying on the sidewalk is like a tantrum in my country and also like listening to
what’s under there, the listening is like super frightening in its stillness and

receptivity and in its non-conclusiveness.

It’s not my language to gank in my country. But ‘bro’ I will gank all day. Self-
righteousness is an aftertaste that never goes away in my country.

Do you even steam kale?
In my country we repeat things to give them legitimacy like when I see
euphorbia I shout EUPHORBIA and when the president assaults her he says

“you can do that” in my country.
Y y Y-

And you can in my country and you do in my country and you do and you do
and you do in my country.

The problem is when I see one, she says.

Would you like to have an experience in the shed? I ask my asshole.

The problem is needing to say the rules for them to be real.

Or true.

I forget, she says, whichever. Erasing the air in front of her face with her hands.

The problem is but.



'The problem is onslaught and on and on and on.
Why don’t you get up and walk around in my country.

This is my year, one of the big ones. So I have to mark it. Core strength? Learn
to sing? Drink eight glasses of water every day? One idea I had was to grow an
organ, invisible, that “flexes in the presence of the marvelous.”

Miéville is talking about the placenta, of course. And I've grown two of those,
the first quite huge. I dumped it over the railing onto the nasturtium bed, and 1
always imagine those vines each spring are the largest and most resplendent on
island.

Pulsating, it’s another word for flexing. For radical joy.

The second we buried near the giant Ponderosa. When so many of them flexed
and fell, I worried this subsequent unearthing would make visible my organ,
again.

Freezing water is what we spray in winter on those standing on their own land
who stand for water for all of us in my country; freezing water and tear gas.

A treaty means nothing, a war means nothing; we break them, they go on
forever in my country.

In my country the strawberries don’t pick themselves and the language of
colonization is like a sterilization of mothers and a small useless box until my
country finds a use for it and takes that too, in my country.

And, and, and.

Erosion and exposure. Publicly crumbling. Rebirth and afterbirth. Radical joy.
Reverberating sorrow. Holding. Holding on. Holding with. It’s what the plan
could be.

And what then, bro. What then.



Reverently Costco
T walked the deserted prospect of the modern mind where nothing lived or
happened that had not been foreseen.”
—Wendell Barry

For what grows is exchanged for a 24-pack of tube socks.
The teeming field of crickets for “Aids for Independent Living.”
It’s not a whole aisle but equivalent

to let’s say a half-dozen rows of corn.

For a farmland becomes a desert

in which prospectors sift and shuffle

through Kirkland Signature Green & Red D’Anjou pears
and the memory of bounty.

The prospector’s mind a mine glittering

with wearable technology and supplier diversity,

exclusive memberships, return policies, and as for the future:
a boundless optimism. A Bounty Advanced Select-a-Size
Paper Towels, White, 24-Rolls kind

of optimism. A euphemism, really.

Might not pan out, or dab up, nor match up with what is

in fact, foreseeable: Palouse sunsets

adorned with condos, in which cornucopias

of plastic abundance serve as centerpieces. The plan

is reverently capitalistic, reverently paved, reverently
cul-de-sac, cash card, security-and-surveillance.

'The plan is defiantly front lawn, defiantly
“Wheatland Lane” and “Prairie Place.” Defiantly,
reverently air-conditioned. Defiantly supersized,
defiantly snacks. “What had been the overworld
had become the underworld” and lo,

to see is to dream of sterilization

no more. The mind a bleached aisle now,

and isn’t this peace. Isn't this an end

to suffering. Isn't this a contented sigh

knowing what to expect and when. Isn’t this
wide open space that we made different, and better



than the one we found. Now we can cultivate

what we want. For we are done

with the weather, its mercurial tendencies.

We are done with the future, and the past, we have

our mantra and it is YOLO. It is ‘be here now.’ It is

manifest destiny and it is our inheritance.

It is ‘carpe diem’ and any violence this does our offspring

and their offspring and their offspring’s offspring

will certainly be overcome with technology. The world

has always been changing. It’s our time now. Time

for HGTV and the big reveal: puddled drapes in the dining room.
Buying and Selling with the Property Brothers.

Dream House and Behind the Build. Game of Homes.

And isn't this Nextdoor app the best thing

since going outside. To know everything

through the eyes of one’s neighbors, through the lens

of peering out from within, and with ‘safety’

in mind, and ‘community,’ but on our own terms.

We got the NightOwl 8-Channel SMP DVR Wired Security System
with 4 Cameras. They had it

at Costco. Limit 5, so we bought one for everyone

in the cul-de-sac. For what grows

cannot compare to what’s available. For what grows

cannot compare to what’s on sale. For what grows cannot
compare to this mighty convenience, these mighty

members-only savings, this mighty cathedral of bulk purchasing
power. What grew here holds no candle to our apocalypse readiness.
We are stocked up. We are not afraid.

We have Kirkland Signature boneless skinless

bone-in skin-on uncooked precooked breasts and tenders
wings and thighs. Five-pound tankards of various powders

and chows. Family Friendly snacks in 55 individually-wrapped
packages of classic, onion ‘n dill, spicy jalapefio, ranch,

sweet southern BBQ_heat, sea salt ‘n vinegar, garlic lovers’,

xtra cheddar, & pizza mix. Tear and re-seal, snack and re-snack,
microwave and serve. And isn't a farm stand overpriced,

and a farmer’s market does not have what we need.



You know who has what we need? Costco. The answer
is anything we want.

For what was outside is better inside. What was lived

is on-demand. What was experienced individually can be rated
collectively. What were private encounters with the world are still
private encounters with the world, this world: seventy-two
degrees Fahrenheit, a leather sectional, a Proform Pro 5000
Smart Treadmill with iCoach gathering dust

by the window. It’s fine. We got it at Costco. From in here,
everything is possible on our time, our schedule. We see now
how nature is our enemy, one best combated with optimism—
though, is that the right word—? We just

make the world how we want it to be, we are

the change we want to see in the world and what we want to see
is a gated neighborhood, manicured lawns.

If you lived here, youd be home.

And don't we hope that

for you too. Isn't it a shame

about those people. Isn't it a shame

about the farmland all bought up. And August
just an ashtray. Isn't it a shame

but that’s the way it goes. Did you hear

about that girl. Did you hear about that thing.
Did you hear about that deal

at Costco. Select Living room sets. Ancient
Grains granola. Mixed nuts. Whole dried blueberries.
Bacon crumbles. Fruity Snacks.

Kirkland Signature all. Costco,

it’s not even that youre so bad. There aren’t
any children holed up in you

yet. You're not the worst, but you slid in

and blew up like bloat, flashing your low

low prices. Showing us how empty we are
inside your giant warehouse.

Fields of suburbs where our food once grew.



And isn't this country ours for the taking.

A desert we made, then blew life into.

Well then isn't poetry the beginning

of a spell—I was going to say

‘against disaster’—but there are so many

to choose from. Spell

against a warchouse club-slash-investment broker,
a cheap hot dog with drink, spell

against another bleached aisle.



Nest Pas
One can’t depend on people who just let things happen.
—Tove Jansson, The Summer Book

A parasite attaches itself to its host and is well-adapted to this mode of
transport. It’s true you prefer to let external forces etch an evolving course over
the millennia of your life. You're like a burr, a tumbleweed, a hitchhiker that
way. When you roll to a stop, you stand gaping. Two thousand miles. There are
unfamiliar birds here, and this morning you’ll enter your room to find a frog,
covered in lint, vocal sac pulsing. What here is here? Your skin crawls.

Your skin crawls because of the ticks. The thought of them, really—more
accurate to say your mind crawls with ticks. On the pie chart, it’s 25% ticks. On
the Venn diagram, it’s action / ticks / thought. On a bar graph, only eating and
sleeping outrank them. To say you haven't seen one yet is to admit how worried
you are that they’ve gone undetected by you. Your newcomer’s eyes. Perhaps
they are burrowed mouth-deep right now in the peachy flesh of the children.

Your own skin: its formerly unconcerning constellations of freckles and moles
now seems a sleeper cell for disease-carrying bloodsuckers. Your skin: you doubt
it. You doubt your own skin. All night, ticks phantom your pits, your scalp, your
crotch. The ghost of their latching wakes you, a tingling so close to desire—the
way milk lets down, or used to. It matters not whether the babies are near
enough for nursing, or even babies anymore. You can imagine them.

The way you imagine that in this low, flat place, clouds are mountains. Such
vertical poof and towering. Inside each cumulo a billion possibilities, and in
each possibility a million more. It’s a real pyramid scheme. Near the bottom are
the five species of ticks. All newcomers, like you. The climate increasingly
perfect for you all.

%

You get a little thrill by never wearing a proper bathing suit to the public beach.
You love to feign nonchalance, removing your tee, your shorts, wading casually
into the lake in your skivs. It feels wonderful, better than if you were suited. The
beach is full of beautiful people wearing their bodies on the outside. Since



you've arrived, you've introduced to the sun your stretch marks, your distended
navel, the separated abdominal muscles through which your intestines pulse
wormily beneath your skin. You release them to the public eye and
unsurprisingly, no one cares. The children are thrilled to find you would not
trade them for a smooth tummy. You walk nakedly into the water and do not
tell them that you are also hoping to make any ticks upon you uncomfortable
enough that they back out of your body and float away, or drown.

Every day you read one chapter of 7he Summer Book. You love it unabashedly.
You love its dead mother and its grandmother who lies to the child, sometimes
kindly. You savor it. Like all books, you are learning how to die by it. This is
often how you feel twenty pages into a book. But still true.

All night you lie in the liminal space between sleep and waking, your body
attuned to sensation, crawling, recalling. How just breathing in the same
darkness lit you up from within, how a brush or a shift in the bed did things to
you. Each hair rising from its follicle. How even inside those slick pink coils of
your brain, you got sent. Bit. Spent. You move through your waking hours a
paper doll, blood-sucked, half-wracked by this electric nighttime body
possessed by the slightest tickle.

You learn that chestnut trees have a male variety and a variety that is both male
and female. You are not clear on why or whether the pure male exists, and this
goes for all species. Perhaps they’re on their evolutionary decline. Chestnuts are
great at carbon sequestration, a phrase you find particularly satisfying. Along
with the word “unabashedly.” You dream of the day you'll unabashedly enter the
chestnut orchard, its grasses teeming with ticks.

'The smaller child picks up on your angst. Can you promise him endless safety
and security, as he demands? Promise and you can’t. Promise and you can't. You
check your bodies and check your bodies and check your bodies and are
dismayed upon waking to find the dog, that vector, has slunk up onto the child’s
bed in the night.

Here it is impossible to get up high, to gain a view, to see beyond one’s narrow

path through the canopy, and this is why people love the great lake: because at

its shore, finally, they can see all the way to the horizon. They can feel both tiny
and infinite again, like a tick.



Every time you look at the map, the map is mostly water. It is a lake or the map
is the sea. The water is water or is it the land. The land blinks like an eye in the
sun; the water is water, you float like a mote. The land is a wad of used up
plastic, a continent, a shelf adrift. Every time. You look. At the map, the map,
the map.

Despite yourself, you grow fond of this water. You imagine it frozen in wicked
waves of deep January glacial blue. All the ticks suspended in ice like fossils.

Try not to dwell on the image: your desire entwined like legs in a DNA-shaped
twist of parasitic relation.

You sit down at the computer and realize you have forgotten what you'd
thought to sit down and write. Fruit flies swarm your head like a rotting peach.
Moths flutter helplessly at the screen. Outside are the ticks, like secrets on their
bent stems, reaching for you as you think and think. It’s called “questing.”

You ask the child to run down and pull up the sign by the mailbox: No
Trespassing. The sign, when he returns with it, is metal and labeled as cancer-
causing. You aren’t sure what to do with this information. Is it off-gassing now?
Cancerous how? You cut and re-organize its letters to read: nest-ce pas? Though
you will have to locate -ce. Nest pas, then. Nest in the negative. You hammer the
sign into the ecotone: the three-foot-or-so transitional zone between the open
space of the meadow and the chestnut orchard. Ecotones are the preferred
habitat of many ticks. The sign is for them, maybe. No nest for you.

“Is it an exhibit?” asks the grandmother. The little piles of rocks. Shells.
Treasures from ventures into the forest. Beach sculptures of found materials.
Fairy homes. There’s a knapweed exhibit in the field. A dry gulch exhibit in the
driveway. Whatever you are looking for is what you see, she says, and it’s true,
mostly.

Ticks are like raisins. They dry out and fall to the bottom of your bag. They are
covered in sand. They climb tall grasses and wave their arms like concertgoers.
They wear sunglasses, even inside. Their dance moves are synchronized as a boy
band. Together, they can weaken a moose—blood for everyone. They move in
when they sense an imbalance. They fill, as we say in capitalism, a niche. They
are at their zenith. They are at their zenith now.



You think of all the things you've mistaken for ticks: crumbs, lint, other bugs,
dimples, smears of chocolate, lentils, panthers, oboes, ciphers, masculinity, as
well as a boneless chicken breast, lustiness, the 25th amendment, and yachts.
And anonymity. Ticks are the burnt remains of forests. They are black holes.
Vantablack™. They suckle the light of the world. You are not like them. Are
you?

*

95% humidity today. You believe that at 100% the air is actually just ‘water,’ but
you're told you are mistaken. The children have been working on growing gills
anyway. They feel them on their necks and behind their ears. They duck their
heads underwater and inhale, just a little—not enough to break the surface
tension on the tiny dome of water that has entered each nostril. It’s a gentle,
small inhale. The kind that teaches the body it is time to evolve.

In the basement you have a bucketmachine that fills with liquid humidity. Once
or twice a day you empty it by pouring the contents of the bucket into the
weeds out the back door. You feel this is proof that 100% humidity is in fact
‘water,’ but you've already dumped it. No proof. A woman always needs proof,
buckets and buckets of proof. This you know for sure.

What is the word for an invasive species that lives parasitically on another
invasive species? ‘Fair? You emerge from the YMCA to a weird sky, purple,
swirled like cream, and darkest in the direction of home. The national weather
service emergency alert system blares, and you ignore the bleats of the children,
those sheep, your lambs—your thoughts range over their delusional terrain,
determined to beat whatever nature has in store for you as if in competition, as
if in the movies, as if you are the underdog, when really, like any invasive
species, you are winning, and losing, and winning and therefore losing.

Night has fallen, and the light in the small room is yellow. You stand in front of
the mirror and see something small crawling on your bare shoulder. Flick it into
the sink and rinse it down the drain, bang the door on your way out. You will
deal with this later. You have dealt with it “now.” You will “deal.” With “it.” In
“time.”

Think of a time you loved yourself. You are breathing the breath of those with



whom you think you share nothing in common. Humidity on your face like a
lace of fruit flies. It rained, and you left the car windows open all night. Again.
How does it end? Forever and ever. You are strangely calm, outside in the post-
storm quiet, alone with your private hungers now. Anonymous, and questing.



My Anthonys
Shouldering his SUV like it was Jesus, one Anthony makes his way to the cat
hotel.

He makes it from scratch, the flour and water congealing like glue under his
fingernails.

Outside, my Anthony washes the windows. They are so clear. To be see-
through, invisible, no barrier between you and whatever’s out there: this is the
dream.

I tell the Anthony I am applying for a grant.

He tells me he will pay me the amount of the grant in exchange for housework.

'The cats brush my legs like sharks in the hall.

Come here, I say to the sad baby Anthony. I will draw you, making sure to go
plentiful on the tears.

Watch the horse video, not of horses, but of the Anthonys, having a horse-off.
One of them can bray, but the other one, I'm sad to say, is the world’s Anthony.
A chronology of Anthonys: each with introduction and select explanatory maps.
Though this one is just a sent text of Anthony’s junk.

Now I am just watching the internet to tell me what to do.

Follow the tracks; note that Anthony requires the map be redrawn.

Anthony has a lot of requirements.

Don’t break his stones. You brought home the wrong cereal.



You are notorious for that! says Anthony.

Start coming out, start the dilation process, you plead, but: that’s exploiting me,
says Anthony. I can’t be more American, Dad.

Anthony’s self-imposed social controls are tight.

For Anthony is a world unto himself—flattering, in some lights,
transubstantiated in others. This is the story of his management.

And I am not Anthony’s dad.

I'm hungry. I want to farfalle the shit out of dinner. Want to do it like I mean it.
A snideness congeals on my Anthony.

Like an egg. A kiss fools his mind into thinking his body is endless.

Nick said that. Not Anthony, whose kiss, so separate from his mind, and he
likes it that way.

He'll try though, for the sake of an endless body, which obviously, Anthony

wants.

Anthony, when your hand went through the wall, did you enjoy a visual
metaphor?

When your skin touched hers, did you think you were feeling “her”?

I have felt you, this, all of this—with my eyes alone. Where film is a thin
substance, that stickily ensnares a ghost, Anthony.

Suppose I could grasp the capabilities of a negative, where ‘negative’is a
euphemism.

And careful control of the light reaching it results in usability; in other words:
object.



Manipulate, it’s a dirty.

Care especially for the tools of the master, the un-compromiser, the word you're
looking for, Anthony, is “desire.”

There are two kinds of exhaustion in the world.

The kind that comes from thinking one’s emotions come from within oneself,
and the kind that happens when you can no longer find a mate with compatible
genitalia.

Anthony, as far as I can tell, you have never been to Montana, so I will share
with you: the first one comes on like the weather, while the second is more like

when you were diagnosed.

So were most of your friends from that place you all grew up in where you all
got sick every time the wind blew.

You acted like it was mono, a kissing disease, which made it bearable.
'The horniness of youth in desolate small towns.

Some of your friends’kids have syndromes now, and oh, would they ever like to
call it by name.

Anthony, what is pain, or silence?
It is my youness that doesn’t know.

Anthony, once more you are a relentless spectacle of strap jerked tight over
balls, of cowboy entrails.

I am ashamed of myself.
I have been out all night again, devouring those who take small stands.

Anthony, look at me, I say, with your faces.



Your actual faces.



Any Grieving Mammal

There are 500 students.

They will each say ten kind things by a certain date, and if they do, they will
have won The Kindness Challenge.

Because they are humans, even though they are children, they are trying to do it
as fast as they can.

I myself can only think of facts.

Because I am a mother, even though I am a cow, I let my son sit by himself
under the cork tree and be happy.

The fact is that real things are mixed up with imaginary ones. So all the more
real.

There are 496 students.

%

To be a real estate developer is to be in communion with nature. You want that
to be wrong, but I've thought about this. To be a banker is to value the seventh
generation. It’s ‘value’ that’s been misconstrued.

To be the victim of violence is to be separate from it, and inexorably linked.
All living things and non—made for human consumption.

This isn't true, but since you live this way, it is.

There are 491 students.

*

At the lake, the river people say #Ais is ok.



It would be better if it were moving.
Maybe we should be still.
Hub.
Hub.
It is a comfort to stay bored.
It’s why cud was invented.
There are 483 students.

*

Your office-mate has a nose-whistle, but it is starting to feel like demons.
Sunshine streams vigilantly through the cubicles. All of your freckles are the
exact shape and size of ticks. But worse, youd say they are “fleshy.”

You check the box marked “nostalgia for pavilions.”

You check the box marked “glory holes in abandoned department stores.”
You're so comfortable here, except for the heightened tick vigilance, basking in
the gloss and burble of the water feature. Bit of rebar straining out of faux rock
like stitches on a wound the skin’s closed up around.

There are 479 students.

*

You've heard that people hate Geminis, which really hurts your feelings, and
your other feelings, too. That’s cow humor. We don’t understand astrology, but
we do make a point of facing directly to the magnetic north or south while
grazing.

Your neighbors can tell by your yard you are the kind of people who don’t want



to know the genders of your children.

You don’t want to write this poem, its symmetries too too.
The child asks to play orca whales.

You are his mother.

You carry him swimming on your back, through the chlorinated lazy river,
bright bright, blue blue.

There are 478 students.

Flowers make us happy. In this poem, you will only say true things.
Like, no one knows jack shit.

Like, if a person is adopted by an animal, then they have a chance.

You think I don’t know what “ruminate” means.

*

There are 475 students.

You sip a tea of Icelandic moss and say, zbe cost of living increase is relative to the
cost of not dying, hear a sound like a whale in agony.

There are 474 students.
People are full of knees, especially in bed.

It is possible your mom knows you, has always known you, knew you before you
had a consciousness, and you just won't let that be true.



I don’t even have bullets. I don't even have a trigger, the backseat laments, and it is
also difficult to let them know you.

There are 469 students.

No one can see out their eye holes.

*

Squinting into the opaque bus windows. Wavingwavingwaving at whomever.
By the time you walk home, there are 465 students.

You don’t need me to tell you what the facts are.

Remember, I am a mother, and a cow.

*

When she leaves she leaves the potatoes and a phone charger. When you go you
leave a t-shirt and socks. You mean to leave your running shoes. She means to
leave her flip flops. You go and she goes and you go and she goes.

'The banderilleros are getting mad. And the picadores are getting madder. And
the matador is so mad he is crying, because he can't show off with his cape and
his sword.

A man with a hat reminds you of someone. Hey, you say, bey! You give the man
a thumbs-up. But it’s just a trucker hat, some other logo. Still, you loved him for

a minute.

There are 458 students.

'The portrait of a marriage is a creek, partially dormant in winter. An ice
alligator, a plunger provided, gratis.



You ask me how I know all this. I am looking at you with my big, dumb eyes.

You are rule-oriented and wearing your DISSIDENT shirt to the alternative
health care provider. It’s too hot, but don’t take your sweater off here.

You only wear it for a layer underneath. For home chores, for weekends. You're a
DISSIDENT in the garden, shelling peas.

There are 443 students.

*

You have spurned your lover in the gravest of ways. Didn't realize how much
you would talk about grappling hooks, and tonight, you have chosen a
biography over sex.

The portrait of a marriage is a rest stop to change the diaper. Back on the
highway you have forgotten to pee.

My kind is red-green blind; a bull charges a matador’s cape for the movement.
Much like a gunman.

Or is this the bull-in-the-china-shop metaphor?
How should I know?

Moo.

There are 441 students.

*

When the phone rings in the dead of night you run across the street like you've
been training for it. All these miles for a dead sprint to the neighbors’. See how
you repeat yourself? But they're alive.

'The blood in the toilet. The trail down the hall. The diapers, half the size of your
phone.



You are trying to say “mama” and know what that means.

There are 439 students.

When you know you can't say it and when you say it you don't know.
£

There are 429 students.

The light is golden and the trees are lit from within. In autumn, you feel
beloved by the earth, all its inhabitants, for entire afternoons, sometimes.

What is the sustenance as large as our grief.
And which is the stomach for it.
Coexisting seems a low goal.

There are 424 students.

%

A little brown dog walks the path below your window. You're looking forward
to sleeping here, your astral-self projecting into the canopy.

Crows shit mid-air, and they’re shaped like birds, so of course they can fly. You
look up to them, looking down on them, you're on the fourth floor.

Your desk is black and warm in the sun, but wind drifts through anyway. Planes
on various flight paths, and one drags a banner through the sky.

There are 412 students.

*

Any pleasure is not small—it’s been a long time since you've thought, and it
feels good to be above people, quieting the servant in you.



Thought youd bare your breasts; let the wind just whittle them away.
The sun has cooled, a grey wash on the black desk and your thighs are blotchy
and goose-bumped. The windowsill is lined with treasures, chrysanthemum

rocks and other special ones.

'The people—how their necks are bent, and freighters swim like cows in the
sound.

There are 409 students.
The facts, the facts, the facts.
I say this as his mother. He was happy as a child. In the flowers.

There is no such thing as conclusion.
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