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  Praise for IN MEMORY OF EXOSKELETONS


“In  IN MEMORY OF EXOSKELETONS, Cuthbert holds a magic mirror up to the dark fantastic inside the domestic sphere, showcasing the melancholic triumphs and soul-rending tragedies inherent in our shared pursuits of love, life, and legacy. At once horrifying and heartwarming, these poems demonstrate the power of that duality in our existence.”
-Patrick Barb, author, Gargantuana’s Ghost, Turn, and Helicopter Parenting in the Age of Drone Warfare


“IN MEMORY OF EXOSKELETONS is a meditation on domesticity and human relationships—forged with lyrical language, gut-punch metaphors, and a keen observational eye for its subjects. Cuthbert’s poetry teases darkness from mundanity that is sometimes confessional, sometimes absurd, but always incisive.”
-Carson Winter, author, Soft Targets


“Rebecca Cuthbert’s poetry refuses to walk in a straight line. It won’t cooperate with your expectations. Sure, it’ll go along with what you think it’s going to do for a while, then it’ll wink, give you a little smirk, toss a humorous visual at you, and just when you’re chuckling, that’s when her poetry will slide right in between your ribs, get in there deep so it nicks your heart, makes you feel, bleed, and maybe learn something. 
"Cuthbert’s poetry shows that she is the kind of writer who pays attention to life in all its ethereal glory, a poet quick enough and smart enough to snatch up those little moments that the rest of us miss, throw them on a page, and let them shine a little light onto our lives. This writer means business and she’s worth paying attention to.”
-Christopher Ryan, publisher, Seamus and Nunzio Productions; editor, Soul Scream Antholozine


“A poignant examination of life and intimacy, this collection illuminates the magic that lies in the quotidian. Rebecca Cuthbert shines a light on the most meaningful parts of the human experience—those which are too often taken for granted. These are the things we remember when moments have passed, what we miss when people are gone—and Cuthbert captures those feelings in crushingly gorgeous ways.”
-Alexis DuBon, co-editor, No Trouble at All


"Rebecca Cuthbert's IN MEMORY OF EXOSKELETONS finds delight and danger in the universe of everyday things. The most quotidian and homely objects are defamiliarized to become complex emblems of wonder and pain, and Cuthbert extracts magic from the ordinary while distilling intimate truths from the surreal and impossible. A truly formidable gathering of poems." 
-Jonathan Louis Duckworth, author, Book of Never and Have You Seen the Moon Tonight? & Other Rumors 


“Words are magic, and Rebecca Cuthbert is a sorcerer, conjuring beautiful, sometimes heartbreaking, images found in the quiet moments of women’s inner worlds. Her poetry captures life’s smallest moments and imbues them with immense meaning. A wonderful work.”
-Lisa Kröger, co-author, Monster She Wrote: The Women Who Pioneered Horror & Speculative Fiction and Toil & Trouble: A Women’s History of the Occult; podcast host, Know Fear Cast and Monster, She Wrote  


“Rebecca Cuthbert explores pivotal moments that are easy to miss, holding them up and making us look them in their dirty, agony-inducing faces.”
-Rae Wilde, author, The Stradivarius and Merciless Waters


“Each poem is a story. And the images—those stay, swaying behind your eyelids like whorls of vanilla creamer in a cooling cup of coffee. Rebecca Cuthbert has made magic of Better Homes and Gardens, sun-warmed blueberries, Tuesday evenings, and more. She says it best herself: It’s magic, it’s witchcraft, it’s something from nothing, a life you can eat.”
-Hannah Kludy, co-managing editor, Nocturne Magazine


“In Memory of Exoskeletons doesn't shy away from the dark things, the sharp things, the things with teeth. Part magic and all truth, these poems haunt you long after you've read them.”
-Morgan Wagle, co-managing editor, Nocturne Magazine


“Cuthbert’s chapbook celebrates the domestic, seemingly delicate spheres of women’s lives. From house witches to cryptids to body horror, this collection probes the edges of the speculative poetry genre. Supple and lyrical, these poems are cunning, intelligent, and tender.”
-Holly Lyn Walrath, author, The Smallest of Bones


“In Memory of Exoskeletons is haunting and heartbreaking and joyous and terrifying all at once. Rebecca Cuthbert uses language here as both a knife and a feather, each word selected with immense care. Lyrical while still being legible, this is the kind of collection that will follow you long after you have put it own. Ever since I read this, I get unreasonably angry at ‘No dog walking’ sings in cemeteries.”
-Jolie Toomajan, editor, Aseptic and Faintly Sadistic: An Anthology of Hysteria Fiction
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“[W]hile society was ignoring them, they were taking up their pens.” 
-Monster, She Wrote
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  Part One: Dwellings
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  Turnkey



Mary is gone
from her wooden hut, painted
flowers curling up its sides.
They took her before
we got the keys. “We’ll turn it into a birdhouse”
Joel told me, but still
it stands, 
shelter for no one’s
mother.

“The dog’s buried somewhere in here,” said the
neighbor, a vague wave of her
crimped hand—skin shimmery and thin
like gasoline
on a puddle—indicating the
tangled weed bed,
for which I had plans. I looked up
the owner’s obituary. The dog’s 
name was Oreo.

The kitchen witch came
with the place, beady eyes in a
turnip-shaped face,
spinning
slowly 
above the sink. I dusted her off.
I hung her back up.
She peers at me, smirks, she watches as I
wash the dishes.

Planting the new hydrangeas, the foxglove out front,
the roses
I find
bits of broken seashell,
a plastic sword, what may have
once been
a wind chime, 
and these things in my hand
say this house
is not mine

it’s not mine

it’s not mine.







  
  Better Homes & Gardens, June 1932



So much wisdom
etiquette
decor
stain removal
for 50 cents at a yard sale.

“The ladyslipper is just one 
of many 
native plants
which conservationists 
all over the country
are watching
with concern.”

August sun drying sweat before it beads,
making ridiculous the pair of skis 
poles
helmet—
five dollars for all.

“The Animal and Tree cross-stitch
is a border 
design
of peasant 
type.” 

But I buy an umbrella, too, 
for who can resist protection for a dollar? 
No matter that I have three in my car
two more in the sunporch
one in my office.

“What! Prize Jelly for only 5 cents a glass?”
“Kills insects like a death ray!”
“Join the Baby Health Service.”

It’s the safety that counts. 
Shrinking the world to the 
underside
of the Avon pattern:
Cream roses, 
pink accents, 
a soft purple background,
just above your head,
those colors bright 
for 
you. 

“Millions of homeowners have learned;
that flowers cannot grow unprotected,
that signs
harsh words and 
constant care 
cannot prevent

destruction 
and theft.”







  
  Afternoon, 1988



For Jeff
I’ve been meaning to tell you:
That day the crayfish darted backward to their silty secrets—
when I caught one with pincers too small to nip my small palms,
when the creek-smell caught in my throat and stuck,
toes squeezing slippery bed-sand,
minnow schools disturbed, winking soft bodies in sunlight,
when I ran across Route 20 and the blue sedan swerved—
I saw your face from the safe side of the road,
but I couldn’t see your chest expand then deflate;
I didn’t understand my weight,
the harsh sounds your voice made, for me.







  
  My father has a rack of keys in his kitchen



Board big as a large pizza
hooks for days
five keys apiece hanging

Keys with labels in blurry, crabbed writing
not dad’s and
illegible

He doesn’t own that many trucks
no one needs this many keys
some held together by dirty twist ties—
mates in a life I’ll never know

Old and rusty, small and useless
bike locks and diaries long
lost or stolen

Skeleton keys
keys in a metal I don’t recognize
odd textured and 
cold in my palm

Secret gardens? 
Treasure chests?
Haunted attics?

When I ask my dad “What’s this one to? 
And this?”
he smiles
the vague one that means he’s
not really going to answer:

“Could be something my father owned”
or
“Probably some place we used to live”
before he was born
or 
before I was born

But the keys remain to
scrap yard lawnmowers
padlocks buried in the mud of ages

And then, my dad
he takes the key from me 
like it’s made of ash and
not metal
and puts it back
always on a different hook. 
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