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PART 1


years at the asylum











thirteen: the little oven







i thought my teacher was a nazi
 

with hair slicked to the side
 

short and germanic
 

he lectured about hitler


spittle


in his voice
 

boys with greasy scalps
 

drew cartoons of me
 

with a witch’s nose
 

my body was so thin
 

i had chopped off
 

my pretty brown hair
 

my skin charred and blistered
 

red bumps broke out
 

there was blood between my legs
 

is this junior high school?


hell?


or somewhere worse?













fourteen: europa







in florence i saw the most beautiful
 

man in the world
 

standing by the botticelli
 

birth of venus
 

as if the painting had split open to deliver him
 

he even smiled at me
 

white teeth golden cheekbones






on the top of the hill was david
 

huge marble perfection
 

exposing his penis to me alone
 

can you imagine in america
 

god made flesh
 

but without the blood or loincloth?






by the trevi fountain in rome
 

pan himself made an appearance
 

curls and a gap between his teeth
 

when he grinned at me



a hairy, cloven mystery
 

lurking
 

in his jeans






the hotel overlooked a square
 

the walls were thick and ghost
 

white with moonlight
 

shadows streaked the room
 

i woke to hear my father growling to my mother
 

“get onto me”
 

and saw their bodies moving in the bed


beside my tiny single


cot






that was when i too turned to stone
 

my mouth sealed shut






they packed me up and took me off to greece
 

to introduce me to some marble goddesses
 

without pubic hair
 

as if that might make me feel better







my parents with good intentions
 

rolled their new caryatid onto the white sands
 

of the beach


a million perilous pulverized


petals of pearl
 

the water was such a sheer blue
 

you could see right through it
 

to the wavy patterns on the ocean floor
 

like aphrodite’s hair






i knew i should be grateful for this opportunity
 

to see the birthplace of the goddess
 

but how could i ever speak of it?






the greek boys came to play with me
 

they frolicked around
 

brown and curly full of life
 

when night fell and the ouzo glasses
 

lit up like lanterns in the taverna







my mother said, “kiss him, darling, it’s easy
 

so natural”
 

and i thought to myself, not with lips of stone
 

dear mother


not with lips of stone













fifteen: the canyon







steamy hot night in the eucalyptus rainwater-forged


canyon my friend and i discovered a ruined house


the wildflowers growing over the foundation and a


silver ring with a king a queen a snake and a rose


then as we walked home a boy on a motorcycle


zoomed to a halt leonine face tall rambling body


somehow the next thing i remember he was sliding


his hands up and down my legs i hadn’t shaved and


was prickly but he didn’t seem to mind later we


kissed in my friend’s shag-carpeted bedroom with


the water bed and beanbag chairs his hands moved


higher i wonder where the parents were i know a


few months later my mom dropped me off at his


apartment in west hollywood his mother was gone i


imagined she was very beautiful young and blond


maybe in the sex industry no father and i was


wearing tight jeans and a floral crepe blouse with


fake pearl buttons and when he kissed me he said i


tasted like garlic from the bagels i’d eaten with my



parents at brunch this he minded though he did let


me touch his penis and then i left that is all i


remember though i think once in a disco parking lot


i saw him again but nothing happened why do i


remember only certain details and really the main


question is where was my mother?












popular girl







who are you?
 

(you are not like me)
 

where do you come from?
 

who are your parents?
 

what does your mother look like?
 

and your father—how does he make money?
 

to pay for those jeans? those shoes?
 

and what about your hair


it is all about the hair
 

you cannot be one without good hair
 

with frizz or split ends
 

what kind of shampoo do you use?
 

what does your hair smell like?
 

it is long and shines
 

is there a rule about pimples?
 

you never have pimples
 

why not?
 

are your hormones different?
 

are you an alien?







what are you going to be when you grow up?
 

are you still going to be beautiful
 

with good hair?


even when you die?
 

are you still going to be mean?
 

are you going to be a beautician, wife or realtor?
 

cosmo cover girl? queen? genius?
 

will you get married and divorced?
 

will you have popular daughters just like you?
 

and why are you mean?
 

why does mean = popular?
 

you know about sex, too
 

how do you know so much about sex?
 

i can see it in the way you move
 

who taught you?
 

did your mother teach you?
 

just by being sexy?


is it an innate thing?
 

what do you think about
 

alone in your bed at night
 

are you ever alone?







or do boys come in throngs through your window
 

popular boys with good hair and an innate
 

knowledge of fucking
 

what is your bed like?
 

do you have lots of stuffed toys
 

and shiny throw pillows?
 

do you write poetry in your diary?
 

is it anything


(like mine?)






are you popular because you are
 

a heightened version of the norm?
 

if that is the case and high school
 

was an insane asylum
 

who would rule?


you


(or me?)













sixteen: first time







my boyfriend took me to a party after hiking
 

i heard someone say, “she’s got that outdoorsy look”
 

i was dirty
 

and had on hiking boots that he had waterproofed
 

so the pretty soft suede turned dark and dull
 

there was a beautiful blond girl
 

dressed for a party because she knew she was going
 

to a party


and not on a hike
 

my boyfriend said good night and put me in the car
 

then he went back in for some reason





i knew with a woman’s knowing
 

though i was a girl
 

that he was going to try to get a phone number
 

he had photos of girls all over his desktop
 

a collage of images
 

my boyfriend and i hadn’t fucked yet



i was his younger virgin
 

part of his collage






when we finally did it
 

after a dinner of rare meat
 

at a fancy restaurant
 

the flesh stuck in my belly
 

i wore a strapless flowered sundress
 

we went to his gay friend’s home
 

and my boyfriend sniffed some amyl nitrite


when he came


he noticed a tiny hair growing near my nipple
 

“you better do something about that,” he said
 

i was so young


too naive even


for tweezers
 

but not for shame, of course
 

that comes early







after, i paraded in front of my friends
 

in a green knit dress and high-heeled shoes
 

i’m a woman now
 

my boyfriend and i broke up a few weeks later
 

goal achieved
 

i had one night of grief
 

but the virgins, my friends, were sadder





i realized he had been
 

part of my collage too
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