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Suggested Donation

In the morning I drink 

coffee until I can see

a way to love life

again. It’s okay, there’s

no difference between

flying and thinking

you’re flying until

you land. Somehow 

I own like six nail clippers

and I honestly can’t

remember ever buying

even one. My sister

came to visit and

saw them in a small

wooden bowl. I

heard her laughing in

the bathroom. I hope

she never dies. There’s

no harm in hoping

until you land.

The deer are awake.

Is one pregnant?

If they kept diaries 

the first entry would 

read: Was born 

Was licked

Tried walking

Then they’d walk

away and no second 

entry would ever exist.

I run the deer’s

archive. It’s very

light work. Visitors

must surrender

their belongings.

Surrender to me

your beautiful shirt.




Mistake

For years I have seen

dead animals on the highway

and grieved for them

only to realize they are

not dead animals

they are t shirts

or bits of blown tire

and I have found

myself with this

excess of grief

I have made with

no object to let

it spill over and

I have not known

where to put it or

keep it and then today

I thought I know

I can give it to you




Far-fetched vs. Far-flung

If a glowing door

were to appear in

the air would you

step through it and

out of your life?

I pretend to be

stern with myself

like I once pretended

my dark blue skirt

was a uniform

everyone wore at

the Chalet School

where if we got lost

in various Alps

we ate chocolate

and tinned tongue

until someone

brought us home.

In 1921 a Serbian

poet imagined

the invention of a plane

“as small as a butterfly”

and marveled. He had

just come home

from the war.

I ordered potassium

tablets from Amazon

in case of nuclear

war because I have

a great imagination.

If the glowing door

were to appear I’d

tell you all about it.

I would miss my life.




The Running of Several Simulations at Once May Lead to Murky Data

How do you say “inopportune”

in a small forest of cell phone towers

disguised as bizarrely regular trees?

I am asking in case it happens,

because anything can and even does.

Sometimes I want to shrink

and move into a miniature model village

mostly because the particular green

of the imaginary grass corresponds

with how my body believes joy would feel

if joy were to happen here on Earth,

where my eyes receive light in this

certain way: limited, but not

without pleasure. As a child

I visited one model village

so extensively constructed I fell

into a state of complete wonder—

“They thought of everything!”

even the person running late

for the train, and the window

left slightly open to the storm—

and I should like to request

the arrival of this sensation in response

to the world at its actual scale—

just imagine! Someone

has even gone to the trouble

of filling the egg cartons

individually with smooth brown

eggs and one—such detail!—

has broken, but not enough

to be noticed before the carton

has been paid for and brought home.

Sometimes artificially I will

induce this feeling in myself

by going silent at a large

restaurant gathering, pretending

—until it is real—that each person

is speaking from a highly naturalistic script,

having carefully rehearsed each

tiny gesture, the mid-sentence reach

for the salt, and I fall immediately

in love with my companions,

in awe of their remarkable talent

for portraying with such detailed conviction

the humans I know as my friends.




What Big Eyes You Have

Only today did I notice the abyss

in abysmal and only because

my mind was generating rhymes

for dismal, and it made of the two

a pair, to which much later it joined

baptismal, as—I think—a joke.

I decided to do nothing with

the rhymes, treating them as one does

the unfortunately regular appearance

of the “crafts” adults require children

to fashion from pipe cleaners

and plastic beads. One is not permitted

to simply throw them away,

but can designate a drawer

that serves as a kind of trash can

never emptied. I suppose one day

it will be full, and then I will know

it is time to set my child free.

The difficulty is my mind leaks

and so it will never fill, despite

the clumps of language I drop

in, and this means my mind

can never be sent into the woods

with a kiss and a wave

and a little red kerchief

tied under its chin. 




Paper Crown

Outside, the cold is a kingdom

sitting for a portrait, preening

its pale blue snow on its black branches.

Weeks ago my child began a story

Once upon a time there was

a Queen Mama and a Princess Papa.

They lived in a big monarchy on a hill.

A monarchy is an imaginary house

with real toads in it, they say, 

by which I mean someone

said Marianne Moore borrowed the idea

from something William Carlos Williams

said in a letter. Marianne the magpie

I think, she of the glittering eye.

In a draft of his autobiography

WCW wrote that if we were looking

for an account of the women (or men)

he had slept with, we wouldn’t find it there

and then he crossed out the parenthetical.

Somewhere there is a party full of crossed-out guests,

invitation-only. I have this other idea

of a service that would deliver, each morning,

a report of what you did in the night

in other people’s dreams. I understand

it would be at first embarrassing

and even dangerous, but I like to believe

over time it would change us for the better.

I have fucked so many people in my sleep!

A Venn diagram I will never draw: the circle

of physical lovers and its slim overlap

with the circle of lovers in dreams.

But nor will I cross it out. The rising sun

has vanished the blue from the snow;

no kingdom lasts forever. We will pick up

where we
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