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Postlunar Lovesong appeared in Pithead Chapel; Young Escher Reconsiders the Human Heart as a Series of Tessellations Unspooling Toward Eternity + All of Tomorrow’s Rust is Electric appeared in No Contact; Three Prayers appeared in Rejection Letters; The Prognosticators appeared in Okay Donkey; Secondhand Heavens appeared in Cartridge Lit; Moments After My Wife Informs Me from the Passenger Seat that Lightning is Merely a Bundle a Negatively Charged Ions But What We Famously Know as Lightning is Actually Just the Positive Flash of Afterlight Crawling its Way Wounded Back Up the Sky, appeared in The Hunger; Salutis in Solitudine: A Game of Language & Loneliness was a finalist in Art & Letter’s Unclassifiables Contest

This book is dedicated to all the childish games that saved us.
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& to You, who has endured.
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Keep Being.

You are not writing into a void.

You may, however, be writing into avoid.
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ILL- BEGOTTEN GAMES

“If you think of this Nothingness as mere blankness, and you hold onto the idea of blankness, and kind of grisly about it, you haven’t understood it. Nothingness is really like the nothingness of space, which contains the whole universe. All the sun, moon, and stars and the mountains, and rivers, and the good men, and the bad men, and the animals, and the insects, the whole bit. All are contained in Void. So out of this Void comes Everything and You Are It.  What else could you be?”  

—Alan Watts

AUTHOR’S NOTE: Read the pieces in accordance with the rules at the bottom of each page.

Postlunar Lovesong (Moontag​[*])

In dreams we drill a hole into Yes, just to un-itch a scratch. Play jump rope with power lines, skip water across stones to steal something that isn’t sold to us in bright blue bottles. Fill our pockets with If, Ever. Miss, Mist, Maybe, a swim through sharper skies swinging elbows like butterfly knives just to feel something real, until our sinking is singing. Cut, touch. Every kill a kind of kiss. Building makeshift tongues to trill the future into something less fricative, something more glide: all the while sonorously screaming Every tree winking darkly, every blade of grass glaring. Wishing for rabbit holes to fall through us

Young Escher Reconsiders the Human Heart as a Series of Tessellations Unspooling Toward Eternity (Existential Hopscotch​[†])

	Baby Escher sits disentangling the beveled edges of his pet mirrors, caressing their convexities. Counts the reflections that slither slipshod through the apertures of his peripheral drift. “What pretty symmetries you have!” he says, gathering them all into a terrarium for playtime, where he will use a Möbius strip for a rattle, Penrose spiral as pacifier.

	Teen Escher, sporting an isosceles mohawk, clicks his lighter at the parabolic silence inside a keyhole. Contemplates the tyranny of time’s passage afforded through such a thin sliver’s portal while squeezing swans through the eye of an accordion. Cancels his date to ponder the loneliness of every parallel line fated never to meet each other.

	Old Escher gambols through the garden of his precious polyhedra, counting ivies stippled, dripping drunk with despair under a mollusk-pink cubist rainfall. Dreams of spheres, skulls, sunken cathedrals.

	Dying Escher considers the too-many names of the numinous: Chameleons in outer space, shadows slowdancing inside crystals, the spectral howling laughter of a prism. Everything eventually chiseled into being by love’s lithe lithographers, emblazoned like snowcrash. All the hands meant to hold.  Every mouth made for singing.  Infinity, at last, braided.


All of Tomorrow’s Rust is Electric (Hide-and-Seek​[‡])

If in a dog’s eye a universe you find, follow it. Some secondhand sun to pocket. Chase what may a warmblink brings that knows no harm. Starflung, as nighttail is to twitching. As harp is to ear, ripe is to rind. As sin is to singing. Or how lovely the longingly of rain’s pretending, leaden even by some iniquity of clouds. Or, say, some fulsome feather swerving. Someone else’s sky of grief that you drag home whole &, in your teeth’s attics, furnish with formidable joy
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Three Prayers

I. In Defiance, RE: The Brazen Fuckery of These Darkloom Days (Mother May I?​[§])

(DEAR WHOMEVER,

tired of mirrors slithering 

tired of pasting faces tired 

of every pitted pensive pendulum

above all tired of being tired 

fed up from feeding

all these fanciful metaphors of what it means to be a 

shadow electrified inside a stock body

this surly bond of knots, snagged or snarling 

stumbling through the dark loom of whatever the 

long lean nights even mean anymore

I mean what the fuck 

Jesus?

what the fuck 

Clocks?

what the fuck 

Language?

Mother Tongue of Light:

sawdust, teeth, tonsil-

what words for hope don’t dust away zephyr 

red, windblown about in a wreckage? this finds

you

I hope

Well?)

II. Prayer Prayed by Skin of One’s Teeth (Telephone​[**])

(DEAR LORD OF THIS GODDAMN EARTH! Forgive us all the diamonds we buried in our backyard yesterday in the vain hope that tomorrow might dig them up & call them pretty. Soft, trembling edgeless things but sharp enough still to lop the head off a scarecrow. Send word that the birds have abandoned us for brighter fields to haunt—[mumbling unintelligibly for quite some lines longer. Ad infinitum Et Cetera, but no more hallelujahs left to sing.................. ........................])












III. The Snow That Once Was Made of Glass It Is Falling Now (Ring Around a Rosy​[††])
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(DEAR WHATEVER made you feel so small was wrong & all the things that could not possibly be poems now are.    So: There.)

Watching That One Scene from It’s a Wonderful Life Again, Seven Minutes Until Midnight (Charades​[‡‡])

That one where George considers jumping off the bridge into the icy water below / yeah, that’s the one / always has been / on days like today as I stare into a hole in my house / this drafty old barn / (“we don’t use money in Heaven”...“well, it comes in real handy down here, bud!”) / periodic reminder the only thing keeping me fastened to this earth some days / is the fear of failing a stranger I might otherwise accidentally save / through some indiscriminate yet ordinary act of kindness / a pharmacist in the throes of grief / big brother fallen through thinning ice / or rattled bank patrons / that can be enough, you know? / we all get scared sometimes / tired, too / so here I am speaking through the screen again / asking you to step back out of the snow / warm yourself beside the fire/ of that little one-room lighthouse / there is still some warmth to be had in this old world / in spite of its scurvy spiders / cynical little web spinners / I’ll play the part of Clarence / we won’t let them win / all the Mr. Potters of this world / I am asking you to recall / Zuzu’s petals / all the loose & lovely bannisters

/ the hydrangea bushes of Mary’s eyes / school dance swimming pools parted / & three most exciting sounds in the world—anchor chains, plane motors, & train whistles / I am asking you to imagine the moon, lassoed...the moonbeams tomorrow that shall shoot out of our fingers & toes & ends of our hair / saying “I want to live again. Please, God, let me live again” / reminding you there will always be another stranger / in need of saving / begging you to believe it / so I may believe it myself / that in the whole vast configuration of things / you are still a rich man

Hope Hurts (Musical Chairs​[§§])

Otherwise it’s not hope

All art begins with a broken heart Bit 

of bad light, some good shadows

And the crow stuck on a cloud isn’t caught in a loop 

Isn’t glitching—it just knows the secret of flight How 

not to fight the wind of its own dreaming Give in or 

let one’s wings bend too far inward

Nor does it fear the papercuts of origami futures

(Its imminent collapse; it was always going to collapse

. . .) So much so that it stops folding itself forward 

Fashioning a beak, rebuilding a makeshift body Some calamitous, jangling vessel to sail it across These many 

nights to come until it crashes. Explodes Into some 

lovelier star.  Becomes a sky all its own

Nameless #9 (Floor is Lava​[***])

	Fill every fissure, slit, slat, wound, aperture with quicksand

	Pretend yourself a desert

	Wait for rain that will never come

	To rinse away the stain of what was never there


There’s a Secret Internet Inside Me Where Everyone is Happy (Bloody Knuckles​[†††])

But most nights I still disappear inside my Nintendo. Feel its electric tongue tickling. Count clicks instead of sheep. There’s a fear life is speed running me. I can tell by the humming & I am just as lost as you are. Fishhook in my heart & somewhere, still, a sea. This poem won’t save you, but it may buy you some time to remember that the moon is not a piñata filled with blood, so why are you hitting it like that? Sunlight is not a tourniquet, nor a Christmas ornament to weigh down the branches of a nameless tree. Bees are not a bullseye; dreams are not darts. The human heart is not a shimmering radio. There’s a fear the answer will remain elusive. That, try as you might, the story you wrote for the boy with an unexplained nose bleed on the curb, whose tissue was blossoming out like a paper rose, whom you saw exactly once & never again, will never be read, at least not by him. There’s a void inside your belly button, there’s a sailboat in your shin, & there’s no way of knowing, though you will write many more stories only to return to the boy on the curb, red rose blooming out of his right nostril, a story you began exactly once but never finished, will never finish, for fear of how it may end

Nameless #13 (Thumb War​[‡‡‡])

Whatever you do don’t imagine a boy imagining tiny propellers on his tongue—the lifting fizz, hanger pangs in his teeth like balloons bobbing under love-starved bleachers, hungry for helium dreams

Whatever you do, forget the boy who craves secret labyrinths in his bathtub since back before birth, practicing so tenderly, tracing outlines of ghosts across the surface of the water—carving out their silhouettes over sudsy, peach-thin skin

Whatever you do don’t remind him when he speaks to you, says remind me I’m alive to the bony wolf outside his window—“Take me clear across the long lean night, heart strobing like a final boss at the end of the last level. Make me saga: Something more than nothing. A story, a something, an anything.”

Whatever you do don’t nod back when he nods, cross-stitched with scars, entering the forbidden forest, his fryingpan feet sunk in mud. As he disentombs the glitch in his chest, places it 

somewhere it’ll never be found again. Says, there is no undoing 

the doneness of some things & with glowing

bandages buries it, some spherical moon made of glass. Rising, risen—Punchdrunk pink with flight at last

Moments After My Wife Informs Me From the Passenger Seat That Lightning is Merely a Bundle of Negatively Charged Ions But What We Famously Know as Lightning is Actually Just the Positive Flash of Afterlight Crawling its Way Wounded Back Up the Sky . . . (Jinx​[§§§])

I question her about the soundness of science as she flicks a soda tab at me. Then I tell her there’s no shame in feeling things deeply but it is occasionally a very tiring pastime. That I could carve my longing for imaginary people into the shape of a chandelier, press such frangible sorrows into the arms of all my hypothetical poems like so many gathered petals, I would. Damn the clichés—so long as the cynical wolves are circling we must risk the softness of lamplight, right? Then I tell her about how often I worry myself mad for my former & future students, their well-being, mental health & happiness. Spend countless hours whittling away at little poems about existential fatigue that can’t find a good enough reason to rhyme, or listening to Cake’s I Will Survive on repeat. Look! she points out, just a second too late to catch sight of the flash: all sizzle, ember & arc freshly forking sky. We are somehow always missing everything, lost inside our own lives or drowning inside our skin. Look, relax, take a moment to eat something— something small but nourishing. See this light falling all around us: the debt to which we owe the muteness of it all. & suddenly I am thinking of strangers somewhere on the other end of the page again, as they ask me, a poem, about the plausibility of the future. As I, the poem, am telling them: You are it. Don’t forget the existence 

of joy
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