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Part One:  Omens 
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The only remaining 

correspondence between 

the two of us— a New York 

Times article about Marfa 

and a reply of yippee. 

Jon Krakauer’s Under the Banner

of Heaven on audiobook— 

Mormonism, blood 

atonement, a six hour 

drive through desert. 

The first gallery with photographs

of Katrina’s destruction paired 

with poems by children left 

in her wake. Something beautiful 

repurposed from storm

but still destruction. 
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Part Two: Take it All Back
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Some farm-to-table restaurant 

with a name that involved 

chicken and electricity 

where you bring your own wine. 

A loud table of sophisticated

middle-aged couples, tipsy and deep, 

deep in conversation. Us, silent,

draining everything we brought. 

A bar afterwards, a folk singer

finishes his set and we talk 

too long about Club Passim. 

We meet a couple, and you tell them 

you’re from Brooklyn and I say,

but you’re from Connecticut. 

All of your drinks on my tab— 

scotches piled upon scotches. 

Then, a Milky Way-themed trailer 

that sells grilled cheese—

you screaming at me from a bean bag 

chair, everything misshapen 

in black light, and so twisted, I walk out

and back to our rental alone

through pitch-black streets 

with no real sidewalks.  

Who’s going to love the dying girl?

It all unravels: a smashed phone, 

a disconnected call, an overturned 

coffee table, a locked bathroom, 

chunks of my hair, unmoored. 
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Part Three: Aftermath

[image: image]


Triplicates of paperwork. 

A gas stop, a guy on a Harley

with a sympathetic look, 

and then cheap sunglasses. 

A legion of bugs sacrificed 

on my windshield with no substance 

in the world other than sheer 

will to scrub them off.  

Six hours to forget:

I’ll leave you in a shallow 

grave in West Texas. 
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The split second where it begins and splinters outward
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There is that sharp moment  

when you first feel pain—  

when the initial sting stabs 

through your nerves and turns  

into everything you’ve ever done  

wrong in your entire life, distilled  

into a tangible throbbing.

In the photograph the cop took, 

it begins with a few slashes of red,  

a puffing, not that bad. 

The next day, everything is  

deepening; swirls murk  

green and purple.  

I think about that scene in Mask 

where Rocky is trying to teach 

the blind girl about color.  

She’s been blind since birth— 

has no concept of what colors mean.  

He wants to show her—   

leads her to the kitchen, heats up  

a stone, places it into her unsuspecting 

hand and says this is red. 

He takes another stone 

from the freezer and says

this is blue and for green,  

he presses a clump of moss  

into her open palms. 

He puts her own hands  

to her face and says, beautiful.  

When she asks to feel his disfigured  

face, he hesitates, then relents.  

She says, feels okay to me.  

I used to think this moment 

when she presses the contours 

of his face, was perfection;

now, I want her to be able to see 

his face and still say it’s okay.  

Later, on my own face, I touch

where yellow slights 

along edges. And I can’t 

remember exactly what hit  

and where and at what angles. 
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Space
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Morning in this place—  

piles of pillows,

the sun barely breaks 

through patchwork  

curtains, throwing waves 

of light across the floor.  

In this place, only the curtains 

create divisions, each door opens  

into another—there could never  

be anywhere alone.  

On the porch, someone else’s  

husband is reading a yellowed book. 

I hear him say the walls are paper thin— 

He thinks I’ve heard everything  

they’ve said all night, but I haven’t.  

The space of my life is always  

this way— spent oscillating  

between trying to be and not wanting  

to be alone— that wedge of space

like the one in the corner of the kitchen  

in the house where I grew up— 

A triangle of space, formed 
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by a Lazy Susan cabinet,

where Evan Ferguson, a foot taller,  

bent in half to kiss me.   

Blonde hair flopping over one eye,  

wearing the blue shirt that turned  

his eyes so blue, they felt electric.   

He smelled like laundry,  

even though he was sweaty  

from skateboarding. 

This is what’s most vivid— 

that space— that corner, me slotted  

into that corner, a spinning  

cabinet where we kept all the spices.  

And now it seems like we were  

supposed to fit— two bodies,  

folded in a corner. Outside,  

our friends were jumping  

on a trampoline. We could hear  

them screaming.  
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Looking at a friend’s photographs of the Salton Sea the morning after he killed himself
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If landscape acts as message— 

Half dug in, half resigned,  

Disney TVs leaning on bluish ground 

with bullet-splintered screens 

and heart-shaped buttons.  

The shell of an easy chair—reclining  

on the bland shoreline, water the color of whiskey. 

It leans back like it’s about to let go, 

about to slump into the stagnant  

water and sink into stupor. 

A washed-out yellow house, soon, in graffiti— 

a warning emblazoned on its chest.  

Its roof rounded like a disfigured birthday cake 

baked too long in this ruthless sun. 

The row of windows like waiting eyes.  

Turn the corner, along the side of the house— 

sun slants, cuts shadows into concrete, while above 

curlicue words stretch, whispering, everything must end 

and interrupt beach-weathered wood. 
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Trailers peel apart, piled with dismantled chain  

link fences— air conditioners invade  

sleeping areas. The car that once pulled it, unhitched.   
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A few seconds to answer  

[image: image]


The sun came up with no conclusions—  

spattering emptiness across our faces.  

I gave up in the driving sand.  

And what we felt was regret.  

If we were lions, there would be  

rules— postures we could mime.  

We would play the game  

and feel powerful. But in between,  

everything feels like Jeopardy,  

where there is an impossible  

question and only a few  

seconds to answer it correctly.  

We are useless like cat massage  

living in the house where you grew up,  

clinging to common calculations,  

drowning in wall-to -wall what ifs.  

But the day we climbed like baby  

birds out of the sunroof  

of my Toyota Corolla listening  

to Mazzy Star on repeat— 

that day was something else.  
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The Lobster 
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Nigel regrets his rap days. 

I make mixes of emo songs I loved  

ten years ago.  

In Texas, he’s divorced  

and I’m dying. 

But back home— there’s him  

in a tracksuit performing  

in Kim Shorey’s basement.    

And then, there’s me loving it.  

I’m Rob Base and I came to get down...  

This is what adults do— 

drink too much  

stay up too late 

steep in nostalgia. 

But what if we could operate 

in some other space? 

Between the gray area 

where people still send letters 

and steal bowling balls.  
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Once, we tried  

to set a grocery store lobster free.  

He hid it  

in his trench coat.  

We left it for someone  

who owned a saltwater tank. 

In the morning,  

the guy called and asked,  

did you leave a dead 

lobster in my car? 

What if we are the place 

where good intentions go awry?  
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