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1.  I wonder who decrees your knowledge important enough for debate. 



I’ve left you alone (for the most part)

because I figured you might be happy by now and wouldn’t need me.

(I left you alone but) recently I heard you were miserable 

and I thought if there were anything I could do to make you un-miserable

I would do anything to make you un-miserable.

I would try everything. I could stop being myself again.

 

Overwhelmed by fantasies



How Long

and they want to know

how long it will take, and 

they

want you

to explain

the idea

for if the

idea were

to work there

would be no

more worry

just armfuls

of peonies

and honey

at lunchtime

it will take 

as long

as it will 

take the wind

to wear his 

buckles

into boots 

  

it will take

as long 

as it takes it

will take as 

long as it 

will for the smoke

to rise. 

an egg to fall 

from my balcony 

it will take

as long 

as it takes

to lace 

up the boots 

it will

take as long 

as it may 

when you step 

off the train

in a month, 

and i see 

you and

embrace you, 

and then 

let you go 

it will take 

as long

as it takes 

to muster 

the strength

it will take 

as long

as the forging 

of the hammer

it will 

take until your 

beautiful hair

reaches

the ceiling 

it will take

the length 

of the kitchen it will 

take the length of the bone 

it will take the length 

of the cloud which

passes overhead, woolly,

oblivious, shoulder and leg

in some direction 

so sure

it may well be

forward



I saw a squirrel with a very obvious tumor and it really hurt me. When I was sick people would 

look at me with the same selfishness, as if we were sharing. I cried when I thought, “Now I can't 

be anything. Now I am no one.” I stood *a dazzling crescent*, all of the visions for my future 

overshadowed by a diagnosis. I thought that I had disappeared - but still - all of the photographs 

that my dad has taken will prove that I was there, and someone loved me.













































2.  How long must I remain to become original?

We are spinning through time and space at 

multiple axes, but no one is moving. Cast 

from molds far beyond what we consider to 

be ourselves. Invisible to anything beyond 

our time scale - and static objects to things 

smaller than us - we should accept that (for 

them) the question of our existence has 

already happened. The lives of ants might feel 

so painstaking and long (depending on their 

ideas about work), and to celestial bodies our 

lives play out in seconds. The real winners 

here seem to be the bacteria (and things that 

are cancer), because to them death is another 

harmony.

We are on the train (as far away from home as we’ve ever been!). We know the language and our 

guide is very familiar to us. It’s not anxiety - no, that’s not the feeling - I am afraid. 



The intense fluorescent hum around us is 

made eerie by our recent memory of daylight 

(“but that is not what’s important!”); I am 

trying to hold your hand for comfort, but 

recently I realized that our skin is never 

actually touching. I keep trying to reach you 

but the spaces in between our atoms are 

nonnegotiable, and none of my squeezing or 

repositioning has any effect on our distance. 

I would look away, but once you know a 

word it is a sentence. I keep praying for our 

boundaries to become imaginary, but I can’t 

tell how well my prayers are working.

The train hasn’t moved for some time. The 

passengers keep saying that a backpack has 

been left unattended - no one saw by whom 

- and the police are on their way to deal with... 

“Deal with it?” — our guide smiles — “Oh 

don’t worry, this is a normal safety precaution.”

We wait a while longer.



3.  I wonder how long it takes for something to become normal. 



Each time we move, we take up a particularly new field of space. As an event, a solar eclipse is far 

from unique (the sun and moon both had normal days); and yet, every collision is  a miracle - for 

lack of a better word. Let’s not take anything for granted.

“So maybe happiness is a choice?” she said from a distance.

“Yes, but even that word is spinning out of control.”



writing about "Unattended Baggage" on August 27th, 2017
 
Sandy sewed leather on Grace’s porch, double stitch, watching him make 
the thing middle of August. A suitcase that told its own time. A week later,
Neo-Nazi up the street told me the statue stays. Violent face.  
 
The luggage on the ground, playing a monument. The time moving 
upwards, measuring the potential energy of permanence. Endurance of 
object. Endurance of a symbol, an ethos.
 
A timer elapsing, even under dark. Tempts to be affected in its confident, 
mocking position. Like a bomb: ignited at a gesture towards absence.
Proof of space, claimed.




