






























































Leaving the Warehouse 

Startled by the sudden cascade, 
I was unprepared -
clothed in flannel and sleep -
when the flood rushed in. 
The undertow pulled me out 
into the neighborhood 
where mailbox flags surrendered 
to the rising water . 

On the lid of a dumpster, I floated 
past the old red barns, their roofs 
deserted isles. I drifted 
beside Igloo coolers and pallets, 
patio furniture and the bobbing carcasses 
of pigs and chickens and cows. 

The water swept me into a huge warehouse . 
Riveted tops of orange racking 
poked through the wake . At the center, 
a tall African woman floated on a white couch 
fastened with scarves between the racks . 
" Have some tea," she invited. "It's 
green - all I had left." I joined her 
on the couch, cross-legged 
in flannel pajamas. 

We sipped the tea, watching the water 
tickle the edges of our seats 
and retreat. We avoided speaking of the flood, 
of work, of water, of drowning - until 
she pressed a finger 
to my knee. The dark wrinkled skin 
of her knuckles smiled and winked. 
"Fear is best shallow," she said, 
dropping her teacup into the deluge. 
"And less will drown you." 
Her confident laugh echoed 
through the steel beams 
and skipped across the water. 

Dangling my legs 
over the edge of the couch, I 
peered into the dark water, trying 
to follow the cup's descent. A pallet jack , 
a forklift - something with lights 
still on- illuminated the racks below. 
Skids and stacks of saturated and fraying boxes , 
concrete and steel, rolls of plastic wrap -
all so far below. It was then 
that I pulled myself toward the edge, 
and let my feet lead me down. 
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Confessions of a modern thief 

What happened to things in those years 
between? Pawned, I suppose, at the shops 
where valuables are brought, 
but rarely bought. Others like me 
hid come along, picking pockets 
1nd smashing pleasure domes. Their contents 
fill on us now, me waiting for her 
to finish business in the snow. 
Hurry up now, it's time. Time for me 
to fill this wheelbarrow: her buttons, 
his portraits, their voices, our 
plums. Those tender, sweet -

forgive me. I have stolen things 
over the years, of the years -
tiptoed In the graveyards, 
digging in dirt that smells 
ofstrange fruit and white-cliff beaches. 
I have plucked ashen lilies from the stones, 
dytng them like the violet, the rose, 
the sea. Sometimes, in the early hours 
of the morning, crossing the fresh mounds 
(nothing is sacred here), I hear them calling out. 
Thief! Stop, thief! I cannot stop 
running on. 

This was not the career I planned , not 
the life I thought I'd lead . I was to be an artist, 
Pllnter, sculptor. But while the women browsed 

studios, with mouths puckered in fish faces, 
lstole their coats from the rack. Their minks 
didn't fit my turtle, my cow, my white 
chickens. The buttons were too big 
rwthe holes- too brittle, too shiny, too 
IIUnd for rectangular spaces . 

Perhaps 
lshould have shared how little difference there is 

tween things I cannot take (but have been stolen) -
valued they seem to be - how they've been pinched 

lnd pawned - how d ifficu It it is 
tD reclaim them. But after her business has melted 
the frost, I will continue mine. Hurry up now, 
It's time. 
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It Years Puts a Lot of Dust on the Road 
(Response to "Man Crawls 23 Hours After Farm Accident that Kills his Wife") 

It took three weeks to work up the courage to ask her to a church social ; 
four dates just to earn a peck on the cheek; 
Alne egg creams and two chocolate malts later, I met her parents. 
She kissed me on the lips - hard, like me, 
and put my hand under her sweater. 

That night I felt like Jackie Robinson -
playing on a field where I didn't belong, 
but I stepped up to bat anyway . 
He scored once or twice , I 'm sure, but 
I went home and showered cold . 

I licked 88 muddy envelopes over the 17 months 
I was away from her durin' the war. 
lcame home with 13 stitches and a pain in my ass 
that never really went away . 

In 1946 Jackie hit a .297, 
lnd we bought a brand new Ford sedan with a V8 . 
I was set on the pickup 
till she told me at the dealer 
thatwe'd need a backseat in six months anyhow . 

lean 'member all this 
• If It was yesterday 
In the 23 hours 

bas taken me to crawl 
400 feet to the back porch, 
llut something tells me 
that I've forgotten something important 
out at the edge of the field -
over by that tree we planted in '59, 
out by the John Deere 4010 
I bought just last year. 

I really know now is that it takes seven of them 
IOOd lemons and a cup an ' a half of sugar 
far her to make a pitcher of lemonade 
the way I like it, and I'm thirsty. 
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Getting to Know Rachel 

In the blink of an eye, the swipe of a fingertip 
across the lower lid's edge, 
she discovered it. There, cusped like the moon, 
curled in sleep and smoothed flesh, 
a solitary inverted lash. It was there in the curl 
and she named it: 
Rachel 

who did not know she was Chirish 
until that moment . She had always thought 
there were things in the way - the burdens of femininity 
make better doors 

than windows. Though lacking a distinctive tongue 
and thick mane, she carried genes and luck 
in her knees. 

Those chapped clovers, like lotto numbers 
in coke-lined, darkened hands, took deep breaths 
and fell, 
bruising the chipped linoleum of a Belgium restaurant 
at the end of winter. 
They buckled beneath her in resonance, out of 
practice, 
anticipating the warmth of her weight 
because they knew her, too. 

At home, no one names her 
but she is known by the natives 

as an awkward rabbit 

with shmutz on her taters . 
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When We Act Like the Characters in Films 

They were barely married. 

He the platform o i lman; 
she, a simple girl , 
a pretty girl , 
milky and foldable . 

We marry, barely . 

You who presses me hard 
against the false door, 
against tin, and me 
just pressed. 

They took a trip in a car . 

She, the repulsed , 
who 'd just as soon proxy 
sickness , and he , 
every doctor's nightmare . 

We drive ourselves trippy . 

I , still playing 
video games, find you , 
the reluctant playmate, 
disappointingly mature. 

They were disgraced by poverty. 

He, marginalized 
by circumstance 
pushed her, the dutiful 
widow , to keep growing . 

We are poor excuses for disgrace. 

You 
cannot act 
and I 
cannot be acted upon . 
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The Future Studies Communications 

When my great-grandchildren are archeologists, 
they may venture without entering a single door; 
dig 

through glass as if it were sand; hypothesize: 

was meant 
to delay. 

They could glance at a watch face 
and speculate its purpose. 

? 
A device to teach children 
digits? Why 
so many? 

They may suppose it 
too ornate for such purposes, (12 may have been significant 
to the ancients) and -

Pass the time . Focus here 

In a drawer, 
sliding container, 

(not relevant) 

the tour guide will emote, this 
was discovered. And the children will oooo and ahhh 
without open mouths, or wide eyes, 
or tilting their heavy heads 
as If detached from the spine. 
Se llam6 

a manual writing device 

of those who wished to communicate a 
artifice 

long time ago. 

Nothing and everything will be simultaneously 
new 

and old, 
antiqued without age. To inquire: 

ask 

display. 

They held it like this : 

question 
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They used it for this: 

It was 
utilitarian 

and Bentham was, too. He was buried 
encapsulated 

recycled 

he is (unrelated) 
disconnected 

long before this artifice; 

from it. 

Please try to remain in the chronological timeline 
of our studies. Don't linger 
or wander 
elsewhere. 

REMINDER: TODAY WE ARE REVIEWING ANCIENT COMMUNICATIONS. 

Let us move on. 
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When History Does What It Does Best 

There is nothing here but what they call 
progress; nothing here but biographies torn 
page by page, and scattered like confetti 
on the surface of the moon. 

But what they call progress here 
is scattered confetti there, like the surface 
of biographies; here on the moon nothing 
but nothing is torn page by page. 

There is nothing here but biographies 
on the surface of the moon; nothing here 
but confetti, what they call progress 
torn page by page and scattered-like. 

Torn page by page, there is nothing here 
but what they call biographies 
on the surface of the moon; nothing here is 
scattered like confetti but progress. 
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Coffee with Lyn Hejinian 

So conditioned to waking with a line on her tongue, 
fragments betwixt yawning and six a.m. taste 

bittersweet. 
She types 

one line . 
She moves on. 

: I want to believe this is the writer's life 
take the first savory moment of each day 
and preserve it; share the un-obscured 
morning light; allow your fingers the privilege 
of a waltz 

before you pour that first cup of bean juice 
or light a cigarette 

or visit 
the bathroom . 

In pictures, she appears to be on the verge 
of saying something, of 
lurching toward the photographer 

or a mirror 
like a mother resisting the urge 
to extend her index finger and brush aside strands of fringe 
gone wayward from a young daughter's 
bangs -

a one-liner, perhaps, pressed somewhere between 
her teeth and lips -

something like "here dear" or "now there " 
seeping out 

instead . 

Imitation, they say (whomever 'they' are), 
is flattery, 

but I still consider margarine 
a synonym for ' reasonably-similar-
formed-in-wax paper-s lig htly-d a rker-1 ike-marigolds, sometimes-whipped -and­
creamy 

cheap butter,' 
and English muffins still stick in the toaster 
at six a.m. 
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(re)defining 
I .,_ • 
r<-zldju· 

In each of these ... groups of phenomena we have found a constant element, the 
sentiment out of which both the actions and the explanations rise. The expression of 
such a sentiment is what Pareto calls a 'Residue '.1 

adhesive 

aroma 

ash 

bacteria 

bit 

butt 

double-sided 
motherhood 
bare thighs on a vinyl seat in summer 

as if all it takes is a little ginger or cinnamon and the whole world is holiday­
happy and freshly saturated by spirits 

as if 

1. The remainder, rest; that which is /eft 2 

urn 
ch i m n eysweep-chea p 
smooth on the foi l of a homemade pipe 

latched onto their swords 
and the conquistadors ' boot heels 

never said 
adios 

chomp 
encyclopedia excerpts 
buttons and snaps in a sewing kit 

bogie 
shack on a flat 

bobber 
caboose 

butte t 

byte 

dust and dune like great anthills in Africa 
balance an entire ecosystem 
crawl inside this nook 
and watch it crumble like a huge chunk of feta 

it's hard to believe 
one turns nothing 

into something 
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calcium 

canyon 

cave 

cavity 

chalk 

chip 

clipping 

deposits 
in the body 
in the nai\s 
\n \'ne 'Nom'o 

stone babies can remain in the uterus for the lifetime of a woman 

divides wilds from wilderness 

where the apron string falls 

vel n1 v J 

was an idiot 

housed first art galleries . 
'spelunker' still sounds funny no matter who says 1t 

drill & fill 
hands in the cookie jar 
open wound 
void 

if tag is removed 

board 
sidewalk hopscotch 
double-dutch in the clutch 
curse of black skirts 

in white 
in yellow 

then again . 
dust is such a minute inconvenience 

and dip 
and dale 
and fish 
off the old -
what a crock 
a horrible nickname-

news 
fifteen-yard penalty 

nail 

ranks right up there 
with · biff' 

below-the-waist 

34 

or when 

a. Of things3 



coke 

confetti 

crumble 

crumb 

dandruff 

deposit 

dew 

DNA 

dust darkens 
draws masks 
like raccoons' 
on every canary 

maybe someday we ' ll all drive hybrids 
and leave the disguises for masquerades 

dickens modeled the town like a wagon wheel 
the bank was in the center 

like snow 
but paper-cut-tery 

like pages 

and no one was surprised 

of this speech or that 

see 'sawdust' 

"The possibility of physical and mental collapse is now very real. No sympathy 
for the Devil, keep that in mind. Buy the ticket, take the ride. "4 

cake 
topped 
baking before custody 

see ' chalk ' 
flake 

bank 
in the cavity 

crisped morning 
somehow wetter 

'c' to the 't' 

was a problem 

than droplets 

to the 'a' to the 'g ' 
double 'g ' 
no snoop 
busted 
pissing in the forensic pool 
see: 'gene '. 'adhesive ', 'strand ' 
see 

the future of anonymity 
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dripping 

droplet 

dust 

echo 

electron 

embers 

erosion 

1Im 

the secret of every great stock 
deglazed 

when all is lost to the sun 's greed 
and wildebeests lapping 

lapping 
lapping 

it becomes more precious than -
at the pool 

once, in a photograph labeled 'macro', one sat cradled in a wheat stalk 
and I thought 

this must be mother nature 's high life 
her own microbrewery 

I consider the photograph ill-titled 

do you think the ancients were concerned about so little? 

"It might perhaps be advisable to give word-names to the things we have 
been calling a, b, and c ... Suppose we call the things a, residues , the things 
b, derivahons, and the things c, derivatives. ,o 

let's pretend 
mankind 
never learned 

to split the atom- that 

we stuck to hairs 
and wood 
and peas 

still flicker with shy slivers 
dancing in orange 

T c. The leavings of a destructive agent. 7 

there was a time when senility was expected 
then someone invented a name for it 
now it has an acronym 

hardly worth remembering 

tint hue 

after hurricane jeanne 
the canals streaked 
with floating silvery rainbows 

layer 
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and all the ducks 
wore slimy socks 
for weeks 

fingerprints 

fizz 

ftake 

flecks 

foam 

fold 

footprint 

bifurcation 

a single ridge that divides into two ridges 

friction spurs lakes 

basins 
pools 

forensic 

evidence 

we each have a unique topography 

wonder 
growing and shedding 
leaving itself behind 

ridges 
islands 

a 
tiny geographical 

"When a man says no to champagne, he says no to life. "6 

once, it was just snow 
and fish scales 
shed 

but now 
cereal 
how strange 

of paint are just as luminescent 
certainly less 
of nature 

see 
'zest ' 

after a furlong 

loss is easiest when it's only the ante 

see 'fingerprint' 
add shoes 

fill with plaster 
set with a wait 

and soils 

and name brand ridges 
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fossil 

fragment 

fringe 

froat 

reference 'footprint ' 
subtract the surface 
increase the pressure 
rep lace the so i ls 
with layers and ages 
and set with a wait 

enough sa id 

in england 
bangs 

cowg irl couture 

benefits 

sways 

baby boomers ' beloved bard 
chills sli ck 
sheets w indows 
in tablets for scraping 

from superg lue 

.. 
• d. Phr. in, or for, the residue, for the rest

9 as to the remainder. 

in america 

in movies 

in the 80 's 

in taxi windows 

create an adhes ive to powde r 

and controlled fog 
develops a scale for individual ity 

police 
see ' lint' 
stat ic 

refer to ' fumes ' 

pressure 
someth ing funny 

3d puzzles 

see 'oil' 

see 'hiccup ' 

repl icate intricate architectures 
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glimpse 

glitter 

graffiti 

grain 

grease 

grime 

grit 

groove 

the challenge lies 

not in the re-construction 

but the decision: 
what to do with it 

when it's no longer 
a challenge 

on the periphery 

"We've become a race of peeping toms. "10 

glitz 
new year's frills 
and folly 

urban canvas 
for lifted cans 

tagged 
for cipher 

moment 
hops 

ease the squeaky wheel 
scales 
word 

marries only the best quality 
tile 

how is it that the pearl is precious 

this irritation 
in the mantle 's folds 
rounded and smoothed 
by pressure 

every creature secretes such th ings 

it's true 

canal 
trench 

movement 
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hiccup 

hint 

indentation 

leftovers 

lint 

morsel 

mulch 

murmur 

nibble 

track 

speed bump for fast eaters 
and excessive conversationalists 

recipe for a cure 
teaspoon 
sugar 
eight ounces of water 
drawn through a straw 
a deep breath 
a scream 

in every aspect of being 
there is evidence of having been 

when celebrities get on their knees over wet cement 
hands and feet 

slate the status quo 

is there not enough here that you had to rummage through the fridge as well 

fine find in the cavity created by one's first feeding tube 
but never in one 's last 

memory 
(so often at the center of it all] 

the past 
tastes bittersweet 

mountains are manmade 
in south florida 
seasonally 
with mounds of hurricane debris 
and erosion evolves 
into a matter of mechanics 

see 'urn ' 
heart 

hiccup 

impossible 
for vampires 
or investors 
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nugget 

numbness 

oil 

part 

particle 

pebble 

peel 

perspiration 

petal 

piece 

pit 

tease 

in every defense 
altruism must rest here 
eventually 

possibly the most resistant 

thus far 
"For nothing can be sole or whole I That has not been rent. "12 

see above 'part ' 
add ice and a straw 
between the sea and what you don 't hear 

regret 
anxiety 

see ' rind ' 
or don 't 

remorse 

this onionskin 

there were damp places 
no one could explain 
in those days 
see 'stench ' 

refer to 'sweat ' 
eventually 

apologies once bound 
easily shed 
and the floor 

can be swept clean enough 

even the most old-fashioned birds will give in to a coyote 
with an acme catalog 

and a platinum credit card 

machiavelli's foxes dug wholes 
not holes 

his lions rowed whores 
not oars 

and pareto 's plains hunters leave little more than dung 
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pleat 

pollen 

pulp 

receipt 

reflection 

refraction 

remnant 

reverberation 

for other classes 

fold 
furl 

iron into private educations 
and popular pornography 

for a khaki khaki world 

off-the-feet sweet production 

the meatiest parts may be found in the middle 
see 'hint ' 

proof of purchase 
kept to trace the numbered 

3. ta. Math.= REMAINDER 13 

b. Number Theory. A remainder left 
when a given number is 

divided into some integer. 14 

bonnard painted his wife several hundred times 
during their time together and 
even as she reached her seventies 
his recollections of her youth were 

she never aged 

light 's seduction 
dances 

and winks 
with trickery 

on canvas 

so fresh 

a decent seamstress would have made you a quilt 
for the big show in the lawn 

there was little left to stitch into 
after you were gone 

but 

so some of us 

instead of searching 
try googling 'vibration ' 
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rind 

ripple 

rock 

rubble 

rust 

salt 

sand 

ground or shaved see 'zest ' 

watermelon makes a thick 
chunky 

pickle 
no one seems to finish 

doppler 
shift in frequency 

wavelength 
undulation 
· And soon the fragments dim of lovely forms 
Come trembling back, unite, and now once more"15 

after one hundred and four years 
the last of the shackled left the island 

RESIDUUM- n: 
1. That which remains; a residue 

[ ... ) 
b. Applied to persons 
of the lowest class. 16 

in nineteen sixty-three but indians return again 
and again 
to remind us that 'seditious conduct' 
once led others to land by a different stone of sorts 
on a coast over three thousand miles away 

say 
barney 

flaky crust 

can we talk about the uncanny resemblance 
between you and your son 

what 's up with that 

not entirely unlike a good pie 

"You've got to remember that these are just simple farmers . These are people 
of the land. The common clay of the new West. You know. . 
morons." 17 

even where coasts are blackened 
charred 

folded under 
with rippling stipples 
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sap 

sawdust 

scar 

scrap 

seed 

shadow 

shake 

shard 

shaving 

shell 

growing there 

patsy 
sticky fool 

curls in spirals 
and strips 
with tiny splits 

sharp-edged 
yet tender 
and fragile 

at the grain 

as summer wheat 

imagine a turf war in the milky way 

tryst 
affair 

maybe something else altogether 

steaming 
with newness 

there must be something 

the moon is pot-marked with pummeling 
from jupiter's sling-shot rocks 

it's been our garbage can lid 
all this time 

maybe not 

be careful what you plant in your bed 

if only whispers 
caught in the throat 

stayed there 

bag-bottom brown-bud 

one sharp slice 
and golf is a contact sport 

points 

' When the muzzle of the firearm gets next to or is in contact with the target 
hot gases escaping from the muzzle at high velocity will typically rip , tear, 
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shimmer 

silt 

sliver 

smoke 

speck 

shred , and/or melt the material of the target. "18 

an illusion to something of value 
stars only twinkle 

yes , the delta loves 
you 

yes 
th e d e lta 

in nursery rhymes 

loves you 
yes 

the delta loves you 
cuz 

george bush 
told me so 

tells me a good hand 
is extended 
not on the blackjack table 
but in the pocket 
of the man next to me 

tells me 
there 's no such thing as a sieve 
that separates everything 

like that green slice of the pie chart 
one percent key lime 

says this --------- many people 
have a virus and will die 

the rest of the world is meringue 
and you 

you were allergic 

but 
how many times have we shared 
a seem ingly social 

ritual 
and wondered 
why we cannot just do this 
anywhere 

there is no way to spec ify 
how much 
in girth 
or weight 
in mass 

to eggs 

or measurement 
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splinter 

spoil 

stain 

static 

stem 

stench 

the range 

shave a tree 
thinly 

is infinitesimal 
as much as infinite 

or mash rice 
wafer-like 

press any of it 
into so-he I p-me-g od-prom ise-to-tell- the-whole-truth-and-nothing 
(though most of us swear the thing is hollowed) 
but the truth 

wonders if the bailiff holsters tweezers 

folks blamed the rum 
came for the rum 
ran the rum 

folks wanted the sun 
created some fun 

then tried to call these places 

and disinfectant wipes 

home 

"The ignorant masses of such great cities as New York, Cincinnati, Chicago, 
San Francisco, together with the dangerously lar~e "tramp· class .. . answer 
better to what is called in England 'the residuum· .· 

i expect someday 
to arrive home 
and find on my doorstep 
a mat 
initialed 'PL' or 'GO ' or 'HG ' 
caught by a warning 

with reference to treading heavily 

the crooked limb 
plucked from the shake 
is still perfectly good 
to smoke 

"The poor little street-bred people that vapour and fume and brag "20 

see 'sweat ' 
curdle 

-adj. 
Remaining, surviving. 1 
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strand 

streak 

stubble 

sweat 

tartar 

thread 

tip 

he could have been on that mat 
with his dogs 

if only 
language hadn 't interfered 

smear 
run in such a manne( a~\() 

briefly expose one 's nakedness 

like campaigning 
or speed-dating 

in the grout 
like weeds 

burns 
freshly shaved skin 

salts 
the eye 

dampens 

seeks 
cloth 

dimples 
divots 
crevices 

see 'silt ' 

potato chip plaster 

a terrible 
seamstress 

trying to make a quilt 
batting 
pulled too thin 

had only this 
to offer and 

when it 's acceptable 
to pierce an eye 

advice 
offering 

to pool 
congregate 
live 

in basins 

probably too late 
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track 

tremor 

twig 

um 

vapor 

zest 

wager 
at twenty percent 

to 'butt' 
however 

to back 
refer to the center 

trace the spikes 
and veins 

under the surface 
everything bruises 
and somet imes 
tissues swell 

even the largest plates sh ift 
as the mantle bulges 

of it all 

fears are something like th is 

" I wasn 't powerful enough to f ight it off. I couldn 't snub it (w ith fr ill and 
style )" 22 

because a murmur 
or gesture 
is enough 

sometimes 

to tug upon the sleeve of a russian 

now that faint ing is no longer in style 
it may please the publ ic to know 
passing out isn't black like people say 
a flash of light spurs the retina 
and the dark is only there 
so we notice 

see 'rind' 
shave skin 

Every day: (re )defining , re (de )f ining , rede(fin i)ng what is left beh ind . 
Every day: some(one )thing is left behind . 

Every day is left behind . 
Every day is left . 

Every day is . 
Every day. 

Every . 
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Inside a 12-step program for [unknown] poets 

<i> 

Hi. I'm here because I, 
well, I... 

urn, sometimes, I.. . 
write 

poetry. 

At least I think it's poetry. It's a lot like song lyrics . I think . I'm pretty sure [is that the 
Ark of the Covenant?] ... yeah, pretty sure .. . it's poetry. It's about love and life and 

stuff like that. 

Can someone else go now? (I have to pee) 

2 

Hi. Do I have to state my name? 
Okay. I'm - do I have to say my last name too? Oh, 
Okay. I've been told I need to read more to write better. 
Can someone make recommendations? 

Ill 

Hi, my name is ___ and I 'm rhyme-obsessed. 

Of course it came first - before the days 
when one learns it is possible for lines to end 
without cramming some contextually-awkward bays 
and off-suited negotiations for a vowel's bend . 

I recognize this now, and vow to mend 

<4> 

Thank you. 

Oops. 

My name is and I really do understand now. I know where I went wrong. I was 
too cryptic, too 

abstract. 

I've got subscriptions to magazines 
with squares of poetry 
blocked between ads 
and stories . 
I read them 
in the bathroom. 

They're really good and they've taught me a lot, 
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I think. 

5 

Bless me ... for I have ... 
sorry, wrong meeting. 

6 

S'up? My name is . (You all know me by now, don't you?). For the new people : 
I'm accessible and detailed. Just today I found 42 different descriptors for the skin of a 
cherry. I like 'blood-streaked mahogany' best. What do you think? I can change it. I 've 
got 41 other options . 

7 

Hi, my name is _____ and I 'm a coupleholic . 

I suppose you could say they just to go together 
Two lines in synch, paired as if married. 

Divorce is inevitable in this day of cutting the tether 
But gives opportunity to experiment and vary . 

~t 

Hello, my name is [I dare you to Google me] and I'm metrically-
challenged, but it hasn 't been an issue . Honestly, I 'm not sure that lyric stuff is even 
necessary . 

After all, 

<nine> 

I've been published 
online. 

Good evening, I am , as most of you may already know. I realize now I 
was arrogant and crass at our last meeting . I'd be happy to help anyone who needs it 

Except during the week. 
I work. 

Or, urn, every-other Saturday. You know how 
custody works, don 't you? 

TEN 

Hello, my name is ____ . (It only makes sense to admit this now) : I 'm a cannibal. 
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We eat our own, slurp them from the page, 
swish them 
between our gums and teeth, plunge 
the ooze to backs of our throats, 
gargle 

gargle 
gargle 

swirl 
and swallow. 

XI 

[Coming here is like revisiting the past. Why the hell do I keep returning? I realize I owe 
them for support, for my 'recovery', but what about my well-being, my writing, my 
career? I suppose it could help me. Yes, 'holies' are in, aren't they?] 

Yes, hello. I'm sorry. I was distracted. 

-XII-

Good evening. I am known as and only close friends call me otherwise. 
I'm no longer certain why I still sit among you. 

[You need me.] 

You need me 
to sit straight, 
to carpet your steps, to cushion them 
with thick padding, and 
wax the rail. 

You need me 
to nod graciously and hold the preface page while I inscribe something pseudo-personal 
with a thick marker that bleeds through and forces you 

to buy another copy. 
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