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1 

Bacchanalia 

I fell hard and long 
to know the feeling of ground would be 

to lift a snowy sheet 
off the body 

seeing sacrifice in skin and eyes so empty 

I speak violence and flames 

but choose lips carefully 

despite the poisonous tongue, I am sweet 
in my cruelty 

I dance light 

or is there a certain heaviness 
in the executioner’s step 

a hood over my eyes 
would be 

too simple and too soft 
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Queen Ant 

thirty years i presided 
over this humid hill  
and for thirty more i will sit 
swollen and pretty  
as a russet moon 

/ 

taking flight amidst 
a roar of 
twelve generations at once 

/ 

a calling to be 
simultaneously feared 
and a trembling 
virgin ruler 

/ 

thousands will grow wings 
and thousands more will become 
barren to do my bidding 

/ 

failure is a known outcome 
for daughters of mine 
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without crowns 
who are we and what 
 
/ 
 
can be done 
once the drops 
start to fall and the flood 
washes away 
every mound and cavern 
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I Like Things a Little Off 

 
but 
 
your face is one schism 
after another  
 
wish I could draw your mouth 
after I fill it with 
piping hot    nothingness 
 
know when I ask you about 
 
//////  
 
I mean 
  are you in love with 
  my dramatic line breaks 
 
in the same way 
sky has become all at once restricting  
but also without period 
 
or precision 
 
I would like to  
      be a part of  
you, which is also the same thing as saying 
 
I would like to swallow every digit 
you give me and spit out  
 a solvable equation 
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Will I Drink Your Words 
 
dare I  
hope to taste something of  myself  
                 how badly do I want 
to disjoint   and to divide 
 
more than I want to coil 
 a leg around your body      are we  
 
talking or are we talking 
 
the difference in roots and in rain 
  clouds will form when you speak  
  I will shape an origin story with my tongue 
 
     can you 
end this the right way, the earthquake way 
  create a chasm   push me over 
 
tremble     the earth 
 
with your shame as I fall  
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Dear 
 
are  
   there  
 
enough 
pink constellations for you 
       to trace 
astronaut, 
am I fodder 
   
if so, then  
 
I will cut off my breasts 
to spite my  
“nebulous chest” 
 
I hope you like gore  
  
map me 
                  as did 
 
the others, tell me all about 
      my shortcomings 
 
      see how 
they glitter  
  against the night 
 
ripe for your muse 
 
 guess which is worse 
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taking centuries 
 
   to fade 
or  
 
being left alone 
 
 to implode  
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Space Water   
        
When I was a little girl, I wanted to be a planet 
because I thought time moved backward in space 
 
(rain being sucked back into the clouds) 
 
I wondered what it would be like to stand 
in the sky with my arms stretched out from pole to pole 
to whisper “let there be rain” 
and the rain would fall in reverse 
 
To be Neptune, for once, so impossibly  
full and blue 
 
I asked  
what happens when the air runs out of air 
do we become fish, then 
 
What will happen to the dry things 
down below 
when I have soaked up all the water
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Expectations 

               
to be held and to hold, knowing me when my thoughts are blue 

no more fever dreams, stop all your watches at the same time 
feed you the creamy faces, lick minutes off my fingers  
 
running out of miles to give, come to me 
find a nest among teeth, settle down, settle for less 
or expect more, for once, loosen my grip on the cliff 
 
skin feels as soft as I thought, make something for me 
out of every jackal I ever saw, name it after a weekday 
be savage first, cruel with my name 
 
somewhere I can’t breathe deep, blank face to pencil in 
looking over shoulders at your smile, mocked to death 
laughed right out of bed, taking flight once the weather turns 
 
too quickly, cycles around your sounds 
forced to write about trees, don’t even think about sleeping 
for now dispose of it, leave all your signs at the door 
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Clear Points Jabbing 
 
along city sky 
 
not certain 
 
of this simplicity, tasting teeth for days 
 
going south as always 
I told you, fall means no breath 
means bite 
  means cling means help means me means  
bearing it 
leaves  no other option 
 
open to a long drive 
  or at least dropping 
 
off  
 
 like this, I can smell dotted lines 
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Save Me a Soft-Cornered Bed 
 
and all the pretty metal plates  
between teeth to blind 
 
I am your piece of science 
your commodity, black hole 
       bearer  
exchanged for a sharper model 
more edge, less rounded 
       less 
“I can make pillows out of your tits” 
 
this is what happens to continents 
      after a takeover 
I am conquered, 
hating every second 
 
my worth is your business 
     fit the collar 
and ask me why I’m tired 
I dare you to look into my  
raccoon eyes 
 
spoon feed me honesty 
 
    tell me 
was my back always ripe 
for this?  
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Children of the Corn 
 
I went to the gym in preparation 
ate only food that did not float when submerged in water 
plucked out every single arm hair with my fingernails 
and still  
 
the corn wept as we drove past 
wringing hand-husks, asking 
how could I possibly be prepared 
 
but we arrived 
at the infamous farm of your childhood 
where the baseboards leaked coffee grounds 
and the ghosts of your jail sentence 
liked to rattle windows 
 
you showed me the attic 
main feature a straw mattress 
with a metal pail for all the shit 
“romance isn’t my forte,” you said sheepishly 
before locking the door 
 
I ate my prickly bed 
the first night you slept through your alarm 
until my throat was scratched raw and 
your only remedy was half-dissolved zinc 
 
the fever got worse 
and you blamed your sexual prowess 
ignoring peeping eyes of soybeans 
through the door 
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“I think I need a doctor,” I said 
and you shushed me.  
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String Dreams 
 
counting teeth on statues 
the stony likeness which i dreamt 
every night, beneath the single glowing eye 
of my father 
 
will granite’s mouth move as a puppet’s 
under careful manipulation  
 
wondering  
who it was  
  who thought  
a ventriloquist could make a respectable 
career out of selling vinegar as honey 
 
out of fooling us all, crafting rumors 
that inanimate objects could actually speak 
could have a human bone in their non-human body 
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After the Bad News 
 
at the doctor’s office 
I went home 
to the city 
and I took to the mailbox 
with a bat 
your words 
arrived by 
carrier pigeon 
after that 
saying silly girl 
I’ll have your babies 
as if 
your womb 
could solve 
my problem 
as if 
as if 
babies were the problem 
physical 
flesh  
to have 
to hold 
not inadequacy 
never failure 
as a woman 
being unable 
to bear 
it 
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Public Display of Grief 
 
I see the weasels now 
scurry to your bloated bedside 
 
my likeness flickers on the outskirts 
of the barred hospice 
 
where mice dare to enter 
my wings only beat against  
 
glass eyes 
mouth open wide to swallow 
 
your rattling 
ghost limbs 
 
don’t say I didn’t try to be 
kinder 
 
animals can overcome me 
in humming swarms 
 
stampedes to claim you as friend 
before I can tear an eyelash 
 
they feast on your scraps 
their inaccuracies 
 
live while you do not 
and my muteness deafens 
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Green Light Means On 

 
there is a city myth about coffee pots 
left too long sitting on hot plates 
 
how the cheap ones will crack and catch fire 
on the day you forget to wear your special  
 
polka dot underwear, or worse 
when you’ve left blue hairlets in the sink 
 
for the firemen to find near paisley 
hand towels smeared with clown paste 
 
the same myth mentions faces 
not the specific lines or moles or circles but 
 
under certain conditions 
such as the third sunset on the fifth day 
 
of the longest year of your life 
a man will lean over your rumpled bed 
 
his hair will taste like grocery store 
grounds and his face will remind you of 
 
a time in the very near future  
when he will wear a pillowcase to fool 
 
the dumbest of your personalities 
sweeping away every one of your smiles 
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Something You Can Do   

 
Here is something you can do 
Google “romance novels make me cry”  
and feel as an ant does 
in the shadow of ugly boots 
 
when you’re done with the scrolling 
peel yourself off 
leg by leg to see the imprint left 
behind 
 
(try to convince yourself it’s not 
lonely lotion grease) 
 
wonder out loud to the next bed 
“does this hair/arm/nail/tooth 
look abnormal to you?” 
expect him to say  
“of course not, you’re beautiful” 
even as it grows an extra head 
 
walk around with your new 
appendages, safe in the knowledge 
mutants can still be desirable 
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Recycled Words are the Best Words 
 
a copy of a copy,  
I am 
 
eating half chewed food 
from the other’s mouth 
  
waste not want not 
 
do you not want 
 
us   
 
to bury  
our stolen thoughts 
and pretend 
 
there was never harm in the night 
never a whisper  
 
of doubt  
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Guy From Work had a Threesome 
 
before you accuse 
me 
of voyeurism  
know I am  
simultaneously  
 
broken and breaking 
a jar for every  
time I  
accidentally felt 
jealous  
 
how strange 
to look through a fishbowl 
and 
sense a glitch in the glass 
 
how free would I 
feel  
without my body 
in the reject pile 
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Rain Covered His Bones 
 
Instead of flesh 
so when we met in dingy rooms 
I was swallowing storms 
and lakes ran from my fingers 
after everything I groped 
 
I could never forget lightning  
screaming from his eyes 
 
torrents 
 
when I picked up a battered suitcase 
containing the dreaded 
“nomad heart”  
 
And, his teeth, a perpetual grin 
the floodgates I feared 
would never open to bear 
a ship like mine 
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Ghost in Girl Costume 
 
she is allowed 
to cut two eyes out of a pale sheet 
and slip it over her solid body, as if there is nothing 
in being substantial, of having skin to pinch 
 
she is allowed to wander 
musty corridors at night making “ooooo” sounds 
and everyone will be terrified at first 
but then giggle because, silly, spirits aren’t real 
 
but the minute I try to be something other than 
a slinking pastel ectoplasm, suddenly, I’m a jerk 
my sad songs are ear sores and to brush an icy 
tendril across a blood-warmed cheek, unimaginable 
 
I tried, a long time ago, the most odd shade 
of murder red lipstick 
but when I pressed the color to my lips,  
my non-flesh swallowed it whole 
 
for eight years I existed with random 
bits of makeup floating around in my body: 
the strange lipstick, a clumpy mascara wand,  
and a whole palette of plum eyeshadow  
 
I try to be a little more than 
what I am on a daily basis: irrelevant fog 
tapping on a girl’s windshield or dust 
living under a sagging bed 
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I like to think, one year, one century 
I will walk into a trendy craft store and 
use all my collected coupons to buy pretty felt 
and hair-colored yarn 
 
I will make myself a costume 
and then I, too, will make “ooooo” sounds 
and everyone will wonder who the ghost girl is 
and where they can get one and how they can be one 
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It Repeats 
 
they rise  
along my tongue 
 
 first 
 
& farther  
up  
turn into snakes  
I knew 
so  
 smooth  
 
easy  
as eating  
my own teeth 
 
shoved back  
 
 would  
you feed 
them all at once 
to me 
 
& force  
 
dreams down  
   
 my throat 
 
as I  
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lie 
stiff   as a  
 
& you 
 
press in 
   & I   
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