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For Pisaster ochraceus 

Pisaster, purple starfish off the Sound, 
all ossicle and shine, your lustrous back 
a million other stars contained in one: 
it’s rumored that the trade ships coming east 
brought pathogen or germ into the bay, 
but no one really knows the how or why 
of your disease, your pain, your twisting limbs— 
why lesions crawl up each of your five points, 
white and freezing hot. You’ll loop yourself 
to pieces, pull each leg against the rest 
in five directions, till you tear apart. 
Your body never knew this dance before. 
The brokenness and wasting come so quick. 

Before you tied yourself in violet knots, 
you could have lived to twenty years or more 
along the coldly green Seattle coast, 
waiting for May to spawn throughout the shoal— 
make manifest those new, as bright as you. 
Now you begin to shrink back into silt, 
your little children fading. Burning out. 

Could you be saved? What saving is there left? 
Survival was your craft, ten eons old, 
perfected long before we knew our names. 
But now the sun bears down, the water’s warm, 
and you sleep through the crooked days we waste 
on your behalf. The years are getting short 
and none of us concerned, as long as here, 
on Earth, in nightlight car or cocktail lounge, 
we sate and numb and sleep sufficiently. 

Is this what makes your wasting hard to watch— 
to see time’s face emblazoned on your back 
and know we built the calendar, the clock? 
A body wears down daily. Watch this trick: 
we too begin to break, but break so slow 
we cannot feel the wound until it kills. 
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Dance Lessons 

No one there to snap a photo of us then, 
mother and I. Laughter and overturned cups 
and the coffee table shoved aside for room, 
both of us around each other, looping 
fingers and arms like we really knew 
what we were doing. We faked so well 
no misstep could be caught: a social grace 
embedded in our genes, a chrysalis 
transforming a totality of dark— 
no one sees it melt. How visible 
the wince, the flash of pain, the sudden blush? 
Or did we whirl defiant into evening, 
like there weren’t so many new and too-tight skins 
to put on, so much bright silk to burn? 
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The Locksmith 
 
 
 
He is dragging the lake again, 
looking for bicycles, crushed-up carts. 
No one knows how long he’s done it, 
 
what the reason is. All day he throws 
the hook, the dredge-line through 
the vague, gray skin of water, 
 
pulling up more keys than anything: 
skeleton-style, too rusted to turn. 
He goes undeterred. We think, 
 
how his hands must chafe at the splintery rope— 
all the tons he pulls, catching the odd accident, 
the car. Sisyphus and boulder. 
 
We watch from the adjacent shore, 
supplicant voyeurs in our own back yards, 
waiting for the day he catches something bigger: 
 
a second earth, the color black, 
and inside that: more black, more earth. 
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Cherry-Picking 

No time for powder or mascara. Our nails 
have lost their polish. It’s summertime 
in Leelanau, the air a humid swell, 
but the lake across the road welcomes 
our tired, dirty ankles at the pier. 

When eating cherries, one must suck out 
the pit: we spit ours as far as they will fly, 
keep score, compete. The juice runs down your chin, 
massacres your shirt. No inch of us is clean, 
here by rusted boats and mussels. We don’t mind. 
If someone saw, they might think us wild, 
running back to the orchard, leaning off ladders 
at the high branches: rough hair like nests, 
faces smeared crimson. Wincing the taste: 
so sweet at first, then the always-shock 
of tartness cloaked in smooth red skin. 
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Driving Away from Marfa, Texas 
 
 
 
We’re comical, tequila-drunk, in this stylish teepee bar 
sunk half-below the clay. Nights like these 
I wonder how the locals feel, us sightseers 
invading the desert to black out in Terlingua. 
Hours later we head home, all of us buzzing 
in the sunset’s wake, and catch a glimpse of the Mystery Lights: 
how they careen upward, hovering a moment, 
then fall back down to the reddish glow 
from which they all emerge. 
 
The tourist trap is a plateaued parking lot: 
the Mystery Lights Viewing Center, with restrooms 
and coin-operated binoculars. For fifty cents 
you can see forever. Geologists have answered the questions 
that made the lights mysterious, but none among us 
really wants to know—we all still cling to wonder, 
that wide-eyed, breathless high. How dull 
to drive I-67 and only see optical illusion, fires, mirage.  
 
But this is the world. There is danger in unknowing: 
the fool denies the melting glacier, rising sea, 
the lake at the top of the world. Even the desert 
mutates, each year greener, boasting more ocotillo, 
fewer deer. We do not mention them now. Now, 
barreling down the highway, we are sated on spectacle 
and the dull red light. There is no answer. We ask only 
what raves in the distance, the alien cloud 
twisting out the night, despite what we know 
about headlights, oil rigs, a change in the weather. 
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The Biologist on the Dust Devil 
 
 
 
Consider the dust devil— 
the incorporeal corpse, 
the twisting column of soil 
thrown aloft by wind. 
How many bodies 
returned to the earth 
just to be sent to sky? 
If not for what’s invisible 
no one would think to ask. 
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Whitby, Northern Yorkshire 
“Whitby,” a surname from 

the Danish words for  
“white” and “town” 

 
 
 
Whoever named the place must have come in from the ocean, 
seen the looming face of the cut bluffs ahead. 
Further inland, there is knotted green, and a nest of red brick, 
where the fishermen live. Their boats are bright, 
mostly light orange and yellow, like a warming horizon. 
But the cliffs are white. They are intractably white, 
and if you stand on the shore of the North Sea in winter, 
you can’t tell the rest of the world from the stone. 
As a child, I stood there for an hour, or more, 
a toy wooden sword in my hand, and imagined 
a mammoth ship coming in—someone at the helm, 
a set of eyes looking for mine to sort mirage from real, 
both of us lost in white space, our visions. 
Years later, I remember those fishermen’s boats, how their colors 
must have been carefully chosen, not for ornament, 
but the safety of the men: how simple it must be 
to lose oneself in that sea, mistake it for sky, 
crash into rocks or one another, blind and groping. 
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Science of the Ghost Machine 
 
 
 
The body tempts distance, 
delineates the earth, 
gives signal to the space 
between two ghosts. 
We live within machines 
that run their errant clocks 
and then break down. 
 
The ghost inside 
is more tenacious. 
Think apparition, 
think spirit: appearing act. 
Breath. The science 
of coming into view, 
then dispersing 
in midair. What is visible 
is not always strong. 
Take the wind—the way 
it topples the city, 
flattens the house, 
breaks the frame. 
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How to Study Light 
 
 
 
Because blackness can be bright, 
you may take a long night walk. 
Stop at corners to inspect the gleam 
of lamps on pavement. Back in the house: 
books on wavelengths and wattage. 
Look for some kind of switch. 
 
If the power goes out: no light for miles. 
There is danger in unseeing. 
When two hands take a match to strike, 
you may not know if they are yours. 
A candle shapes a lonely space. 
Stare hard into the wavering flame. 
Time yourself. At the minute mark, 
with eyes closed, you will see black spots: 
not the bright work of pavement, lamp, 
but dark, opaque like your rooms beyond, 
wide-open and gaping like mouths. 
You won’t stop coming close to the glow, 
though it burns the air you breathe. 
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Junk Drawer 
 
 
 
The ancient flashlight belongs 
in a utility belt, my father’s, 
but it’s come to rest here 
beside the D-cells we never use. 
I pull it out, shine it to see the rest— 
snapped sheets of bubble wrap, 
one-hole punch, pink-rubber eraser 
gone gray. The credit cards bearing 
my mother’s outworn married name. 
Why not just toss them out? 
 
I’ve become attached. I keep going back, 
peering in the drawer each week 
like something else will come, but 
everything is dust. A decade’s ash. 
My father hasn’t worn that belt in years. 
My mother’s name has changed. 
Only entropy is certain. I cut 
a piece of ribbon, loop it down 
to rest atop a hammer. To tie things, 
to fabricate an order. Or maybe 
this is all I get—this is it. 
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The Biologist on The Monarch 
 
 
 
When I was five, he opened class, 
a shadowbox of tacked-up insects 
tucked in his arm like a baby. 
 
We looked at scarab beetles,  
iridescent beneath sterile glass, 
gawked too at grasshoppers, a crowd 
of wretched centipedes. The monarch, 
pinned wing-by-wing against the corkboard, 
was all but still in flight. Monarch: 
one who rules alone, sole arbiter of her world. 
I could not stop staring, the way  
all children can’t, as if, unblinking, 
I might learn secrets. 
 
Did she have any? Who among us 
kept secrets of our own? I didn’t have many, 
save for those nights my little shadow 
stole along the dim ridge of the hall— 
how I crept behind the couch to hear 
the ice clink down my father’s glass. 
 
 
* 
 
 
The little animals alive in us 
when we are young— 
we learn to speak them, spell them 
before we understand what it is 
we say, write, do. The feral child, 
once older than three, will not talk. 
There is only sight. Take this video: 
the child, raised in closets, who mumbles 
as she looks away. She adds up 
each of the linguist’s motions, 
calculating care, reward, threat. 
 
 
* 
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The biologist said the monarch 
rarely changes routes: each winter, 
a pilgrimage to Mexico. The return 
begins in spring. I refused to believe 
she could be so simple, the one 
who makes her rules. Look, I never said, 
how her wings are longer than the male’s. 
How she was more vibrant, blacker 
at the edges. More capable of flight. 
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MRI 
 
 
 
My father said he once fell asleep 
to the whirr of the machine, 
dreamed through the clicks, 
magnetic heat on his skull. Soothing, 
he said. I arrive at the clinic 
pure nerve and tremor, 
a weeks-old headache 
at the base of my neck. 
I’m given a gown. I am told 
to lie still. The stereo hums. 
When the test begins 
my chest is a fire—the space 
too small. I cannot dream here. 
 
This morning, I thought 
to ask the nurse for the scan. 
What does the brain map 
when music is played? 
I leave silent instead. 
I already know: centers of fear, 
the amygdalae, 
two empires of orange 
overtaking the black. 
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Parallels 
 
 
 
On TV, a riot in Baltimore: masked children 
working their bodies through shattered glass. 
On the radio, Stephen Hawking replies 
it’s possible: a parallel universe 
where Zayn Malik never left One Direction. 
Finally, a question about something important, 
he quips. The headlines are a brazen jumble, 
a smug catch-all to test our patience. 
In this universe, where talking heads 
condemn dissent, a protest, fire, 
I drive a road like the gunmetal sky. 
Thirty miles south, tornadoes grope the ground 
and work their way through a hundred homes. 
As above, so below, some occult sage once said: 
what happens here is always happening somewhere else. 
Where incense burns, time burns a little faster. 
A thousand miles away, my fists are hurricanes. 
Inside my storm-tossed car, the radio whines. 
The rain at the windshield, in its quest to right 
the winter’s wrongs, is not quiet or still. 
Neither peaceful nor compliant. 
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Melanoma 
 
 
 
The lakeshore is a death trap: all those tan girls sunning, 
flipping their smooth bodies every fifteen minutes. 
 
Everyone knows nothing stops the light. Today, 
the mole on your wrist, one you’ve had since birth, 
 
feels different, rough in the center. Look close 
to see the small sick bumps, as though an island 
 
in a champagne sea sprouted seven black anthills. 
Like the plates of the planet shifted, shook everything, 
 
left jagged cliffs of darkness in their wake. 
What landscape gives away. 
 
What danger to be a naked corner of earth, 
the water’s opaque and shining body glistering your edges. 
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Broken Bowl 
 
 
 
What is an artifact? the placard reads, 
child’s-eye-level on the dim second floor. 
Overhead, the shelved ceramic bits 
give silent answer behind their glass 
and hollow spotlight. Two figures on the bowl 
in cracked embrace beneath the rim—a woman, 
reclined, the man risen above her. Her breast 
is exposed. It hangs low like fruit, cupped 
in the crook of his arm. Nearby, a river 
forked by the break. The missing piece 
rests higher up on the wall. 
 
The placard suggests a range of dates, 
a time when Athens and Rome were new,  
but I can’t fathom the era of polished lovers 
shined to a gloss. Real as everything. 
I wonder who shelved her, the lover, 
in this cave of a room, obscene and dark 
as an adult film house running matinees. 
 
Glass won’t stop time, nor docents, alarms. 
Did she want this? I imagine she wanted 
to lie down in the era no one remembers, 
which porcelain can do no justice, and feel 
the man’s weight like a stone on her body 
as the river pushed past the sodden bank, 
swept the city away and broke this bowl. 
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The Hungry Ghost, 
 
 
 
you tell me, comes from Buddhist myth: 
the most depraved and vicious of us 
return to Earth for more. Your eyes 
are slowly sinking pools, your body 
languid in your black kimono. 
Your speech is bright but slurred. 
 
You tell me they must satisfy themselves 
through kill or appetite or sex, 
that they live in death like that forever, 
wisps of smoke on the fringe of sight. 
The room is dim. Your wrists: limp. 
You must move forward through space 
on inertia alone, no force upon you. 
 
I think we’re all like them, don’t you? 
Your eyelids barely rise. I nod, because 
it’s true: even now, as your pupils expand, 
my gaze is fixed on the lighter. The spoon. 
How easily things evaporate 
if held beneath such light. 
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After the Attempt 
—for M 

 
 
 
The January trees are indistinct as smoke. 
I-35 trickles on, offset by the panic 
of evening flares and a slow rain. 
Our halting gait: two feet forward, then 
more waiting. Every time someone wrecks 
 
I think, selfishly, Wake up. Keep your eyes on the road. 
As though to have an accident is to crash 
on purpose. We idle on the pavement while 
somewhere, in a throat-dark room, your mother 
sleeps off a shroud of morphine. I wonder 
what she will think when she wakes to the light, 
the nervous doctors, untold tests— will she recall 
the pills, the swallow, the gun in the dark? 
Or will it just be you, her second girl, 
your sweetness, green eyes, quiet voice. I imagine 
you’ll share those uneasy truths: These things happen, 
or I’m right here, the way you comfort children 
when they fall, scrape knees. Is it a sin 
to grow weary of being brave. Don’t we all wreck, 
in cars or living rooms, at life’s reeling edge. 
 
Now we inch down this length of bridge 
hung by rebar tightrope. Concrete seams. 
You must be miles away, rushing out the door 
for home, a core of mercy balled in your fist. 
A miracle we do not collapse, floating above the delinquent lake: 
how the world waits for days that flare just like this 
to open up and swallow us whole. 
  



	  19 

The Biologist on the Rat 
“Keep in mind that dissecting does not mean ‘to cut up;’ 

in fact, it means ‘to expose to view.’” 
—from a found instructional sheet 

 
 
 
 
Today we are dissecting a rat, a female, 
says the instructor. It is my twentieth year, 
and she, the rat, the weakest thing 
I can imagine: belly up, pink inside, 
all ossified muscle and puny heart. 
Our eyes water, not with formaldehyde, 
but fear. The instructor maps her insides 
with bald precision: her body is a science, 
a theorem, blunt example. 
 
 
* 
 
 
What we learn through digging: to cover 
back up. The underness of earth is rife 
with what is ugly. Such darkness escapes 
when light comes through. Last night, 
I dreamt I took a rusted shovel 
to a corner of prairie and dug for hours, 
turned soil over soil until my fingers bled, 
until the sun wilted to darkness 
and the dry ground cracked—inside, 
a bevy of long white worms, twisted 
like ribs, writhing down and down. 
 
 
* 
 
 
She is butterflied open. The rat 
has no secrets. Here is a threat: 
our hearts too are small. Our muscles 
stagnate from stasis, neglect. What mercy 
is there? What body sustains? 
 
Our orders are clear. Pull out 
this piece, another, palpate, 
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record—in the clinical light, 
against the instructor’s drone, 
my mouth is a stitch. Who among us 
will arbitrate the world? No one 
in the room can look, all of us grown 
but choking back invocations: 
mother, father, those we become— 
the forceps flash like mirrors. 
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Ars Poetica 
 
 
 
He begins the sound again, after a break 
for smokes or sandwiches or Irish coffee. 
The practice winds its way into my room 
in steady cadences—the paradiddle, 
the rolling snare, a bass hit, then a flam,  
all metronoming time in garish beats 
devoid of harmony. Isn’t the drum 
a special kind of dissonance. Throbbing 
discord shoved against a major quiet. 
When I think drum, I think of what it means: 
funeral dirge, a soldier’s march, the clock. 
It’s often difficult to write at home, 
to dampen all that sound escaping doors, 
but harder yet to ignore what it says— 
that time is something kept and yet unkept, 
that order is a man-made, rigid thing. 
The minute hand will move, and does not stop. 
Pentameter: I clap and clap my hands, 
make roses of my palms—two callused blooms. 
Do we keep time with syllables and sticks 
to keep the moments slow? Imagine storms, 
how thunder upsets time. How far it cracks 
and rolls, what seems like hours, through the earth, 
shocking still the things that walk the ground. 
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To Face Recurring Illness 
 
 
 
is to face hope again. False spring. 
The cup tilts toward light, spills out. 
 
Break the body down to constituent parts: 
what functions. What won’t. When ill, 
 
we are iced-out windows, smoke plumes  
from a wick, other scents stamped out. 
 
To revise profusely is to approach pleasure 
with a contrary mind and never arrive. 
 
The body too revises, resists purity. 
Hands ringed in bruise: mock sunrise, heat, 
 
a promise that breaks down daily. 
A horizon against a wall of smog. 
 
We must breathe anyhow. Rise. 
Till soil in March, fumble water, green. 
 
To lie down in the field is to know the grave 
as ours—our emptiness, our fruit. There, 
 
in the center of nectar: the stone of the peach. 
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February 
 
 
 
Nothing’s so impermanent 
as that airy, silent drizzle 
of snow, that light pulled out 
of the sky’s dark stone. 
 
July rain lingers longer: 
it congregates in puddles 
that pulse. Pounds the roof. 
Demands remembrance. 
 
But if I could 
I’d be the snow, 
not the hotheaded shower 
bullying worms 
out of the earth. 
 
I would fall on the street, 
wanting nothing, 
and wait my turn to melt. 
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Holarchy 
 
 
 
I split at the lip and in my halving 
become more whole, dividing endlessly, 
cell against cell. The world does this too, 
delegating tasks one level down, and so on. 
Accomplishment begs work— 
not gift or theft—and all we have 
is trust. Sometimes the owner 
lets the new kid close up shop: 
go on, unlock the register. I trust 
you will leave the things inside. 
  
Our bodies do this too. 
The brain, when undergoing strife, 
will pass a trust to strange and foreign lobes: 
go on and send the impulse there. 
I know nothing of your work, 
but look at what we built. Each craft: 
a mind so quick and whole, 
subversive in its way, not afraid or slow 
to question where it goes. 
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Erin Brings Me a Gift 
 
 
 
Then she reaches for her oxblood satchel 
to produce a corpse: cicada, whole, 
not shell nor exoskeleton 
but the entire creature, 
eyes intact and milk-white 
with new death, a bit of dust 
in the corner of each. 
 
I’ve never seen one close, not held 
in front of me, then on the table, 
then my hand. How light it is, 
head and mesonotum 
and abdomen no more than a gram, 
the forewing filmy-thin. The length of belly 
silver as tinfoil. Beyond breakable. 
I always thought cicadas were heavy 
as August heat, that chant-like drone 
that jars you awake. An urgent message 
lost in translation. It could be crushed 
inside my fist, crumble to nothing 
with a single shake. Erin says 
she found it walking the old part of town— 
 
What will you name him, she asks, 
and I don’t know, can’t think, 
as she closes my fingers around 
the little cadaver. This is only for you, 
she says, winds her scarf and walks 
back through the door, back 
to the tiny, graying world 
to find another. 
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At the Columbarium 
 
 
 
Grackles rasp at the wooden awning 
that shields the urns from the elements. 
So tidy, set in a convex row of stone, 
 
these people, their old bodies all undone. 
Most of them I never met: five priests, 
and their wives, interred later. Some daffodils 
 
a mourner left, tucked into the cleft of rock, 
have started to wilt in the too-bright sun. 
Hard to stand here and look. 
 
Why do we think of a future as ours? 
The mind allows just so much. If a truth 
aches, it says, discard. Shuffle back. 
 
Some would rather study the cracks in palms, 
not books, to forecast luck. The wind tosses clouds 
overhead. Elms weep their caterpillars on threads, 
 
and I watch one inch along my hand, 
cross line and freckle, those imminent fates. 
The earth allows just so much. What is certain? 
 
I blink and become a sliver of self, the contents 
of a box—a body—a soil—a sky. 
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Stormchasing 
 
 
 
The water filled our shoes, drenched our clothes, 
pressed leaves down roads too wet to walk. 
We got the car and drove, directionless. 
The night, untethered, whipped its wet black hair 
against the windshield glass, fogged to the seams. 
The dash clock lit your hands, the wheel; 
the only other lights, two cold streetlamps, 
burning on the ground like little worlds. 
 
In time, the clouds halved open like an egg. 
The storm’s not too far off, you said, and smiled. 
Streets wound through pounding rain, no glowing guide. 
An open field lay strangely still ahead, 
unmoving in the wake of flattened wind. 
Still unsure why we’d come so far so late, 
I watched my feet move shyly through the grass. 
I envied you, your curiosity. 
You watched the sky and looked for someone there. 
The face of some dead god, a cloak of air. 
 
Then: lighting snapped the space between our feet, 
a shard of light cut hard against your face; 
the clouds were greener than the bladed grass, 
the same shade as your eyes. Each fiber 
binding my own body whole stood up 
and bristled, static, bright, alive.  
Your fingers moved like gravity. 
You pulled me close, the way the wind takes leaves. 
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Mother As Snowstorm 
 
 
 
Remember Goshen? I was just fourteen 
when you and I drove fifteen hours north 
for Christmas, our neglected pilgrimage 
to Amish Country and your mother’s house. 
Like you, she looked each snowstorm in the face 
and sipped her scotch while Lawrence Welk droned on. 
I’d just learned how to shoot real photographs 
on some old Canon camera you’d found, 
and Christmas Eve, you got so sick of sitting— 
 
let’s take a little walk, you said. I donned 
a hat, knit gloves, three layers of socks, my boots 
and watched you glide into a summer coat, 
just stockings and a pair of Mary Janes. 
The sun was giving out behind the clouds 
(it must’ve been fifteen degrees or less) 
but you were born to weather the midwest: 
when you were young, your parents kept the heat 
turned off until December blew through town 
to freeze your windows shut on either side. 
Grandfather dragged your brothers to the porch 
those mornings they refused to rise from bed: 
cold hands, warm heart, he’d say. I said it too 
 
and followed you into the empty street. 
No one for blocks, the streetlamps dark, no wind, 
and just before we lost the evening glow, 
you stepped across the ice like fractured light 
or something else belonging to the air, 
and all I wanted was to keep you there. 
I pulled the Canon up and took a shot, 
the shutter’s crack like thunder in the freeze. 
We laughed, our lips gone holly red and split, 
what felt like hours, walking out the dark. 
 
Weeks later, thawed and south by several states, 
you bloomed inside the darkroom on a print: 
transformed, a sluice of breath. So unlike me— 
A fearless thing. An endless arc of snow. 
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Meditation in the Air 
 
 
 
We circle Atlanta in a turbulent cloud 
what feels like days, above the storm. 
Each turn reminds us of gravity’s wake, 
pulls the stuff in our heads toward the back 
of our seats. So much of us is liquid. 
And air. Up here, the cabin’s pressurized 
to approximate Earth. We were never meant to fly. 
 
This pill won’t do its job: my heart races, 
my knuckles whiten. I keep time 
by the glutted pulse in my wrist, 
by the air I take in, then reluctantly loose. 
Why does a flight manifest count souls, not people? 
Answer: a plane will sometimes carry 
a corpse. This is a way to count the living. 
Or, by omission, to count us all. 
 
The blue backs of the Smokies rise in my eye, 
angled and calm as though asleep. I envy 
their stillness. Our descent feels too quick, 
like the churn of stomach as a roller coaster 
drops. When we are young, we close our eyes 
because we can’t bear to see where it is 
we go. Here, all the window-shades 
are open: we are watching the ground, 
the tilted horizon, for our promised return. 
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Parker Brothers Ouija Board, 2005 
 
 
 
In the natal light of three cheap candles, 
it felt immense as the world. We sat, 
half-circled, on a rain-sunk evening 
and waited for the wind. 
 
I worried about love and all it implies 
as my fingers moved the planchette from “I” to “U.” 
Were the motions mine? Did my fingers belong 
to hands that carved and shaped the days, 
pushed them over water to see what floats? 
Even that night, with its faux-jasmine scent, 
the mini-bottles we snuck, and knowing we were alone, 
I didn’t pretend to know what sleeps beneath soil, 
my own fragile body, the millions of cities 
on cracking foundations. 
 
What a rarity to find small truth. Even rarer still 
to palm it carefully—to keep it 
from falling, like a lost lucky penny 
or some such tenuous miracle. 
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Father, 
 
 
 
you are not your body—not the aging thing 
you now resent—you are the boy 
enamored with the tractor’s pull, 
the things it takes from the loam. 
You still remember leaving the farm, 
how it felt like something was wrong, 
the Chevy piling all the dust behind you 
as it carried your brothers, father, mother, 
to strange fences and street signs. 
Father, you are not those suburbs—nor 
the funeral, the urn, the wake—no, 
you are the Fraser County kid 
who tracked the movement of bream, 
mimicked your father’s indelicate steps, 
wound the Mississippi round your finger. 
Someday you will follow it back again, 
the way the hunter calls the dove 
with just his hands, a mouth, a throat. 
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Light in November 
After Eugenio de Andrade 

 
 
 
The light is coming to an end, 
foreshortened.  
Dickinson called it 
a certain slant—as though 
we could measure the angle 
with a draftsman’s compass 
to make the edges of day 
more defined. The sills are ice, 
the plants there 
gasp. All our roses close. 
 
Nothing we can touch 
without skin going papery, 
leaving flecks of flesh 
in our wake. The wind picks us 
to bits of bone.  
Synapse. Fiber. 
Our sentences 
are getting shorter, 
our radio static, cold. 
 
November is a season of denial, 
denial of the body’s limit, 
the power of night. 
I never sleep. 
I daydream grasses 
thick with their own sweat. 
Babbling green. In March 
we succumb 
to warm spots of the earth 
like drunks: no end to delirium, 
no shortage of light.  
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Radio 
 
 
 
One station gives me pause as the highway spools ahead, 
the song’s effect immediate: synthesizer pulse, a cello’s swoon, 
someone bowing strings, now someone plucks. The voice: 
a smooth, unbroken water, an endless surface. 
 
The man sings about singing, about taking someone’s hand 
to step up to a cloud—like this one above me, windshield-blue. 
On humid afternoons a little air catches the chest, 
jilting the compass as it likes. My cheeks are wet. I drive too fast, 
blinded by fields sprouting thistle, firewheel— 
  
do you ever keep songs like secrets? Like: I want this all 
to myself, or No one else will know this kind of joy. 
There is such selfishness in love. Here, I miss ten exits 
on purpose. I gather the city, wind it back on the reel, 
to listen as long as song allows. 
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The Transhumanist on the Body 

When you are away, I imagine the height of oceans 
above, the rising shelf, the miles-long trench between us. 

I have become too fond of the body. When you’re next to me, 
I covet the comfort of an answer. Tell me: am I as detached 

as a watered plant? Are you complacent? See what touch can do: 
we multiply by zero when we are apart, a nothing greater than none. 

Transhumanists say they have found salvation. A mind-hum world 
prepares itself for upload, to exist in servers, clouds. Little ghosts 

alive in the murmuring air. If we could abandon the body, 
would we still know the emptiness of zero after zero?  

So many objects fill our rooms—are we just two more 
to own, possess? The things of the world shrink in their time, 

but radio waves expand. If I could, I would be vast: a sea heaped 
upon a sea. Closer than the hand of you. The distant prospect of me. 


