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TRIP




New Orleans, takeoff
in something like 60 minutes.
It’s recommended
to eat something first
cheese grits – cheese G.R.I.T.S.
for Girls Raised In The South,
(no up-up-appetite)
we are south, levee level
who decided to build 
this beaded bourbon city
below sea level?

We are up now, feeling it
Uptown, Garden District
locked gates and black cars
this much money makes me
        uncomfortable
we begin to sweat in the backseat
laugh at the lonely mansions
look at clouds instead 
it’s a strange thing to ride
in the back of your own car
I had forgotten that my ’06 
had a sunroof - cloudroof

now go back to the French side
and put us in a park!
Louis will gladly take us
if we prove we can improv
or maybe Laveau – 
the voodoo queen Marie, 
you invited100 friends
into your tomb – 
what’s two more?

Down now, down
we walk through Tréme
carefully now
“Hey pretty girls, how you doin’
this fine fine day?”
carefully now
we are down, down
further than downtown

these are the streets that flooded
and here we are, touring them
broken beads in the gutters
we are lower than them















RAINDANCE




She grabs at the moon as the stars scream
Jealous? They are terrified -
she is thunderstorms with
all the lightness of 
rain






























PANTHERS & FAWNS




We were one of those abnormal pairings,
those unlikely animal companions

going against nature.
When instincts fall upon deaf ears

and a panther befriends a fawn,
people wonder how it could happen,

wonder how much time the fawn may borrow.
All seems love between predator and prey,

but how often does it go wrong?
Those aren’t the headlines that sell.

When they fall into slumber together,
breathing lightly, innocence incarnate,

maybe one should ponder 
the panther’s dreams,

maybe the fawn should sleep 
with one eye open.














MORPHINE
	[AFTER THE SURGERY]




I am a bracing sandbag
in a hurricane, waiting
dry and expectant
until suddenly,
crest, swell, flood.
every part of me is engulfed, sloshed
my atoms drenched 
in euphoric dissonance,
in waterlogged chaos.

It’s a violent harmony
The careless way I’m cast 
into depths unknown
grimly serene
vicious burlap split and spill,
my innards strewn 
surrounded by savage surf

I spin in the hurricane for years, decades
knowing it can’t last
hoping it will.
I surface, and
the world is no longer meant for me.
There is agony 
in washing up, beached
I want to stay as wet sand -
for a few days
the nurses will allow me to.
I can’t think of the time 
after hurricane season,
Not yet. Not yet.
Let me be gathered
up every few hours;
I am counting 
on the coming storm
     [fəˈnɛtɪks ˈlɛsəns] 	
“PHONETICS LESSONS”
[TO MY CASE STUDY, CALLUM]


Some     people     I     can      place      with     words,
phrases,     tells    –     it’s    easy     to     see    in   the 
mouths     who     form     knife     and      the      ones 
that    [næf]    –    &    I’ve    been    surrounded  on
all     fronts     by      [nævz]      since     I     was     old 
enough    to   use   one   by    myself   –   but   yours 
was   the   first    mouth     I’d     witnessed     [neɪf], 
instead,   and    I’ve   studied    you   since.    Fern, 
fur,   fir,    (all  nucleus  of  [ɜ])    –     my   stateside 
tongue,     lazy,    doesn’t    care    the   way    yours 
does   with   your   [feɪɹn, fɪɹ, fʌɹ]   and   no   coach
of  diction   will  fix  me  as   I   am  not  broken:   I 
am   made   in   the   pure   image  of   the  [ɜ]  and 
always    will    be.    We    all    have   our    deficits: 
“Scottish   English   has    no    /ʊ/.” …   no  [ʊ]? 
You find a way to approximate the nearest close back vowel and find another way to round  it  so that your  “hook”  is  [huk] –  and I hope  that I  will always  be  able  to  examine that  vowel  shift in its natural setting as I’ve loved your land best because the [neɪfs] hear  my [naɪf] or sometimes if I’m not careful,  my  [næf]   –  and  only  hesitate  that tiny fraction-second  before  pouring  me a  cuppa and  welcoming  me   inside              from                the              drizzle-rain.

WITHOUT THIS GLASS
[TO THE TREE AGAINST MY WINDOW]




I would feel and welcome
the caress of swift, delicate fingers
so similar to the ones I once knew

played the piano
off-and-on for years,
& now returning to haunt,

pulling curtains and coming 
face-to-face with those gentle
lean tendrils just grazing glass

enough to rouse drifters from dreams,
& I am not bitter for lost sleep.
Is the windowsill your piano bench,

the pane glass your keys?
Practice. You need practice.
Your poor melodies are as broken as the

shattered, browning leaves peppering ground,
your harmonies as flat as this steamrolled lot,
I do not fault you your nightly sessions

any longer. Let me be your audience,
let me witness your escape from bleeding days
of using the pale sky and jet-trails

as stanzas for your lonelovelysong.
& let every night be this windy
so that I will never miss you.


HB2, I H8 U
	[TO EX-GOVERNOR OF NORTH CAROLINA, PAT MCCRORY, AND TO HIS IGNORANCE]

[An erasure poem of House Bill 2, popularly known as “HB2” or the “bathroom bill”. No element of this work has been added, reordered, or otherwise tampered with. The seemingly odd positioning of the words on the page is deliberate, maintaining their formatting as they appear in the original bill.]




THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF NORTH CAROLINA ENACTS:

						 CHANGING
 EDUCATION, 				

 		 BY
		
CHANGING 	
DEFINITIONS. – THE FOLLOWING DEFINITIONS		:
	PHYSICAL 	 			MALE OR FEMALE

DESIGNATED 		 BY  		ONE PERSON 			 


 LIMITED TO

ONE PERSON 


LIMITED TO
BIOLOGICAL SEX.
SHALL REQUIRE EVERY 
 STUDENT 	TO BE DESIGNATED 	 AND USED 		 BASED ON 	 BIOLOGICAL SEX.
 PERMITTED. – NOTHING	 		 PROHIBIT 

EDUCATION FROM	 							 CHANGING
CIRCUMSTANCES.

NO 		ACCOMMODATION 			 ALLOWING 

A SEX OTHER THAN THE 			 BIOLOGICAL SEX.
	



INSTITUTIONS OF THE EXECUTIVE BRANCH				 OF NORTH CAROLINA

UNDER 		 DIRECTION AND
CONTROL OF A MEMBER OF THE
"PUBLIC AUTHORITY"				RESPONSIBLE 

FOR
POLITICAL 					DIVISION		 OF THE STATE.




ONE PERSON 

MAY INCLUDE, BUT IS NOT LIMITED TO



THEIR BIOLOGICAL SEX.



















TO THAT DAY IN DUBROVNIK 
		[FOR MY TRAVEL PARTNER]




didn’t leave 
the apartment. 
land of wild antiquity, 
50 yards from pebble beaches, crumbling 
castle skyline… I think it was the too-many 
about the options that left us watching 
shit Croatian tv and drinking 
3-whole
2-liters 
1-at-a-time
(at 7% ABV)
& by noon-beyond 
we were grinning, 
bloated and 
day-rosy of course, 
us both so pale 
that a drop of anything 
spirited leaves cheeks 
with flushed merriness – 
but it’s endearing, right?
well, it is 
for you, for sure:
when that rosy seeps into your skin,
your voice, 
your touch
& dramatic, I swore that I would 
regret that “wasted” Dubrov-day 
until my dying breath 
& maybe someday 
I will




DOLLHOUSE
	[AFTER LIBBY’S JOURNALS]



This is the home I left behind,
the   life   I   desperately   fled,
the    way    a    sparrow   does
when  a Jay  lands by  the nest.
she wasn’t  my Jay,  no person
was,   no  person  could   have 
made  me  want  to  run  more
than                                   myself
She     calls     me    sometimes
from    this    house,    kitchen,
this    old     corded     landline
has    no      problem    turning
your    fingertips    blue   from
wrapping  and  my  lips  know
the   same    feeling    of   too-
tightness   now   as   she   says
that   my   room  is  so  empty,
dusty.    But  she’ll  clean  it  if
I   will   just   come;   she   will 
make                it                   nice,
make                                      nice
to     the   right   of    the   door
has always  sat a  wooden box;
she  says   it’s  brimming   with 
the    little   girls’    toys    now,
Maggie              and             Mae,
but        JoAnna         and         I
were       those      little      girls.
How    long     will     she    wait 
to    empty    the    box     again
when   the   new  ones  depart, 
their          feathers      bristling,
shaking           the                same
s t r a i g h t j a c k e t f e e l i n g
we                    ran                  from.
GOODBYE SWEET PRINCE
[THE MESSAGES FROM MY MOM THE DAY PRINCE DIED]




This is so
terrible, wonder
what happened?

He is the greatest
musician of all
time. So talented,	

did you hear that
they lit up Niagara
Falls purple? It 

rains purple,
purple rain. 
I had the album

way before I ever
had the CD. Unbelievable
musician & performer.

Such a loss. &
when you call up that 
shrink in Beverly Hills,

you know the one
doctor, everything will
be alright. My favorite

quote by Prince. Such
a loss. Such a loss.




LEPIDOPTEROLOGY1




that morning there was a black moth 
on the white popcorn paint 

fighting for its piece 
of gentle wall prism

projected from window upon 
upper, spray-texture plaster:

small, intimidated drone
intermittent as it 

landed 
and re-landed 

in stucco ridges.
you had not spoken 

in several minutes maybe, 
instead, you fit your

locked fingers between my own
locked fingers repeatedly, soft – 

like loom spindles 
in miniature. The comfort

-er was dense enough 
so that I could not know 

from sight that it was 
your form beside me 

watching 
as moth made arcs and 

dives across that shallow ceiling, 
confused, trying to catch 

its light. I wondered 
where it slept, although I

knew that it must have been 
between our own bodies 

like a somnambulist toddler,
accounting for the sudden 

cold space. yes, it was 
the moth. I reached to pull

covers back as moth 
had now made it

to window pane 
& seemed to think its 

sheer will to find the source 
of light was enough 

to warrant passage through. 
I moved to open the window; 

who am I to stop you 
from flying straight 

into the waiting sun?
your loom fell into mine 

and stopped weaving, held, 
I heard “leave it” and 

did. You became more interesting
than black moths and I cocooned
 
in comforter and you once more. 
And later waking, I reached 

for water left beside me 
by your caring hand

clear glass, smudged, 
no, ruined – 

small, black, floating on still 
surface, wings extinguished.






























1 The study of butterflies and moths.
PARALLEL TO THE SHORE
[TO S.A.Z.]




She became a competitive swimmer
after she was caught in a riptide
in bayside Hawaii, on vacation 
with her parents and god, 
of the worst dispositions to have 
a child caught in a riptide –  
never letting her wade beyond knee-deep
in anything, from then on, again

too terrified to lose this back-talking, lovely,
chain-smoking rebellion. Instead, she endured
the monotone of daily. The cyclic. Caught in a new
riptide now. She, we, this house is nearly drowned;

tell me the protocol for riptides,
tell me again. When you are too tired
to tread longer against dull, dull seeping
through tendons of your bony shins.
They say it takes a clear head to escape so

you did not panic in the years of churning;
despite how close you came to breaking
the deadbolt and trying on your own
to walk out the front door,
swim to the surface
and out of the current

state of affairs – she signed a lease
and convinced herself that she is far 
from the chaos of the waves even as her 
soaked clothing drips on the hardwood



SHE




endured, gloriously. Sustained,
elegantly. Weathered, handsomely. Withstood 
entrancingly, submitted brilliantly – convulsed 

splendidly, writhed dazzlingly. Languished: 
illustriously. Agonized 
gracefully, ached exquisitely 

relented. Sensationally surrendered, 
majestically withdrew, wondrously 
wilted, sublimely shriveled. Gorgeously
 
deteriorated magnificently. Fevered: radiantly.
Weakened vivaciously, faded 
Blazingly. Dimmed luminously, withered 

superbly. Succumbed 
marvelously, 
perished – beautifully.










RED-HEADED




I am not masterful: I am
my bedroom with little floorspace;
with dress pins holding
the walls together: I am their
little red-ball heads. I am,
arguably, redheaded,
fading to dependent brunette
if the lighting is dim enough,
poking out of a flattened,
wall-sized world map in 
quite pleasant company, quite,
with so many other pins
that all look just like me.
I am stuck, somewhere over
Scandinavia and sometimes
submerged in Seattle sun.
I am in motion. Consistently,
I am the long-way-round,
however I am simultaneously
all of the rivers, all of the byways,
connecting the life-tangled
messes of metropolitan.
I am the outer-white edges
of ink-starred cities, before
the roads become thick
with tar and covered bodies,
thick lines with meaningful
numbers; I forget the moment
I look away. I am a backwards
glance to taste what is on the
tip of your tongue. I am the noise 
that you feel to your core: a car’s
alarm in the decay of night:
inconvenient to most, tragic
to owner. I am a baby’s cry
that I am instinctually unable
to ignore. I am not its master. 
I am not its mother. I will not 
hold its hand while I cross 
this street. I am this busy street 
with no crosswalk.                         
                                  I am crossing.





















VANILLA
[RESPONSE TO R.M. DRAKE’S ‘SHE WAS NEVER CRAZY’]




He was crazy, though he didn’t show it,
crazy that his meek heart had settled in its
cage. He was born civilized and very seldom
do we need people like him. For it’s the tedium
in his heart that causes the stagnancy in ours. He
was never willing to stir the water, churn the 
current, pull the tides for anything he has ever
wanted to love.























ROUTINE




Every morning
she dabs cream
sparingly: beauty pricetag
reality after too much
good sleep lost, bad sleep –
he takes pillow
from couch-arm,
stows like contraband,
out-of-mind until next
down-feathers pepper
upholstered cushions, pinches
each between thumb and
forefinger until vanes snap,
veins snap in his eyes,
what is left to unearth,
besides the jar of jewelry cleaner?
in some forgotten crevice
in some bathroom vanity,
Shine? Detergent won’t make a
dent in this tarnish, won’t touch it,
don’t touch me, twists away,
twists band round & round &
some every-mornings,
off finger entirely.



JANIE
[TO THE INCOMPARABLE MISS JOPLIN, AND TO MISS WINEHOUSE TOO]




I saw a girl, small, spinning 
on playground with blue 
balloon in a sunken pit of sand, 
cratered, dancing

as if the trench were inverse: 
raised to stage-level, and 
as if she were the headliner,
a true Janis Joplin at her 

peak, an artist with no 
concern past her own brand of 
heroin[e]-virtuosity, and I took
to wondering about the role-

models Janis looked to,
both dead-Miss-Joplin and 
little-dancing-Janis, Janie, with
balloon, without the afloat helium

force of that timid azure orb,
my Janie is surely destined
to retrace the wobbly
footsteps of her master, to fall into

down-doomed-habits and
hot-heightened-obscurity
faster than the Lord can buy
her a Mercedes Benz. 

























TO THE CHEESE PLATTER




You are a stunning carcass.
Torn open, organs and innards

Glaring beneath fluorescent light –
We have ravaged you and left you

Bleeding. As you lay dying, rich,
Expectant, your brie slice grows 

Ever-closer to room-temperature.
Your cracker crumbs and olives beckon,

“Finish me.”
I am happy to oblige.

















THOUGHTS AT 35,000 FT.




Burying my face into your coat 
in a corner of the airport lobby,
high off your distinctive scent
my heart has never been more full
or more empty -
how lucky I am 
to have something
 to miss.

The hardest part of having you 
wasn’t saying goodbye.
The hardest part was even simpler,
when you answered a phone call
in a language I had never heard before,
I realized that no matter how I tried,
how badly I wanted it,
This would not be a part of your life 
I could infiltrate.

An overwhelming 
oblivion surrounds 
every phrase foreign:
Jag älskar dig. 
My blatant monolingualism 
unconcealable;
you’re starkly exotic
I’m starkly mundane.

When I see you next 
and bury my face 
into perhaps 
a different jacket 
in a different airport,
maybe I’ll tell you 
that I love you too
maybe I’ll do it 
in your language.













BIRDCAGE




The Keeper picked 
out Songbird, Songbird pecked 
out pure flesh from his hands. 
Every time he neared 
her with flight-feather shears, 
she fought, 
screamed,
vowed 
to never settle 
in her cage, 
day in,
out, 
over again, 
never adapt 
to her cell. 

And she didn’t, 
not for a while, 
until Keeper became skilled 
in his hobby. 
She watched Keepers’ hands, 
peppered in gashes 
of beak and claw 
slowly lose their hue, 
angry red to shining blush 
as mere scars began 
to favor her beautiful 
moments of impact. 
She didn’t know 
quite when it happened, 
when the humming 
in her heart faded, 
when her wings were clipped 
by expert hands, jagged shears 
that have done this countless 
times now. One day, feathers 
fall in pieces to floor 
with no fight.

Fostered tedium in her heart 
gives permission for stagnancy 
in ours, in the world. 
Timelessly she accepts 
her lot, unfurling feathers 
and offering them to shears 
again and again until the day 
Keeper leaves cage-door wide 
and flight-feathers untrimmed 
and laughs,
and says what they’re both thinking:
she will not be going anywhere.










CIGARETTE HABIT




she waits for me to fall asleep 
so she can slither from these sheets 
– slink downstairs clutching to ribs: 
companion

waits for my breathing 
to steady, shallow, 
and thinks I can’t feel 
the change in pressure 
like an atmospheric

dip as center of mass 
moves from bed-above 
to standing – the floor 
doesn’t always creak 
but when it does her

tremor-freeze is tangible 
through the stagnant air, 
suddenly rippling, and I
throw in a snore, 
hearty not overdone,

for good measure.
It’s bought, paid for,
from then on her steps 
are lithe, it’s only the first 
step from the soft

down precipice that sends 
quiver down both vertebrae, 
simultaneous, I faltered
once the first time 
she whisper-called my

name, my fathers name 
and his father before, 
took one moment 
to wonder if their wives 
had the same tendencies 

mine did before faking 
a startle-wake just as snore, 
hearty not overdone,
“y...yeah? what is it?” 
there is a small

apology, a hushed word: 
“bathroom” 
her steps aren’t as lithe 
with an alibi
I enforce feeling of security

by giving another 
hearty not overdone
I picture rail-arms 
gliding the bannister
floating downstairs to back patio,

she complains about needing power -
washing but these stains 
will never recede

there are new ashes every morning






BIRTHDAY




pain is my master
& i am subjugate
praying to god, to castor

or pollux, the twins, Gemini blood
like the child, pre-natal current
current, crest, swell, flood

my last gasp of girlhood
preserved in one eternal agony-throe
with reward, exquisite, as perfect as could
be.


















DEAR DIARY,




i am 13 years old and the 
Godmother i was given in spite of

my total religious indifference gives 
me a desk set and of course at 13 

i’m not really into desk sets but this is 
no ordinary desk set - pencils and holder 

and a diary patterned in vintage dusty rose 
motif with pale cream pages - crisp. it is 

the most beautiful book i know. 
she croons, “my little girl,

never write anything in this book
that you don’t want God to read.”

i do not think much of it – 
if God is really so omnipotent

wouldn’t he know it all anyway?
i am 13 years old and i know what to write 

in these pages: i will jot fears, i will scribble
sleepover secrets, i will etch and

engrave one shaggy-blonde boy’s name 
over and over and over and over and

until my hand knows the lines 
like the back of its own self

and every time i go to do these things
i remind myself how little regard i have

of God-fearing warnings. i do not 
think much of them. but i am 22 years old

and in this diary with so suddenly
faded cover and yellowed pages

i have not written a word.




















CHINA




I remember there were records, no 
records of that night but 
records in the room 
like tunnels into the ground 
– to another dimension,
or to China – 
pure black and flush 
to the ground, desk, bed, laundry 
because you didn’t take care 
of your things. I itched 
to find their stiff sleeves
and stack them 
into file boxes 
like my parents have in the garage 
alphabetical
and loved. Your records 
– not authentic,
faux hipster new-age 
electronic forced
onto classy-classic vinyl 
– you bought
these more to display 
the covers than
listen to the tracks, 
I know you did,
nonetheless I found myself 
a few minutes later 
listening to some garbled 
woman’s autotune as you began 
to reach up my skirt 
– I wanted to tell you:
this music is not meant 
for album grooves. I cared so much,
thinking of my own home garage
collection of authenticity I felt something
rising in my throat so instead of telling
you that you weren’t as fucking cool
as you thought you were I gave you 
what 
you wanted.


But don’t clean up your records now,
if I ever make it back to that room
I will 		reach 
into one and grab for the edge 
until it cuts my finger prints 
like a can-openered can, 
the ones that I wasn’t allowed to 
touch in the kitchen my whole life
I will climb,
with torn hands,
through the portal that rests
on the top of your sticky sheets 
and I will fall 
far away from you,
landing somewhere 
in city-center Beijing
LEAVING LOVE THE 7TH TIME




Shared dreams of low airfare
I can tell that you’re tired, but
we are getting good at this
finally, now
I didn’t cry until you left
my sight, walking toward
terminal

I will be ill
for several days
I will find distraction
in everything
I will try


















END OF DAYS




Stirring smiles, caresses to
foreheads, falling into sleep again

like toddlers, reckless, breaking first
steps and plunging, toppling 

to the soft-constant of mother’s arms,
I worry for the waking morning when

one of the two of us will 
wake to the world and leave

without a word or parting glass.
And the other will use coffee scalding

and bed-warmth residual
as antidotes for pain, staggering.

Or worse,
 – go on with

the day and pretend
it isn’t the end of them all.





YOU ARE NOT FIGHTING THE PATRIARCHY BY LEAVING THE WACKA FLOCKA FLAME CONCERT
[TO CATHERINE]




I’m sorry, Catherine
for saying that leaving the Wacka-Flocka Flame concert was stupid. Even though it was
[stupid] because you pretended to know and like their music
and then came home early complaining of the patriarchy.
I’m not arguing that Wacka Flocka Flame aren’t the scummiest
patriots of the patriarchy;
I am arguing that your act of defiance was not brave &
did not change the course of history or even the night:
they will not miss one barely-legal, leggy blonde 
from their hordes, especially not when you paid them anyway















TO US




A capacitor is an electric
system consisting of two 
elements that do not
have tangible contact. 
Energy flows 
in waves amid 
their ever-present distance, 
indifferent to the breadth
in space that isolates 
one element
from the other.

If the elements go 
against intention 
and collide,
there will be a detonation,
an explosion 
with a blast radius
big enough 
to swallow us
both up whole.








R.I.P.



we are lower than
the broken beads in the gutters
and here we are, touring
the streets that flooded

further than downtown
we are down, down
carefully now
this fine fine day!
How you doin’?
Hey pretty girls!
carefully now
we walk through Tréme
down now, down

what’s two more?
into your tomb
you invited 100 friends
voodoo queen Marie
Laveau!
If we prove we can improv
Louis will gladly take us
and put us in his park!
[bookmark: _GoBack]back to the French side

through a sunroof-cloudroof
I had forgotten my ‘06
in the back of your own car
it’s a strange thing to ride
look at clouds instead
laugh at the lonely mansions
we begin to sweat in the backseat
uncomfortable
this much money makes
locked gates and black cars
uptown, Garden District
we are up now, feeling it

below sea level
this beaded bourbon city
who decided to build 
so south, levee-level?
no up-up appetite
for Girls Raised In The South
cheese grits – cheese G.R.I.T.S.
eat something first
it’s recommended
in something like 30 minutes

New Orleans,
takeoff

45
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