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I was a floral designer

an excellent floral designer 

I worked for years at the Little Church of the West in Las Vegas 

I felt very much in love with the ways in which our great thinkers 

have shaped the earth 

I used words I didn’t understand for months at a time 

When I finally looked them up it never mattered 

I was in Nevada 

My interior life was full of potential colors 

probable colors, hikes at night across wet topaz beds 

A good bouquet flows directly 

into the affective sense, like music 

and should always look accidental 

A circumstance of petals tumbling from the Hoover Dam
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It was raining when I left the hospital

to get your camera, and that wind— 

Part of me still goes to the temple of the sun 

on your calves at Ankgor Wat 

There’s a sort of bright tobacco brown 

I put against a chocolate brown 

When I’m finally angry enough to believe what I know 

I get so high in line at the post office 

The men in the mural touch each other 

Take my picture, this is light 

like god in heaven’s aspens, jesus 

I’ll kneel and learn how to wear it 

Someone I loved years ago is looking 

at a ring of hail around a crocus 

I wash more recent love out of my shirts 

shed a blue layer 
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We would climb Wind Mountain 

and think of fucking on a precipice 

When we lied about our dead 

we brought flowers to make it convincing 

The mausoleum got darker and sexier as it grew older 

Mushrooms reaching from the carpet 

My parents talk about their parents so little 

we all enter history together
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Imagine being good at being sad

Hanging it just once from the trees 

exploding into whitebloom along the river’s east side 

Every time you see someone, think I love you 

What would that look like 

The fleshy part of time’s fist, pumping   

Shining nutrition 

Depleted uranium far worse than anything 

you did or said that weekend 

You want some slush when you shovel, it’s helpful 

The sun working with you 

Pedaling with confidence into a thin spring 

wearing pink for the early green 

The photography opening, the ramen, the malted gelato 

Strangers in desirable tennis shoes 

Feeling your thumb with your forefinger, 
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your forefinger with your thumb 

That’s so grounding 

Literally putting your hand to your heart 

if it helps the moment 

Sleeping easily at appropriate times 

A moderate week of cheese 

The perfect amount of rain—the only 

noticeable thing for one day 

The worm smell, the return of slugs 

You had missed being careful for the slugs 

Decisively donating the boots 

Reinforcing the buttons on an approachable coat 

At that weight where every shirt falls from the shoulders 

to gather gently at the waist 

Adults singing down the favorite mountain 

Dead volcano 

Bonding and bonding with your friends 
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Scratching toward the golden bitchy 

hiding in the nice people 

On time, on time, on time 

Triumphant denim decisions 

Thighs solid as a ream of paper 

I love you, I love you
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In Hawaii I learned this proverb

In the language there is life, in the language there is death 

I wanted an ambitious renovation of the nest 

It filled with water, just as dangerous as the open sea 

With the dolphins I found comfortable stabling 

a place to rest, sun on gray skin, salt, a cap of sand 

for every embarrassing toenail 

I swam for the shark 

I mean in support of, in solidarity 

and also I swam toward the shark 

If there was an outlet here I wasn’t using it 

each packed device asleep, whole mornings without talk 

Once I saw a baby born but even better was the placenta 

It’s never in movies 

A shark leaves behind so little 

when it dies, seldom fossilized 
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The ocean full of even softer lives

Had I ever been in Rome? 

Architecturally, I would have said this reminds me of Rome 

I looked out to the beyond 

It wasn’t a place where people go to have fun 

but it happens sometimes  

At the end of summer people think I have so much 

summer left inside 

I left for the airport in a rush 

A security guard said Ma’am, don’t show me your bikini 

I have to find your bikini on my own
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There is a tiny botanical preserve

off the highway in Yachats, I learned 

most of the larger varieties of rhododendrons 

are native to the Himalayas

This is always going to be a little bit painful

In the morning there were rabbits in the yard 

You nibbling around the edges 

of my beard

The ocean only says one thing

I sneezed and you said  

That’s the first time I’ve heard you sneeze! 

But it wasn’t 
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The first time you heard me sneeze 

you said That sounded just like a real sneeze
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It’s intimidating to want a better life

Ask the trees for help 

There’s a whale on the path in the park  

Its chalk eye looks perfectly underwater

Once on a beach in Ireland  

I saw men in orange vests learning from their mistakes 

They punched holes in the dead whale so it wouldn’t explode 

when it burned, lit the tires

What is the world like 

I’m so curious about that

How you’ll touch me next

Where are the planets right now 
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Where exactly above, possibly sustaining life 

I want all of the planets watching 

when I feed this new coconut 

oil on his damp hair smell 

to the little flame 

in my heart altar 
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When the desert split and dropped

half of itself into a canyon I thought 

about how explorers used to need 

to pack so many lemons. There really aren’t 

any new boots. My boots today are floating 

just slightly above the boots of three years ago, 

and all of the century’s boots, boots still frozen 

in future ice. The shadow from a plume of smoke 

drapes itself over a farm. The end of the rope  

attached to last year—apples, your hand squeezing 

through my sneaker—bounces against a black 

basalt cliff. I move the last of the cider 

to the counter and watch it thaw, then mold 

A spray of fuschia beams at me 

from a jar. I was born gray and quiet, 

dead enough for a little panic in the delivery room 
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I’m fine now. For luck I carry a pink piece 

of rhodonite. It’s meant to harden me against 

the still-a-baby part of me, the part that wants and wants 

but cannot articulate need. It takes so much water 

to carve a farm into the desert. The rivers and lakes 

ache for it. When I want you back I go back 

to the desert, break my heart some other way 
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I’d never seen that mountain as clear as I saw it today

Picking a house to buy, then buying it 

Stacks of linens showing off 

Three candles on the bathroom floor

If I lived in Seattle I’d be in love right now

Maybe I need to drop something into the lake

Years of walk made the path go here and here and not there 

The mattresses and tents beside it

What kind of a bird— 

oh. A human bird
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Last time I slept with the same person

this many times in a row I was 

as the joke goes 

such a lesbian about it

I was a moron about it

The first time we kissed I thought 

you tasted like a glass of milk 

frozen in my grandma’s freezer 

I go on thinking that 

this flower by my house 

looks like a lion

I carry a bag of trash across the tarmac 

only planes get to go 
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where I got to go 

an easy evening rain and afterward 

water lifting off in the heat 

I did chores and exercised 

smart person along the river 

just listening to “Clair de Lune” 

because piano, piano

but your hands
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I felt really talked into that volcano

Lines of bison streaming from the caldera

How good it felt to abandon 

His fear of abandonment

A whale can hold its breath for the length of a plane ride 

I love everyone in secret

He needed two full bags of saline and a four-hour potassium drip 

Slow so as not to damage the heart

Fluid leaked from his furious interior while he slept 

I left



31

I’m not especially good in crisis

I just remember everything he’s ever said

Longish on top, swept sideways and up 

How does hair come back so fast

It doesn’t hurt to walk past my old house 

I liked how sometimes we would be talking

A lot of hope would move 

out of the basement, into the park

There were tense minutes while a couple looked for their dog 

Our fear touched

Mine made the sound of a Jetta, a bus, and a Car2Go 

A dad mowing diagonal stripes into the grass
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The morning I ran out of oil

and for the first time fried an egg in butter 

I knew I had maybe six good miracles left

The threat of love gathered over the succulents

Once at the lake a snake bit its fangs through a girl’s cheek 

and hung there while grandparents thought of what to do

Why not keep a shovel by the door, why not burn  

the kitchen god with honey smeared on him

At night I’d walk to the sand’s salted edge  

and watch the moon make the sound of a snowball shattering 

a lantern pane, orange spilling into the white
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One spring I damaged the growth bed

underneath my left thumbnail 

I spent months watching color fade as it died  

When it was time I flew to Mexico 

I pulled off my thumbnail and threw it into the sea 

Listen—a part of me died, and I left to get rid of it 

I allowed love to be a great-great showcase 

an important bonfire from inside  

where the true little privacy could keep things 
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The starfish are too sick to regenerate their arms

It’s a disease all up and down the Pacific 

The marine biologist who first noticed and documented is a woman 

Every day she goes underwater 

When I need to be brave I think of Emily 

telling me I am brave 

It’s okay to be where you are, she says 

In the emergency room 

there were Teddy Grahams ground into the carpet 

Dehydration, thick blood 

his vein rolled away from the needle 

If nothing ever died I wouldn’t love anything 

boxwood leaves coming through the window at night 

Divers swimming down 

with curved knives 

to free the tangled whale 
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her eye following the rope  

tugging at her mouth 

Slow goodbye
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I know my measurements and I have bought a red shirt

Tallest in the back row of talls 

It’s gorgeous but stern and a good place to cry

The day our names entered the adoption pool 

was the day the relationship ended

Stern and gorgeous, stern and gorgeous, such calves, 

muscular calves rubbed free of hair

How much of this song can I teach you?

You say you don’t sing. I think you can sing. 

Under the red shirt  

there is a Hawaiian shirt  
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The reservoir has to move indoors 

so people and animals can’t pee  

in what we’ll drink

The mountains I love  

are younger and taller than me by one inch

Sunburned and looking for a place  

to have sex outside

A list of every city I’ve been to 

and how I felt about the water there

Without desire there is hope 

I come right to the spot
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maintain a pond  

for you to rise from

Moonlight, clinging shorts
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I’m not a person who needs people

but I am the kind of person who needs 

to be near people who don’t need me 

The secret of success is to carry emotionally volatile material 

into the future and imagine solving problems from there 

Adolescent skunks can only raise their tails and stamp their feet 

but the bite of a baby rattlesnake is deadliest—they don’t yet 

know to moderate their venom  

like an adult. I lied about wanting kids.  

You’re feeling down because 

you ran over two earthworms on the way to work and you don’t 

like killing things, you say. When I think of your dick 

I come back to life. There’s this drinking game 

I learned in Turkey, we have to clap together, it’s intimate 

Play with me
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Some days I dressed him in two of my shirts

Red gingham with gray underneath 

I drove him to and from the airport 

You seem to have a lot of pride in that, taking him to the airport 

said my mom over the phone 

It was true that I did 

I would drop him at the terminal 

and then park the car and get on my own plane 

I never told him 

I scheduled sunset takeoffs as often as possible 

to watch golden squares of light slide through the cabin 

touching everyone on the hair 

Things at home are fine, I’d say when he called 

I’m sure they were 

Things are always fine in all of the places I cannot see 

We’d both come back full of apology 

Monogamy broke across the house like rain
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The force that pushes mushrooms from the ground overnight

Me sweating from here to the coast 

Pessimism saps human potential  

We made good eggs together 

yellow ribbons pushed gently toward the center 

I’ll have too much, please 

Counting instances of water from inside my Jeep 

The word windshield 

A button sprays fluid and a lever wipes it away  

Why do I need you? I don’t even touch you 

My arms in the future 

As long as flowers have scent and color  

Quiet gigantic dead tree 

I put myself in its hollow and I am never going to leave 

The city slides off the spit 

Horses move away from the bay 
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Healing over a crossword 

I put the pen to my lips 

The river has a wandering mouth 

Accidentally I touched a tarantula 

I couldn’t tell what was shed 

what was still and exhausted from shedding 

Again the wrong soft warmth in my palm 

What moves their legs is air 

If they fall, they shatter
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I got a text meant for someone else 

then the bartender and I worked together to drop 

a quarter into my drink 

It got grosser and grosser the more I thought about it  

I woke up nearly vulnerable enough 

to get a day-old almond croissant 

If you trust that a place won’t disappoint 

you order the simplest dish  

My most favorite hotel in Idaho has been remodeled 

I can’t stop clicking through the pictures, 

the ones where you see the lake  

Fire smells, frozen creek of hot chocolate emotions 

In my mind I wipe down decades and decades of sinks 

My friends gathered in the entryway 

to make a perfect circle of goodbye love 

Goodbye, love, we said, a field of metallic gold pineapples 
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Moonface turning from the jeans king  

I want to fly to Boise right now 

and immediately drive two hours north 

Stop trying to sleep in the room he keeps 

as bright and awful as his childhood
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My friend was showing me pictures

of 19th century spirit photographers 

You rode past on your bike 

muddy pink ectoplasm streaming 

Mend what’s broken in the present, I told myself 

The universe is definitively expanding 

Learn how to have boundaries, touch it 

if a sign on the urn says Hot! Don’t touch! 

I would have fucked you at the nature preserve 

I saw an energy healer 

She said, I’m just going to move some walls 

of white light through here really quick 

There was a bowl of water between her feet 

The smell of smoke was a heavy pearl rolling 

I floated up into the open cluster at the heart 

of my constellation, The Crab 
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star-claws snapped 

There was no cord left to follow back 

into your backpack
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At present I do not have any questions

which makes me feel like an adult  

I know this is the exact right way to be in the park 

facing northeast 

A few feet away a man adjusts a blanket for his son 

and tells him The world doesn’t revolve around you, 

you know, you’re not the center of the universe 

But maybe it does 

Maybe it does and you can be  

You can eat strawberries from home or from Brazil 

You can see what a dog does with its face 

when it wants to be petted, and you can be bit 

I’d like to be hot enough 

to take off my shirt
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You look at me 

like you’re looking at me 

through the wings of a glasswing butterfly 

Buds open at their scary pace 

The people who ought to reach for each other 

do. All along the beach the same 

fantasy: everyone’s harmless 

Some wine got in the lake 

but the moon rose there, too  

silver padlock on a purple door
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He came here because he knew the music

would be louder than his dog 

tied to the newsstand outside 

Or he operated with no consideration 

for the music, the weather, or the dog 

I’ll want him for a sec 

He presents the new Earth 

mandala tattoo on his forearm, number three 

of a projected four 

He explains to me the elements

The only one left to get is air 

a modified water design 

I touch the place where it’s going to go 

Tell me what you think of these clouds,  

he says, I’ll give you my umbrella 

I start the kissing 
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Dear broken heart, congratulations

on our recent devastation 

We’re zipping away from where I want to be in life 

but I’m driving  

I like it when we’re lost

Let’s trolley to the border and cross on foot 

Bus until desert turns to beach  

A pelican will drop in and out of the ocean  

The sun can set so fast 

No music, nobody saying anything 

about being in love or out of it

Someone on the other side of town is making us chili  

The leftover apple cake that keeps people together 

I can take us to it in my car
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Dear broken heart, I’ll put it in my mouth 

and push it down to you 

If we’re back tonight 

the feeling will come from everywhere 
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I watched his arm in the air, hips in the mirror

my affection settling into the two-front gap

Fish-shaped plateful of oysters 

What kind of dinner worked before

That moan from the river, light from the curtains 

All summer long dry lighting whips the high desert

I used to wait for fire to come over the butte 

pushing the deer ahead of it

Wolves streaming into the valley, licking at porches 

One of my final smiles climbing into the foothills

in the coming days I will make it more beautiful 
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and when I don’t want to eat anymore I will move

I wasn’t even dreaming anymore 

I thought when I had done enough bad things to die of them

it would be in the hallway of a cabin 

while the stars were full and the hot tub was open

This is unpopular to notice but women look better as they get older 

So do men

I want to be done crumbling when we hug
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Sea lions have to do something different now

with my reverence, no ice 

The first time I saw my dad afraid 

we were at an airshow 

The jets dipped low, almost touched wings 

People would have died 

In front of an audience 

I intend to make you a better frittata 

an impeccable frittata, then meatballs 

I watched you cut clear plastic plates into teeth 

for an anglerfish mask 

That was easy magic, throwing sun at the couch 

When piano keys swell and stick with humidity 

it’s a struggle back up 

I wanted the Halloween song again and again 

because of the part about pumpkins still alive on the vine 
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Now that they’re so dead and festive 

I like the song about the barges 

When you sing Silently flows the river to the sea 

I eat the light inside your face 

And the barges, too, go silently
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September ended

October happened 

It would leave them alive, sometimes 

Pairs of people wandering unprepared into the desert 

You’d see slices on their thighs, stitches everywhere 

Or they would both die, or one would die 

A skeleton wedged between boulders 

But we too would pick a mountain on the map 

and drive there, just to sleep with it 

We too wanted invigorating mists 

cross-country skiing, Bigfoot, the lodges 

little gems cupped in depressions 

In love and asleep 
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My mom needs to be sad

about the missing airplane 

When I think about language I get god 

feelings. Understanding waits for me 

on the other side of death. Do you 

believe that the runaway truck 

ramp works, the gravel is deep enough, the semi 

won’t go sailing over the mountain? 

Prediction: Civilization will collapse 

in as soon as 15 years. I’ll take pills, jump off a bridge 

Saying I miss you is more meaningful 

than saying You’re missed 

You can’t tell anyone how to love you 

The hawk I wanted to show you 

is gone from her enormous nest
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I have to watch the sugar

I admire a vigilant position 

I don’t like looking at anything 

as much as I like looking at your teeth 

There’s no screen on my window 

wasp legs dangling over the day 

The horrifying beetles—a mating pair landed 

and wouldn’t stop what they were doing 

even after I blew smoke at them 

poked them with a leaf 

Yesterday I kept trying to take you a picture 

but my camera wouldn’t see 

what I wanted you to see 

The poise of an adversary
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If it gets any brighter in here

you’ll realize I’m not as beautiful as I think you are 

When I finish my exercises I’m a lean needle in spring 

There’s a green a minute. You’re one of them 

I feel strong enough to kill you, meaning me, the me who went 

into Cool Jewels to buy and believe in crystals 

The green calcite of calm communication 

shattered on the airplane  

The fear of being alone feels so valid 

I spend a few days in monochromatic outfits, 

a passive monument to navy, my hat matching my shoes so well 

your eyes can’t help but polish the length of me. Once you forgot 

to blow out your candle before leaving town 

I was in the kitchen chopping brussels sprouts 

missing you a little 

I could see you in the future, wiping down our countertops 
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when it’s your turn I cook, you clean, etc 

Love poured from every utensil 

What appeared next I can’t talk about yet  

I don’t know baby 

I think it’s gonna be hard to start a life here, 

the woman next to me says to her boyfriend 

I need to find a hairdresser, look at my roots, 

I just think it’s gonna be hard 

But they’re both teachers saying tender things about kids 

and his legs are spread so that his knees hold hers   

I was thinking, he says, and kisses her 

There’s this time in my life that began 

with an accidental grazing of forearms 

I don’t know if it’s over yet. I can’t see a baby 

but even a baby wouldn’t be softer
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I’m not really that unhappy

I’m trying to figure out 

who I am based on what’s going on 

knowing children are the most apt 

to smell ghosts, the day after Valentine’s Day 

is the day Easter candy appears, I’ll say yes 

to square dancing with someone who hurt me 

My boots make me as tall as him 

We kissed on the bridge 

We were always wearing our best sweaters 

at different intensities  

We remain equally struck by the blood 

in the opera we escaped 

Inside my apartment is a wound pocket 

big enough to hold a cloud 

When I shake it out in the cold afternoon 
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it freezes and ticks against my glasses 

If I look west toward the hills it goes to them 

moving a little smaller now 

over the trees
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I want to thank you for being so

thoroughly gone. Did you need me 

to talk about how bad our country is 

at death? I remember the teenage actors 

trying to scare me in the cemetery 

the choral singing, an owl perched  

on a volunteer’s arm at the end and 

a curl of supermoon, melting 

mornings I would flee the bad-smelling bed 

a group of old men in the coffee shop were shitty 

to a woman in ways they thought were kind 

My voice coming now from inside a tube 

of dead hornets, a metal tubful of oil 

cracked and leaking underground 

sometimes it matters when people know 

I’m annoyed, yellow light dragging 
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through the seasons 

I want my friends to keep having kids 

so I don’t have to share sometimes 

Did you sneak a piece of my butter into your mouth



6564

One night I was invited to a very nice house

My host and I entered through the garden 

I need to be careful not to mistake sexual attraction 

for the desire to sit in a parlor 

They’re so different  

After a second glass of wine 

I went to the bathroom and practiced baring my teeth 

There was this test in seventh grade geometry 

The boy in the desk in front of me turned around and said 

Look at your fingernails, I want to watch how you do it 

I knew that to flip the hand palm up, fingers folded in 

was the correct way 

I don’t know how I learned that 

On the bus home I hated my veins 

I wanted them raised and prominent 

instead of lost in a milky float 
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The river was green and poisonous  

part of it bubbled like a dishful of pearls 

Are you beautiful or are you ugly? I asked 

Not everything hideous is also majestic, it said 

I never have to choose



66





acknowledgments

For publishing versions of some of these poems, one million thanks to the 

editors of Sixth Finch, Gigantic Sequins, PairShaped, and JERKPOET. 

I feel grateful to Natasha, Ralph, Melissa, Heidi, Andrea, Jamieson, Chanel, 

Simon, Meredith, anyone who sat in Meredith’s office, & absolutely everybody 

else at VCFA.

Portland poets and Portland poetry fans, you’re everything to me.

Kelly Schirmann is especially everything to me. I wrote this for her.         

Endless gratitude to Stacey Tran and Travis Meyer for friendship, editorship, 

and the outrageous amount of effort it takes to keep Poor Claudia alive and 

beautiful.

Thanks, girlfriends. I need you.

Love always to my parents & to my big brother.

All of the thanks all of the time to Emily Kendal Frey.





tyler brewington is an mfa candidate in poetry at Vermont College of Fine 

Arts. His chapbook Dear Stray Volcano was published by Alice Blue in fall 2013. 

He is from Boise, Idaho.



boyfriend mountain





Boyfriend Mountain
kelly schirmann



Boyfriend Mountain, by Kelly Schirmann

© Tyler Brewington & Kelly Schirmann, 2014

isbn 978-0-9908324-1-6

Published by Poor Claudia

poorclaudia.org

Cover image by Kelly Schirmann

First Printing



 
contents

 

 

All my life I write the same song 13

No One Deserves Transcendence 14

In Sedona, all the parking lots are full 15

Think hard about the last time 16

Women walk toward summer 17

I am softest on the patio 18

Man With Gorgeous Star Tattoos 20

I am making springtime 22

If you’re having god feelings 23

I’d like to distinguish 24

Eventually you are going to die of love 25

In Seattle I walked 26

I’ve been wanting to say something 27

The stars are not there to tell us 28

Today the balloon reads 29

My worldview is so serene 30

In my recurring fantasy about 31

The universe is definitely expanding 33

Today I made eye contact  34

Someone wrote on a bathroom wall 35

I text you at midnight 37

Sometimes you want a new life 38

When I am away from you 39

When you are in fake love 40

Every time you buy a vehicle 41



Those days I walked around the water 43

On the phone with my best friend 45

I want love to be an institution 46

All night long I listen 47

To want 49

I am finding a weird joy 50

Women don’t just hand other women 51

Fuck You, Motherfucker 52

What the air does at night 53

Every person on earth 54

This morning I woke up  55







boyfriend mountain





dear jason
dear tyler
dear reid
dear zachary
dear emily
dear graham
dear nick
dear kelly
dear emily
dear brandon
dear mathias
dear jon-michael
dear jeff
dear mom
dear dad
dear god





13

All my life I write the same song
& all it wants to know is will there be more 
On our last morning together 
I sat in your lap & watched rap videos 
from that era in America 
we all thought would be endless 
But then the war started 
& I turned sixteen 
& stood alongside my mother 
pawing at my reproductive health 
& now here we are, let loose 
to scrape some feelings together 
about desert-specific intersections — women 
& needing a drink of water 
I want my belly to shake 
like hers shakes, I kept saying 
which was only the fantasy 
of taking refuge in my own body 
while wearing white spandex 
Only white spandex 
With the rugs of my youth unfolding 
& the coins scattering 
at my belly’s altar 
Which opens like a flower to you 
Which will never stop opening 
to anyone
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No One Deserves Transcendence
is the best way to understand popular culture 
I am a specific kind of growing 
in that I understand my weight 
can never be held by words 
When I tell you about my midnight feelings 
I can hardly believe you’re alive 
I let my truck-like interior 
crush itself slowly 
over & over 
against the side of your house 
Once or twice you will find 
a face that’s familiar enough 
to fall in love with 
Other times you’ll be startled 
by how much you don’t need anyone 
When I am two beers deep 
I rediscover the ecstasy pocket 
pooling in the great communal sky 
I dip my hair into it like a lake 
My hair dries beautifully 
into something else
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In Sedona, all the parking lots are full
There’s a long line to see 
any symbol ordained by God 
& I’d like to stop becoming acclimated to this 
I feel the need to remind every woman 
of something I haven’t articulated yet 
Why I lit a candle for you 
before I lit a candle for myself 
When I feel the most porous 
I let Moondance signal my previous self 
Abandoning impermeable surfaces 
until I am washed out with a heavy rain 
I would have liked to know 
that real estate touched everything 
from a much earlier age 
Now I can barely shape my mouth 
around the concept of property 
without envisioning my body 
deteriorating beneath its true owner 
Flowers & weeds grow together 
in the yards of all your exes 
The future is constantly vanishing 
to Everything Being True
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Think hard about the last time
you said you were in love 
without simultaneously thinking about death 
I’ve smoked enough weed to know 
what’s deeply wrong with me 
& who got fixed in my blood 
though most of those were accidents 
It’s so funny  
that Ronald Reagan invented grunge 
& that grunge was just powerpop 
without the pastels 
I admit, I do have fantasies 
about a long-haired man 
telling me something I don’t know 
but I don’t know 
People in Texas are sad 
People in California are sad 
I sit in between them & drink water 
trying to fix how I feel onto a memory 
that someone else already wrote down 
I don’t mind the sun sometimes 
The images it shows 
I can taste you on my lips 
& smell you in my clothes
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Women walk toward summer
like weeds blooming between other weeds 
A man balloons his feelings 
for me to stand inside them & twirl 
I love being in love 
before being smart sets in 
When you have a person 
to clean your towels for 
We feel every feeling 
to its inevitable ending 
& then we begin to jog 
I spend a good hour in your mouth 
Watching the blood moon 
like the super bowl never existed
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I am softest on the patio
because my skin is made of air 
Liquid wants to bubble up inside of me 
& escape through my eyes, my armpits 
This is one way of interjecting 
when you don’t know how to begin 
We are softest on the patio 
drinking our nectars in silence 
We pretend enough air between us 
to manufacture vehicles & children 
We let brand new words 
revive our old catastrophes 
& then we drink them down  
like stale water (still good) 
In the desert  
arroyo glitters at me 
the way sequoia used to 
but doesn’t anymore 
It’s okay 
Certain kinds of furniture 
gleam into the sun  
even when no one’s home 
This is what I like best 
Frightening the neighbors 
with our shining monuments 
The air passing through 
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our young bodies  
& drying them out 
Draped on our lawn furniture 
We get softer than wind  
Softer than pink air 
falling out of the wind 
& so tired 
We can only crane our necks backward 
& put our throats on the great wide sky
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Man With Gorgeous Star Tattoos
Thank you for finding me  
when I was soft enough to incorporate 
your knowledge of cob structures 
& other natural building techniques 
into my idea of what home should be 
I made a mobile from the driftwood 
we found on that freezing island beach 
we never should have left 
The world doesn’t care about mobiles 
& I barely do anymore, either 
but at the time I wanted to die 
beside your best friend 
who made a swing for his pregnant wife 
& then kept it hanging in the Madrona trees 
even after she left him 
Man With Photographs From Southeast Asia 
I couldn’t help it, I moved to the city  
I didn’t want to be twenty-two anymore, or interested 
in scattering my menstrual blood in our garden 
to appease something bigger than me 
It doesn’t exist 
I treasured you once like an animal 
I knew I’d never see in my yard again 
& I haven’t, I haven’t 
Human With Decimations Like The Rest Of Us 
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I am sailing each night with somebody new 
On our way through the gorge in the dark 
we pass by a hundred little boats 
All with their own names 
Every once in a while 
a light comes on in one of them 
& then glows a little 
& then disappears
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I am making springtime
a treasured map of my city 
by covering my idiot city with exes 
Outside the limits 
of what I held dear 
there wasn’t much to watch go by 
You were in & then you got out 
It was barren & then a strip mall 
I left the car & walked into the forest 
& got so hungry I couldn’t talk 
Certain varieties of trees  
will explode in the heat of late summer 
This poem is to tell you I miss you 
because I’m not allowed to tell you myself
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If you’re having god feelings
you’ll want to let them fester 
I am listening to bad jazz 
& the trees are shaking & wet 
I tried to tell you  
no man is like food 
but I have no biological proof  
& you are the only thing keeping me alive 
Everyone talks about co-dependency 
like it’s a flower 
we could identify in the wild 
You are trying to tell me 
You don’t need anything  
that anyone wants you to know 
The point is I know 
I am so much bigger  
than my street at night 
but so much smaller than the way 
my body moves through it
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I’d like to distinguish
between the fantasy of abandonment 
& the fantasy of being carried 
When we tongue kiss on the sidewalk 
it’s fireworks of regret 
I am too tall to be invisibly sexual 
& my body will never be 
as see-through as I pretend 
I think I should be reaching  
the age of belonging 
that feels like cutting melon 
into a child’s open palm 
I don’t want to die or get old 
circles the airwaves all day long 
I sing alongside it 
into the space between our arms 
Death & Suffering do not touch me 
Your eyes will never land on me 
the way they used to 
My most exhilarating pastime 
is making a good man angry 
I put my arms into the future 
& watch my shittiness grow & grow
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Eventually you are going to die of love
You know this when you wake up 
in your lover’s unfinished basement 
looking at artifacts from grandfathers 
you have yet to contextualize in their gait 
Your lover will dress himself 
to Frank Zappa 
Rubbing an old stick-&-poke of a car 
& the breeze through the curtains 
will become his first girlfriend’s breeze 
Thick enough to grow into 
Other people are so easy to fail at 
The valve breaks & then it’s just you 
Emoting relentlessly 
Animal noises in your guts 
Either you mind the blackberries 
staining the porcelain sink 
or you are back there in the field with me 
rubbing your fingers into the stings 
My God, what a world we have come into 
You can chase the wrong thing 
as long as you want
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In Seattle I walked
in the wet street with you 
eating pineapple spears 
with our orgasm’s ghost 
I had fantasized the night before 
about falling asleep  
on that fold-out mattress 
with my mouth on your back 
My body was much smaller 
hovering above its own mistakes 
In the morning 
they were all laid out in front of me 
Soft & cornerless as kiwi fruits 
& making the sound the wind makes 
in places where the rock formations 
are millions of years old 
I’m saying Wait a little longer 
for it to die, & it will die 
On the train back home 
I eat my sandwich in the dark 
Licking the grease from the wrapper 
Pretending no one else can see
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I’ve been wanting to say something
about how awesome your dick is 
We are listening to Bonnie Raitt 
in your dad’s old truck 
When I sit for my portrait 
they will make me a woman 
& this is technically accurate 
Sex is the best 
when it’s with someone who knows 
you are totally out of their league
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The stars are not there to tell us
what we are doing wrong 
or remind us of who has died 
but we still let them 
I stream into the you-vision 
on the bike ride home 
until my legs become a new lamp 
Baby Baby Baby, I am singing 
to the ghost of your hairy belly 
& then to all sorts of living flesh 
I say yes to everything 
a little too quickly 
It’s the illusion of self-control 
I’m staring up at every night
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Today the balloon reads
Don’t stop until you get enough 
It spasms upward over the treeline 
far from my fucked up little tent 
It’s like your ears are popping, I am saying 
& then you remember how to fill yourself out 
I put the big words on the table for others 
I back away slowly to preserve their myth 
I think about the way the sky felt  
when I felt about it for the first time 
My skin got on an airplane 
just to necessitate its getting 
Now I open the windows  
& see a long life of failures 
Tender & beautiful failures 
& all the things I half-learned to discuss 
There are caves we haven’t named yet 
& then there are caves with no names 
We yell every name into the volcano 
Tropical birds circle overhead 
Bringing us to the waterfall 
we don’t know how 
to take a picture of
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My worldview is so serene
about its inability to know itself 
I know there must be a word for this 
I get inspired by springtime’s joyful murders 
The way the flowers scream 
so purely at first, then calm down 
into an easy kind of talk 
She didn’t like me using the word hobo 
until I filled it with my big elation 
& then it looked like the American West 
Nothing more 
When I see a landscape 
I people it, what can I say? 
Where could we go 
except around the reservoir one more time 
Leaving the same words 
& picking them back up again 
& returning them gently to the ground? 
I think about them when the night is purple 
with weed smells, & children in the jasmine 
Waves & waves of honey-colored god 
fall over me then 
Ghosts watch me, crying endlessly 
I carry none of you with me 
It’s magic
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In my recurring fantasy about
Natural American Landmarks 
we are steaming up car windows 
with something other than sex 
It doesn’t matter what a man does 
to get the flowers, but that he gets them 
It takes so little of you 
My fear is that I accidentally grew  
into a beautiful woman 
& when I stand motionless in the shower 
letting the hot water berate me 
I am steaming this power  
out of my skin like a fog 
Here is what I do perfectly––  
I close my eyes beneath you & become a painting 
I roll away from you to touch my phone 
then bring the water to your mouth 
I like the ones who can’t help themselves 
with bank accounts or vitamins 
I like the sad ones who can’t imagine 
what life inside an engine is really like 
I like the weird ones  
that know how to play with my hair 
& the ones with their fathers  
still wet in their hearts 
I like me too much 
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to ever give me over to anything else 
Dear Everyone 
I am an animal 
but my body is clean 
The air is so sweet & warm tonight 
if you know what I mean
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The universe is definitely expanding
It feels so amazing  
To abandon something shitty
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Today I made eye contact 
with a middle-aged man 
as he was returning to his parked suv 
I wore bike shorts under my dress 
(I mean, spiritually) 
& kissed his ghost wife on the mouth 
until he looked away 
What gives me the right 
that doesn’t give everyone else the right 
& why don’t we exercise our right 
to fuck with other people?  
Eventually our choices 
become the need to endure our choices 
We are on this earth for such a short time 
but I still hope to be dead by then
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Someone wrote on a bathroom wall
The largest eggs in the world are laid by sharks 
& someone else wrote underneath it 
The largest woman in the world  
is laid by yr dad 
What I want to say to you 
is shut up & let existence reproduce itself 
Cauliflower & broccoli mixed together 
makes a trippy-looking vegetable 
you casually mention you’d like a framed print of 
The me who believed 
that Blood Sugar Sex Magik was a decent album 
would have fucked you at the nature preserve 
& then carried it in my swimsuit 
while pretending to stir up feelings 
about the small, shitty tide pools 
The me who showed you  
how to hike down to the private springs  
is not the me who was brought to the pool  
by someone much stronger than you 
much worse than you 
It doesn’t mean the world isn’t amazing 
Teens discover naturally-occurring examples 
of the Fibonacci sequence  
in their high school bathrooms 
Someone gets in bed with someone they just met 
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& says, sarcastically, I want you
If I make eye contact with anyone today 
it’ll give me away immediately 
The me who spent a decade  
thinking about what cairns meant 
but not giving much of a shit 
who put what where, & how come
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I text you at midnight
that only the girls want to have sex 
That’s when nothing matters anymore 
or matters so much it just gets erased 
People in the street  
are barking the human condition  
into the yards’ trees 
They seek out devastation 
but the world only ever chooses truth 
The whole collected vision of you 
staves off its crankiness with naps 
It drinks seasonal lattes 
when it senses a kind of winter 
I love everyone in secret 
& believe they are indifferent 
& what a manipulation this becomes 
I drive my car into the trees at night 
when I need to remember 
that freedom isn’t free 
isn’t that far off
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Sometimes you want a new life
bogged down by pets 
You stuff some bills in the trashcan 
of plants needing constant care 
& wonder if the world gives a shit 
one way or another 
I had this idea 
about the way we watch other people 
& the idea unfolded itself slowly 
Like origami 
All of its creases still intact 
Now I have new hands 
full of brightly colored paper 
& when I funnel me into you 
I never lose track  
of the funnel’s intricacy 
It’s true 
Some machines just make things easier 
for bigger, sexier machines 
We both know 
my companion is gone 
but that doesn’t mean we know 
how to talk about it



39

When I am away from you
I am acknowledging my true self  
My true self is whipping me 
into a black thunderhead  
The one I saw in Oklahoma 
where I was the most 
& newest kind of alone 
I miss my dad being my dad 
& not just someone older  
who lets the world’s disappointments into me 
a little bit at a time 
He went somewhere 
to make me understand how death works 
& when he comes back I will have forgotten 
Children would have you believe 
that everything in life occurs 
as if by magic 
& then the magic becomes commerce 
as if by force 
People often mistake strangers  
for someone they once loved deeply 
I am boomerang-ing back to you 
as a practice-promise 
I have spent so long  
climbing big beautiful ladders  
in an imperceptible rain
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When you are in fake love
everything becomes so clear 
You jump through the fantasy hoops 
for a mattress that sparkles 
when you have sex on it 
Some days I think thoughts about myself 
that make tiny, precise cuts in my interior 
& therefore must be true 
It involves being the kind of woman 
that is very rarely introduced 
Long before I met you 
My mom haggled with the man at the nursery 
over the price of a young Japanese maple 
I waited in the hot car, thinking 
How would she know?  
The newspaper is like folk music 
& it always has been 
All those songs about Death & America 
I don’t really care  
what era I actually belong to 
I just want to get older 
without getting bigger 
or maybe it’s the other way around
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Every time you buy a vehicle
you get closer to understanding 
what it is you’re really trying to do 
I mean, here on earth 
Moving your soft luggage  
from one home  
to another, lesser home 
You leave your cactai in the landfill 
The ones you bought for your relationship corner 
& your bleached sheets 
& your shared feelings  
about the neighbors (those shits) 
All you ever really have 
are several iterations  
of your one true haircut 
All you ever really talked about 
were your Bronco years, & this rain 
I felt the words souped up  
hiding in close proximity 
whenever we drove up the mountain for sage 
I knew they would be our death 
the way that first cold river was 
& all that money 
& those things you saw 
high up in the trees 
that I could never spot 
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even when you pointed 
I blamed it on being tired, like usual 
The truth is 
other people make me crazy 
Those god-awful songs they sing 
when they are driving toward the place 
they waited so long 
to take you into
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Those days I walked around the water
with no good way to describe it, but knowing 
that nothing majestic simply flows 
Native tribes replenished the west coast with media  
when the animals left for good 
& then everything was a pet 
or a pet’s story 
I was hungover constantly 
Aching & enthusiastic 
& I felt that very specific loneliness 
of having no good parka  
in a city where practical knowledge  
flowers toward you like a fruit  
& asks you to participate in its gift 
I was in love with too many things  
I never saw or touched — Tibet 
Nepal, Croatia, Great Barrier Reef  
in winter, great interiors  
of famous American men & women 
Where I could be in five years if I left you 
How I could become a person 
who kept a lot of living things around 
& brought the water to them all each morning 
Saying I’m still listening 
Flowing from room to room 
I can’t go to Washington 
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like I can’t go to Los Angeles 
like I need any more opportunities 
to embrace the apparition 
of what we couldn’t hack 
I go to the cities I know don’t want you 
& wallow in my invented sea 
I grow big there 
eating the salty air 
& try to hate you 
& don’t care
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On the phone with my best friend
we do mathematical equations 
Most of the world  
doesn’t speak our language 
our fill us with the sexy dream 
of our own lives 
I am buying sandals on the Internet 
when I find out love is broken 
I look out over the whitish span  
of two or three decades 
& am horrified to see it attached to me 
All that sad milk 
& no vision of babies 
but several epiphanies 
but somewhere overseas 
My best friend says 
If she can’t picture the outcome 
she assumes she won’t live to see it 
I try not to envision  
being a woman who buys candles 
& never sets them on fire 
I am packing around 
this pure, naked wish forever 
Cleaning myself out 
from the greyer me 
I thought you wanted
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I want love to be an institution
like Michael Douglas movies in the 1980s 
I know the shark was fake, was animatronic 
but I hungered after an experience 
that would add to my development  
as a young woman 
In the Caribbean 
I got my hair braided  
with orange pony beads at the ends 
The photograph embarrasses me now 
You have a relationship 
with the things you are wary of 
& it is your favorite relationship 
You put the things you are wary of 
on a broadsheet 
& you sleep beneath them 
& they become holy 
I want my life to be this simple 
My skin changing textures 
based on my income 
Eating the cereals of my childhood 
to envision a better way out
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All night long I listen
to the cats howl out the window 
from the church’s vacant field 
You wake up briefly to ask 
if they are fighting or having sex 
What’s the difference 
is the cheapest answer at any hour 
& I lay it gently  
over the milk of your hair 
What is that thing you are doing  
with your fingers, I keep meaning to ask 
but then it’s over 
In that frizzing moment  
of Something Actually Happening 
there are only four or five words  
that come to mind 
I think of going back there 
where the bridge splits  
the county road in half 
Buying a diesel truck 
& divorcing my own history 
like I never could at fifteen 
I’d like my body to go back 
to being that pure 8pm twilight it was 
before I got why people move to Brooklyn 
but I don’t want to watch us 
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flying over the plain lakes of America 
Leaving behind our shadow 
then leaving behind altogether 
things with great, hooping Indian names 
Things no one sings songs for
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To want
you need an object shining 
in the empty swimming pool of the mind 
You want to be comforted 
for leaving your wallet at the bar 
past midnight, when the apples 
get tossed into the street 
in bruised hillocks 
meaning It’s all over 
In bed at night we dig in our heels 
because we can’t remember 
who bought the sheets 
We shove one set of feelings 
into the other set of feelings 
& then switch 
I think I’m leaving 
the period of Desert Reverence 
for the period of Volume At All Hours 
but how will we know?  
I want your mood 
to be a punchline hovering above us 
I want the road home to get washed out 
just before we decide to go back
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I am finding a weird joy
in putting my limbs  
inside this moving machine  
& promising to stay put 
What can we do but fantasize  
about a different set of ways 
to waste our own time? 
I’ve wanted some other type  
of leg my whole life 
Less maternal, less meat 
I rode a bicycle 
& then I began to swim 
I gave up swimming to walk 
I bought a car & put you inside it 
I got tired of that too 
When you look at your life 
it is only from the ground 
where the tree-tops begin 
It’s one of the equinoxes 
& I am going through the motions 
The parking-lot flowers 
are fucking aggressively 
The world is so fertile 
& so senselessly
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Women don’t just hand other women
the keys to themselves 
You learn this in your twenties 
the same year your dad replaces his mouth  
with greeting cards & vice versa 
The ferns & the poppies 
take showers in the pit of you 
when you make your weekend plans 
& then execute your weekend plans 
beautifully, returning pinked 
in the early evening to steam vegetables 
& call a parent on the phone 
What’s there to understand? 
You were in love with someone 
who didn’t love you back 
& when you joined him on the other side 
of disdain for the opposite sex 
you were welcomed into an adoration 
too shiny in its abandonment 
to not become an altar 
Patio drugs follow you around the city forever 
You will want someone again 
& you will have someone again 
& for that first glorious month 
you will believe in something new
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Fuck You, Motherfucker
is the sound of a city park 
serving its purpose 
If you hold your ear to a seashell 
it says roughly the same thing 
Trees strain our crazed anger  
like cheese cloth 
They give it back to us as oxygen 
& we have no idea why 
I want to know the right way to graft 
my metaphysical certainties 
onto an understanding of the world 
that makes a little money 
Some days you just feel so lifeless 
that all you can do is watch  
girls twirl on the ice 
skating rink at the mall 
like they have done 
so many times before 
like you have done 
so many times before
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What the air does at night
I wouldn’t call a breeze 
A block of it enters through the window 
& rams its grease against my hair 
The drunk girls are outside permanently 
They look like sidewalk glitter 
stomped on by a late snow 
It’s 2014 
& I can’t find “Meet Me In The Morning” 
anywhere on the Internet 
I eat warm melon from a bowl 
with my fingers  
I wash the bowl in the bathroom sink 
I can’t give you this either 
I keep in mind 
the telephone wouldn’t exist 
without a person to look into it 
& see a different face 
Just once I’d like to hear 
your hundred angry horses 
coming down the hill for us  
bringing with them 
a kind of wind
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Every person on earth
has one thought about pools 
Brandon is swimming alone 
& we watch him knowing 
we do not belong in there with him 
When I tell you It’s warm at night 
I mean Everyone looks like an artist 
You cradle your houseplant in the woods 
& remember how home used to feel 
Black soil, approximating nothing 
The goddess of reinvention 
with coconut milk on her mouth 
When you become yourself to me 
I lay my belief-fingers on your chest 
& wait for my feelings to name themselves 
Strange lights glow upward from me in the dark 
A money so green 
you wonder if it is fake
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This morning I woke up 
to someone getting mugged 
outside my hotel room 
you’re dead motherfucker 
the sky was screaming 
& spreading itself like milk 
When I can’t remember my dream 
I imagine you in the garden 
of emotional reassurance 
I watch Oregon’s neon 
flowering inside me through the fog 
Bread products are not powerful 
because we took the power away 
& this is just one example 
The world is too big 
for anyone to understand 
but here we all are
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