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Go Long 
 
 This is the way I've 
long envisioned my mind to 
work, specifically when it 
comes to communicating: 
there is a shelter, most 
comparable to a castle for its 
dense walls. My 
understanding rests inside, 
separated from the rest of my 
brain. There is a man whose 
sole purpose is to run 
between this castle and the 
foreground of my mind where 
my eyes, my mouth and my 
ears are. Even farther from 
that is you, looking me in the 
eyes, telling me something. 
The man gathers your words 
in his arms and runs back to 
the center of my mind. He 
must cover a great distance, 



occasionally even jumps great 
heights, to deliver your words 
to my understanding.  
 So by now it's been a 
moment. And now I must take 
another to moment to decide 
how to react given the fact.  
 The man then carries 
the reaction back to the front 
of my brain. He does this 
hundreds of times in a 
conversation and he is tired. 
But for some reason certain 
people make the journey 
simpler, easier, It is no longer 
a burden, their words are 
perhaps lighter and therefore 
not so hard for the man to 
carry. Not that their words are 
any less important or carry 
less depth. But they are not 
harmful. They are round and 
smooth and trustworthy.  
 



 

 

 
Cloak and dagger, mystery bagger 
 
 I wonder if there are less secrets 
today than there used to be. When I 
walk by myself I see trees filled with 
green shoes and a round painted boy. I 
reach for my phone to tell you but 
decide to keep the secret for myself. It 
almost feels like a collection in this day 
and age when images and thoughts 
and sounds come so cheap. But I don't 
want secrets to become a commodity, 
too. Like something you purposefully 
hoard, waiting to unleash like some 
indulgent splurge. And I don't want 
them to be a secret kept out of spite or 
bitterness—one that is too good to 
share. But something golden to keep 
for the pleasure in itself. Like building 
our own inner world. 
 But I still wonder what it is about 
secrets that make them so precious. I 
truly believe that true happiness is 
shared, but then why do I seek and 
collect these secret moments? 
Sometimes it feels as though you have 
sent me out to gather them so that 



upon return I may open my pack and 
spread them out for you so that you 
may smile at their autonomous glow. 
It's some kind of performance, some 
kind of entertainment, these exotic yet 
familiar secrets. But when they are all 
laid out on your kitchen table they are 
out of context, diluted, even. And you 
are often unimpressed. And I am left 
feeling like I wish I had kept them for 
myself. The blue spruce outside my 
window. The three turquoise spires 
around town. The pennies I never pick 
up. The almonds in my pocket. The bus 
stop murals and the women in the 
sauna.  



The Mountain the Noise Made 
 
 Some songs rise up in me like 
mountains and ridges. I have to close 
my eyes and feel my skin sway, layered 
over swelling feelings. And just as they 
start to teeter at too great of a height, 
the next note gently rises up to meet it. 
It is like walking up a staircase that only 
grows taller if you begin to take another 
step. And it's both thrilling and 
comforting because I put my trust in the 
sounds, that they will be there to pick 
up the overflow when it does.  
 I will tell you that last night I 
heard a song that made me feel like I 
was walking into the ocean, then diving 
into the ocean. And the waves had 
bulldogs for heads but when I swam 
past them I was able to go deeper until 
I found a place filled with electric eels 
that braided around each other when 
they swam up and down from sand to 
surface. They looked like an underwater 
sunrise from a distance. But before I 
could get much closer the song went 
windy then stormy and I was up at the 



surface again stuck between two huge 
bodies of navy blue. 
 I remember other songs 
sterilizing me, unforgiving. Like 
pumping your stomach with charcoal to 
push out the poison. But I liked the 
feeling because I woke up fresh, or at 
least scraped clean. Polished in a way, 
metal on metal, sitting cross-legged in a 
stranger's garage, cement floor and 
wires and buttons and light switches.  
 



Throat Chunks 
 
 There should be a word for: 
 “I think we are made of the same 
stuff but it just comes out in different 
word shapes like cheese graters do and 
I know that's gross but try not to think 
about it literally it's just when you are 
sad I wish you weren't and I wish you 
knew that when I'm sitting next to you 
I'm sitting next to you in every sense. 
 It's okay to feel sad though and 
when I try to cheer you up you don't 
have to feel better right away, or even 
feel better because of what I say. And 
when I do say things only some of the 
meaning gets squeezed out in the 
words while the rest gets shaved off 
and sits leftover in the back of my 
throat. And sorry for going back to this 
image, but like the bits left in the middle 
part of a cheese grater. I just wish I 
could hand it all to you in one solid 
complete chunk so you would get it in a 
direct clear signal.  
 Even body language convolutes 
it and it echoes between the two bodies 
like mirrors facing each other, which 



change slowly between interpretation 
and perception. You think I'm nervous 
and you get nervous and I get nervous 
because you seem nervous and I'm 
also nervous that I might appear 
nervous.  
 Stop wipe it off and start over. 
No, don't even wipe it off, just let go of 
the mirrors in general—I don't want 
windows or glass of any kind between 
us.  
 I guess what I'm trying to say is 
that in the end, if I seem nervous it's 
probably because I am nervous that I 
won't be able to get across. But what 
matters is that I want to.” 
 



no big deal 
 
 I want to know all the little things 
most of all, for you to feel safe storing 
the banal with me, to keep safe 
guarding the everyday and the no big 
deal. You can keep telling me about 
that dream you had or the way you 
might hang the pictures on your wall. I 
want to know it all because I want to 
know you and you are, we are mostly 
the little things. Imagine yourself made 
of tiny squares and each square is how 
you take your coffee, whether you 
snore at night, the song your parents 
danced to at their wedding, your first 
dog's name, the soap suds between 
your fingers after you wash your hands 
while you tell me about the newspaper 
article you read about surrogate 
grandmothers. Maybe that's why when 
I'm sad I put so much emphasis on the 
little things. If I don't floss, take my 
vitamins, roll my socks just right it might 
all come down.  
 
 
 



 



no crazy people 
 
 What if there are no crazy 
people? What if their thoughts are just 
too big for their heads or their feelings 
too big for their hearts? I imagine the 
big thoughts as long strands of ribbon 
that circle around your head while only 
a section slips between your ears at a 
time—you can only grasp that one part 
of the thought.  
 Or like a big fish swimming in 
your brain that comes up for air. And 
sometimes your head gets so full it 
overflows a little bit. Sometimes it's just 
the big thoughts that fall out but it 
causes a big splash and you lose some 
of the everyday thoughts, the ones that 
make sure you remember to clip your 
fingernails or to look someone in the 
eye or to take out the trash.  
 



 



Nervous 
 
 I wake up and I'm nervous 
because I'm not real yet so all my 
thoughts melt. I have to wake up stand 
up eat and I lose my balance on the 
way to the door and my shoulder twists 
in the wooden frame.  
 And I make it downstairs and I 
wonder if anyone can hear my 
footsteps. At the table the steam rises 
to my eyes from my cup of tea. So far 
just the light from the window sees me. 
I am becoming more solid because of it.  
 Someone comes down the 
stairs, I can hear the wood creak and I 
turn my head. 
 “Good morning,” I say. 
 Now it is finally safe to stand up 
and I do and I wash my dishes and go 
upstairs and get dressed. 
 



 



Memory Heavy 
 
 There are aliens who do not 
experience weight like we do. It is not a 
matter of transferring mass. They are 
born so light they bob and float. You 
look up and see a sea of baby aliens 
huddled above the park.  
 As they get older they gather 
thoughts and memories. They start in 
the head and slowly drift down to their 
toes like feathers and this is what gives 
them weight. The oldest ones are so full 
and heavy they are like statues. Some 
don't even move anymore. But after so 
much drifting and being see-through 
they don't mind. They like feeling so 
sturdy and permanent and real.  
 The ones who are in-between 
have feet full of thoughts and so they 
move like seaweed does, tied to the 
bottom and swaying at the top. Through 
the rest of the body. Sometimes a big 
thought shudders through them.  
 



 



Memory Tender 
 
 For one body, that’s a lot of 
memories to remember. There are all of 
the sentences, not to mention the 
words. There are all of the seashores, 
not to mention all of the waves. I could 
take pictures to show myself later; a 
flashcard as if there will be a quiz of my 
life. Or I could write it down in my 
journal, make a song or a poem, even 
just record a video of my feet walking 
down that street I always take home 
from the grocery store, simply to remind 
myself of the schlop-schlop sound of 
my boots and shush-shush sound of 
the trees and the ho-hum sound of my 
head; a string on the finger. A string on 
the finger grows into a string on all of 
my fingers, all of my toes. And as I 
burrow each of these in my arms and 
under my tongue or even tangled in my 
hair they get stretched out. They slowly 
start falling back to the ground, back 
behind me, as I’m walking forward. Until 
finally there is a trail dragging behind 
me of all of the things I’m trying to 
remember. It flattens out at the end. It’s 



slowing me down in some ways. It has 
a hold on me in most ways. Every time I 
click the camera I wonder how much 
more weight my tail can carry. I wonder 
what would happen if I stopped trying to 
carry it all with me. Do I have the guts 
to keep time traveling with no anchor, 
with nothing to remind me of where I 
once was on the map? I supposed 
without it I might be able to run, skip, 
somersault. I would feel weightless, or 
at least bouncy. No memories to tend 
to: okay everyone, line up nice and 
even, fix up your tie and remember your 
lines-we’ve got guests coming. Without 
all of this, I could look you in the eye 
and we would find moments that 
condense like clouds and hang about 
the room, waiting until we have moved 
to our new times and places, waiting 
until we’re not looking before puffing 
themselves into dust. 
 



All of my beginnings 
 
 Last night I dreamt you and my 
first were the same person. I saw you at 
a social function and all the good 
memories bubbled up in pink flowers in 
my stomach and down my arms. We 
were young again, behind our purple 
eyelids we had hopes and ideals that 
ran ahead of us down the road and we 
were still trying hard to catch up. And 
so I figured kissing you again could not 
be bad. No worse than folding the 
paper over so the two sides laid flat in 
the same precise spot. What I mean is, 
it’s been done before. It’s just us 
remembering, it’s no different than us 
remembering, going back to that time 
and place. And when it’s over it’s like 
waking up in the morning and going 
about pouring your cereal as if you 
didn’t just dream about talking dogs in 
the grocery store. But you turned away, 
you didn’t like my idea. You had a 
family, a baby, you didn’t have to say in 
the dream, but I knew that was why. I 
had to realize the consequences of 
even my innocent intentions. I came 



forward in this queue, here’s my chance 
to love, but found in order to do so i had 
to take it away from someone else. All 
my beginnings became someone else’s 
endings. While I’m being held someone 
else is rolling over in bed alone, making 
shapes out of their dresser and their 
book shelves in the dark. And in my 
dream I think the two of you were one 
person because there is not enough to 
pull you forward, rather you act on what 
is pulling you back. 
 



Wordy bird 
 
 Look at this word that I caught. It 
was fluttering in the corner of my room 
and its letter feathers were all in a 
ruffle. Its beak made whispered 
whistling sounds and it was getting so 
sleepy. So I tucked it into some 
browned pages before taking my pen to 
retrace and repaint its grayed wings. It 
flew in the window because no one had 
been using it and without the word on 
anyone’s lips there was no wind to 
carry it. In these pages they have new 
meaning and they stand with their 
toothpick legs peeking out of their down 
feathers, waiting for the right sentence 
to be spoken. And now our sentences 
are crowded and bustling with 
associations and synonyms and 
reminders. ‘Trousers’ and ‘mozzarella’ 
and ‘plural’ play little movies from their 
respective places in line. They might 
remind you of a holiday party or blades 
of grass leftover on the sidewalk after a 
mow. Imagine where our conversations 
might go. 
 



 
 
 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 




