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One. 
“Youth would be an ideal state if it came a little 
later in life.” 

- Herbert Henry Asquith 





I dream of anarchy... 

Knees shatter by daybreak in a place like this 
On a hillside built from plaster and wine, 
Chains forged from the grip of plastic smiles 
Pierce lungs and wrists like fishing line 
 
Cast into the murky depth of my next door neighbour’s 
Eyes watching from the slit of a white, white blind 
And handicapped by secrets like onion skin fraying, praying 
To monuments of hedonism. 
 
I swear I am losing my mind. 
 
Shackles shapeshift cleverly in a place like this 
Close tightly around my Achilles’ heel, slicing deep 
Into tires and pumps, inhalers breaking stagnant air 
Hanging over cliffs as hollow as they are steep 
 
Prices rising, full moon over pocketbooks tearing 
Masks from ugly pretenders who are not as pretty as you 
Dreaming of cardboard roles, click, click, flash, the camera 
Is mercilessly catching me on the edge, ball and chain 
 
Five inches from jumping. 
 
Hands reach across aisles inches apart in a place like this 
Linked pinkies to rings and ring fingers stinging 
From having been robbed of slow sunsets and the bloodred 
Rush of a million hours screaming complete ecstasy, 
 
In slow-mo, missing fractured moments before they happen 
You are caught in a winding cycle of 
Paralysis, dementia, schizophrenia, dream quietly 
For in a place like this I cannot touch you 
 
But find my mind too close to believing. 
 
By night the air is fierce to compensate and 
I dream of anarchy and graffiti skies. 

◦ 3 



Valentine's Cards 

Remember 
in elementary school 
when it was safe to give 
Valentine’s cards with 
“I love you” and 
“Won’t you be my Valentine?” 
to other boys because they 
didn’t have cooties? 
 
  I spend the day 
thinking about the little gay boys 
and little gay girls who were 
left 
with these 
torn, badly-taped, wet with spit 
cards, deciphering the 
handwriting with a flashlight 
under the sheets and wondering 
what it all meant. 
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◦ 5 

Lighting Up 

I pretend I am invisible 
when I make the run for 
(battery) cocktails, lemon- 
flavoured (soap), and 
hors d’oeuvres twisted off with wire. 
 
Let’s have a party, clinging 
to ceilings, wet and breaking, 
where I can drink in the glow of 
your face lighting up with 
fire. 



Stockholm, 1973 

My walls, pallid against 
My skin, sing of Atlantic 
Buoyancy and krill 
Clinging to anchors. 
 
How hollow saplings 
Await hummingbirds, 
Twigs growing from 
Imaginary trunks. 
 
I am a million humming- 
Birds, all lifting an old 
Sky and fighting nativity 
For my parish of captivity, 
 
Roots growing around 
Scars, warm as quilts 
Stitching tight without that 
Sour pity of charity. 
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Cadavers 

He did not like thinking of coming or going or anything at all. 
He lived in a place where words were shrunk before they were eaten, 
and people talked quietly and ate nothing at all. He had breakfast with 
skeletons, and in this mausoleum it was easy to pretend that time was 
frozen in place. 

By day, he and the other cadavers were paraded before the liv-
ing, who dissected them with their eyes, and nodded and smiled, and 
understood absolutely nothing at all. They peeled away his pale skin 
carefully, inspected his files, and when they left tore away his muscles 
as a souvenir. 

“We don’t want you.” 
Every time, he collapsed in a heap of bones, and his skeleton 

was taken away in the hopes that he would regrow his flesh and his 
pride and stand before the examiners a little more weary…but a little 
less afraid. 

He grew to love the inspections, the pain of the scalpel cutting 
away his defences, because maybe…just maybe…they’d take along his 
bones, too, and he could move again without the fear of being torn 
apart. 

Every night, as the moon glowed eerily through the cracks in 
the wall, he scratched softly in the bedpost another day, and prayed, 
“Please, tomorrow, somebody take me away.” 

◦ 7 



Why We Stay 

Your knuckles are smoking like a 
wailing train, 
 
My shoelaces are sinking in rough 
terrain, like slugs melting in 
thunderstorms coated with blue rust. 
 
And I am, yet, 
and you are, 
here. 
 
If I have dreams, what I remember 
are the pillars knotted with fear, 
up and infinite against the sky. 
 
So if I could lie one more time: 
there are things that I cannot 
hold in my palm, but if I could 
I would tie them round my pinkies 
 
and never let go. 
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The grape flavour of rainbows 

She sets out to caress granite walls, 
Chipping away with toothpicks at the 
Angry cracks, and I 
 
Have rubbed my palms raw 
Scaling skylines to see 
Her pry 
 
Open strangers’ jaws 
With stories 
About why 
 
You can’t lick the grape flavour off rainbows 
No matter how hard you try. 
 
But I see her struggle to swallow 
The lead in enough empty paint cans 
To colour the world red, and I 
 
Plow battlefields, row 
By row, to see if the land 
Has buried her sighs. 
 
I am not brave enough to grow 
Something in the sand 
From my  
 
Ear canal, when I laughed at her trying to feed the world 
With pieces of the sky. 

◦ 9 



Self-contained 

I do not have 
the power 
to be so self-contained 
 
As you when you pluck 
the heads off daisies 
and watch them 
tumble from your 
fingertips. 
 
Their story is 
tragic in your 
head— 
 
Their petals are 
moist on your 
lips— 
 
   (and) 
 
You tell me that they 
taste like honey, but 
I know better. 
 
I know they taste 
like the shattered window 
panes in your 
eyes, 
 
Like the paper bag 
you buried 
(not so) secretly 
next to our old dog 
(who wasn’t really old) 
because you miss tagging along to 
the grocery store, 
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Like the awkward 
boy down the street 
you held hands with 
and almost kissed 
because you are intimidated by 
the cute ones, 
 
Like little girls, 
fragile girls, 
who die off like flies and dreamers, 
every one clutching something bitter 
 
Like crushed daisies, 
because they are more fragile than you. 

◦ 11 



Nostalgia is a cheat sheet 

I saw you at the mall last night, 
Dressed up for somebody else’s game, 
And I wanted to catch your shoulder with my voice, 
 
But I was afraid— 
To tug at you with invisible strings, 
Nostalgia is a cheat sheet I’ve used too many times. 
 
I wanted to show you something new, 
Throw you off your feet (I know you miss it), 
I didn’t want to say, “Remember? This is who we were.” 
Because we’re not children any more. 
 
So I buried the days I lost in your absence 
In your old tin lunch box, and wondered 
If you ached for me, like little children may, 
 
I prayed you’d shed your gaudy fairy wings 
Like a cocoon, for everything that I know you still are, 
For all the reasons I never forgot, 
 
Like then, my words are waiting for you 
By the old lagoon, the red bicycle we pedalled 
So hard downhill we couldn’t stop breathing, 
And your promise—that nostalgia would never be my cheat sheet. 
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Traces of the years 

Yesterday I failed to slip 
Indiscreet chains around your wrists. 
Selfishly, I wanted something physical of yours 
To hold, because I cannot keep your gaze. 
 
You smiled and released your ninety-nine balloons 
I was compelled to watch 
The trail of coloured tape 
Streaming for miles and miles beneath your wings. 
 
It was dusk when I strained once more to see 
The invisible speck in the sky 
And with my life charted in neat black lines 
Before me, I was afraid. 
 
The look on your face (I feared it was another memory 
I would misplace) crushed those fears, everything— 
You had been stolen to another world 
Where there is no time for dreams, 
 
Or the foolish little boy who is content 
To watch the windows of the evening train 
For traces of you, and traces of the years 
Which melted so beautifully in yesterday’s rain. 

◦ 13 



The Silent Bay 

There are days that I can’t hear 
The splash of the waves on the shore 
In the broken conch shell on the lowest shelf 
And I don’t remind myself any more— 
 
There is no grit and sand against my skin 
As I pedal down the dark sidewalk, 
The salty air stinging my lips like a ragged toothbrush, 
Familiar and worn, as if the sloping shore could talk, 
 
Throw me into the waves, rather, that snap 
Cold and warm as they whip around me 
Like the winding streets and narrow walls 
Of a childhood cut carefully into memory, 
 
I run along a beach in dreams, and when I fall, 
My grandparents catch me, and the dawn 
Sifts through my hair as I carve characters into the sand 
With a long brown stick I caught up from the waves, 
 
It’s where I found the conch shell, half-buried, 
But I brushed it off, and washed it in the sink 
On the balcony, and now it stares hollowly at me. 
There are no memories inside. 

14 ◦ 



◦ 15 

My Better Half 

I’d like to meet my better half, my stronger self—that go-to guy 
we approach for favours because we know he’ll carry through, or may-
be because he won’t. 

I’d like to challenge him to a staring match—the first time we’d 
see eye-to-eye. I think I’d win (which is, in effect, saying that I’d lose). 

People are too prone to imagining. 
So imagine this: A life without lies, hopes, beginnings, and 

ends. Imagine no mirrors, tape recorders, or therapists. That’s right. No 
guilt. So when Judgement Day comes a-knocking, it’s nothing more 
than a pleasant surprise. 

My story runs parallel to train tracks—it goes without saying 
that they never touch. Like this (like this): 

On the other side of town, there are two hundred miles of road, 
beyond which is a pub, beyond which is the open bay. I started on the 
east end, three beers at four in the afternoon, and then I went. 

If he’d been walking beside me, he wouldn’t have been carrying 
a knapsack, or shoes. He would have laughed. He would have been on 
the other side of town. 

Thirty minutes in, trouble came sniffing in the form of two 
large policemen. I could have taken them. He could, that is. But he was 
on the other side of town. 

So I let them smile, and floor me. 
I never made it to the pub, and I couldn’t get my hopes up fur-

ther than that. For all I knew, the bay was imaginary like him. 



I am afraid to breathe. 

The world is dangerous, 
The world is molded from grime, 
The world is a prostitute wrapping her legs 
Around your veins, thrusting 
Against your lungs, and you ask me why 
I am afraid to breathe. 
 
   A billion beer cans 
Knock against motors, like the dead 
Bodies of people that people know 
Tucked away in drawers. And their ashes 
Find a way to mix with the shriveled 
Placentas clinging to hospital dumpsters. 
 
   All the world’s men 
And women and children are polluted 
With the touch of each other, like the whisper 
Of every poison at night. And their sewage 
Runs through the jaws of our mothers, 
Curling invisible at the bottom of milk glasses. 
 
   I want to be able to 
Hose down the entire world, but it is everywhere, 
I cannot get rid of it, I cannot get rid of it, 
The prostitute has me pinned down with the weight 
Of her humanness and 
 
   I am afraid to breathe. 
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Only on Mondays 

Nothing 
makes sense any more but this: 
 
I like how the yellow of my piss 
hitting toilet water pollutes like 
oil spills racing toward shores, 
 
Dead fish and ducks and otters 
matting against the 
sewers on the north coast of the beach, 
and village kids finding the remains 
on mouldy docks. 
 
The lumpy disposition of my ceiling 
and the fact that they have no ceiling 
are somehow connected. When I was sleeping, 
someone glued glow-in-the-dark stars 
over the corners, but the constellations are all 
wrong. 
 
It’s like a bad meal you flush away, 
but I feel like I killed something, so the chalk 
never sits quite right in my shoes, and I can only 
make sense of it on Mondays. 
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Outcry 

And I don’t even bother to remove 
the staples from the pre-recycling 
curling inward like clustered fetuses 
because I’m secretly screaming at them 
never to let go. 
 
I don’t even bother to count the head 
count the death toll of an explosion 
in a stadium this size, only that the roar 
muffles the voices in my head like 
the walls of a jail cell. 
 
I don’t even bother sleeping giants. 
I don’t even bother snails with their passenger 
seeds inching towards much bigger 
heights than the ones above my knees. 
 
Dear God: 
This is my message in a bottle, 
This is my heart at full throttle, 
This is, in fact, a red flag without a mast or 
a motto, like the motto of my life: 
 
Your turning 
towards me only 
to say “no.” 
 
I wish I could call sunsets black 
or white and leave it at that, 
but these fingers against my temple 
are not my own, leaking dreams like 
faeries or daemons. 
 
My tongue never bites back, but 
every muscle in my body recoils against 
the slap of a door closing or a 
shoulder turning the blind eye 
or deaf ear, or cocked in your throat, 
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Do you know the hardest— 
battle we fight is 
barely tasting the edge of 
tomorrow, and having to go it 
alone. 

◦ 19 





Two. 
“Fall not in love, therefore; it will stick to your 
face.” 

- National Lampoon 





This is how a heart beats 

This is palpable, I thought 
Of the words that grazed your cheeks like 
Shards of glass, soft and yielding. 
I flung them out like so many dreams, and 
They must have seen us. It was obvious. 
 
From the sidelines, they glanced sidelong 
At this secret game, the rapture of a perfect 
Word outlined in stardust, and your eyes. 
The way you spoke, there might as well have been 
Nothingness between us, and within us 
 
Chains linked so tightly and amorphous on 
Our lips and our ears and my hand tapping 
On the edge of your desk. We had danced so closely that 
Our lips should have been touching. I had seen you, 
Warm and hesitant, in the loops of your brow, 
 
Bending over your work, so feverishly daring. 
It was beautiful. But I knew I would be 
Too afraid to tell you. I looked up at their hollow eyes 
And their hidden smiles were for what I feared I was. 
I choked and broke the silence of an otherwise perfect day. 

◦ 23 



The closeness of you 

I have been waiting for the 
closeness of you 
at every interval, and 
every shifting second 
that the fragmentation of time and space 
makes itself more visible in the creaking of the 
paralyzed air, 
 
What hollow, transparent gears 
hang indefinitely above our heads— 
or in our skulls? 
I know something 
must be making me think of you, 
 
Something 
must have inspired the electrodes 
in my blood, 
fierce and stagnant 
and hesitant 
like your breath caught in your throat 
when you hold my gaze so indefinitely, 
 
And it is more (I am sure) 
than the flicker of your lids 
because you cannot stand it either, 
or the force of the lack of colour 
in your cheeks, 
so valiantly biting defeat. 
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The Pier 

I am addicted to 
the way your eyes look 
into the dusk, half-closed 
and misty 
grey, the way 
 
Your fingers probe my arm 
like soldiers to their doom, 
every sinew on fire, and 
every nerve crackling with 
the electricity of first lovers. 
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Que Sera 

I. 
 
The sand behind your 
ears from Acapulco is 
smeared across my clavicles, 
spotted like your freckles, 
and I swear I’ll never take 
a shower after this, 
 
Inverted red impressions, 
grooves, unmade scars, 
breathing, breathing like 
the world revolves in a 
single day, beneath the glare 
of martini glass at dusk. 
 
II. 
 
Near the sea, our feet are 
webbed with kelp, forming 
coral reefs against the tide, 
and I want to build sand 
castles around your knees 
with coffee cups and whiskey, 
 
So baby turtles can breathe 
against the sweat of your toes 
like me at three a.m. or never, 
when your hair has turned indigo, 
and my hands fall off from all 
this touching, and laughing. 
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Confessions over afternoon tea 

“I love him,” she said. We were familiar enough that I could tell 
she only liked the sound of the words in her mouth. 

I smiled grimly over the rim of my cup and nodded slightly at 
her. “Why.” 

“Because of the way he feels.” A muscle in her cheek twitched 
slightly, as if the nerve had been tapped by a hammer, or a word. On 
the table, my hand was inches from hers, shaking with the vibrations of 
her fist through the table. She sucked her breath in slightly through her 
teeth. 

For a moment, I fought the urge to raise my eyebrow. “You like 
bricks.” 

“The harder, the better.” Her eyes were green with flecks of 
gold, and they shone at that word, defiantly, better. 

I said nothing as I drained my cup. We were familiar enough 
that I could tip my head back, that I could let off the mufflers so the tea 
screeched as it passed my lips. But only sometimes. 

She opened her mouth as if she was about to say something, 
then shook her head slightly and sighed with half the passion of some-
body in love. “It was nice talking to you.” 

“As always. See you next week, then.” 
She extended her hand to me. I shook it gingerly, wary of the 

bruises around her wrists though I did not look down. 
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Shiny Black Letters 

I. 
 
We lined up the tiles like little tin soldiers 
On a battlefield between yours and mine—the first time, 
My arms weren’t long enough to taunt you with 
The shiny black letters in my arsenal. 
 
My lips moved over the syllables of your name, 
Soft vowels and everything in between. 
But I didn’t picture shiny black paint dripping down the edges of my mouth, 
When my breath sank into my lungs again and again, and again. 
 
II. 
 
It wasn’t for me that you pulled your top from your bare shoulders, 
As white in the dawn as they had been last night. 
The wooden blocks trembled in your hands like sharp breath 
Shrinking away from the reach of my arm. 
 
I tried rolling your name on my hard, unfeeling tongue 
Where the syllables clanked together in cacophony, you screamed 
Hollow and low as the shiny black letters from my lips 
Caught like tiny knives in my teeth, staring up at you. 
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Sympathy 

And here is the callejón 
Where cold arms snaked around you. 
 
In the cracks of the pavement, I see the residue 
Of gotitas, golpes of rain, and the 
Wet, muddy footprints of the savages 
That dragged you through the 
Streets of the city. 
 
No sé, no puedo sentir 
 
The sonido, sueño of your screams 
Muffled in the dirt of the night. 
 
No puedo entender 
 
It will not be better in the morning. 
 
The world is vast, 
But you cannot hide from them, and 
All I can do is hold your hand. 
 
Lo siento, 
Lo siento, 
Pero no lo puedo sentir. 
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The snapshot of the look on your face 
Sears into my mind, a hot brand, 
A molten image, implanted 
Like the molten metal in my hand, 
 
Your tears, your hopes, your fear 
All bundled into a single meaningless moment, 
A pinpoint of space and time, if you will, 
I don’t want to think what happens next. 
 
The trembling of the pink of your hands— 
Don’t reach for me, my clenched teeth say, 
I can give you nothing but a foolish hope 
Release you—I don’t have the courage, 
 
No, no—love is pain, you bite your lip, fight 
The shaking of that wispy husk— 
That which once contained…something, 
Are you still there, love? 
 
Or waiting for me beyond consciousness? 
Your fingers tense, and my shirt rips 
Under your grasp—you scratch, 
But love is pain, you said—love is pain, 
 
And slowly your eyes fade from that 
Love too much, that hurt you, 
I can’t stand it any more, or hold it, 
My fingers are burned raw and bleeding 
 
As the molten metal slides over flesh, 
I let it go, almost—but for your salvation, 
I promised you, to the clear sound of your voice, 
Which called to me when I was too caught by my pain, 
 
And my own trembling fingers grasp 
The burning edge—how the metal burns 
But far less than the rasp of your breath, 
Your love, your love too much for eternity, 

Love is Pain 

30 ◦ 



And there the pinpoint, already in my mind’s eye, 
Catching you in the glow of its serenity, 
The glow that burns me, more than molten metal, 
More than my pain, my love—and you 
 
Your face glows, and your cheeks, 
Radiant for that split second, smile for me, 
Where you are motionless, and thank me. 
Where are you, love? Where are you now? 
 
The molten metal, cold and lifeless 
Stays fused to my dead, icy hand, 
And there is a cold emptiness in me 
As all my pain is gone. 
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A bold graffiti of nights 

You introduced me to him one night 
While we lay in the shadow of your favourite tree, 
“Look,” you whispered, placing the book between our lips, 
“You’ll love him as much as you love me.” 
 
We sank into the pages together, 
Leaves bookmarking the moments: Your hands 
Played along his spine, warm 
And wet. The air wrapped around us in thick, swollen strands. 
 
He was warm, came suddenly against our skin, bare, 
Heaving, we were moving, but it was as if 
He had scattered pinpricks of emotion over us. 
Torn pages fluttered to the ground. 
 
The back cover was blank as a gaping hole, 
Gnawing against the smooth skin of your abdomen. 
There we painted warm lust in blood, a 
Bold graffiti of nights now, and then. 
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Dresden 

I. 
 
Trust that I am a little bit 
in love with you when I bind you 
to the catacombs with my hand 
branded on your cheeks and a fifty- 
pound knapsack of my letters to somebody else, 
 
And I hope, 
when the shadows grow long enough 
to swallow the moon, 
you will not mistake them for your 
tears, but rather the lengths to which I would go 
to kiss the chapped layers of your wrists 
in the coldest winter of them all. 
 
II. 
 
There is no glory in braving the agony 
of a billion beautiful dreams dying before me, 
and the clashing pin-strikes against my 
chest, but a sentinel’s lungs never die, a 
soldier never cries, 
 
And I endure, 
I would in place of everything we 
stand for, if you could trust that I am 
a little bit in love with you. 
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Here's a secret-- 

I never stopped 
filching your happiness bit by bit, 
starting with the lint 
in your coverall pockets, 
                        and I am proud of that. 
 
I never stopped 
leaving my cigarette butts 
smouldering against the seat 
of your car, greased ash on your 
steering wheel, and my handprint 
against your windshield, cracking 
like tomorrow’s auto wreck, 
when I am sure you’ll think of me, because 
                        you always think of me. 
 
I never stopped 
breaking your windows on 
Tuesdays, because Tuesdays are your 
favourite, and sending you flowers 
on Sunday, because those flowers die 
the very next day, and I want your tears 
cupped in the biggest jar on my shelf, 
I want you to sit on my couch staring at them 
                        and think of me. 
 
I never stopped 
running my engine on the pearl 
of your skin, because looking at you 
makes me angrier than touching you, 
and you are not as warm as the fire that 
I use to burn my thighs when I am thinking of you 
                        not thinking about me. 
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Your Rapist 

When the next eclipse comes, he won’t be able to see more than 
the shadows growing on the prison floor and the hard-scrubbed glean 
of his knees, but he will still have dreams about the cut of your hip 
against gravel, your blood bright and beautiful. His fist will be blue in 
the morning from imagining your hair gripping it like chains, the slick 
surface of his soles rooting him to the ground. 

Today is not special, but he does not know that. He sees the dia-
monds in your eyes when his back blacks out the sun, and he wonders 
for a moment if it is possible to wear them like earrings, cheeks against 
your eyelashes and hands cupping your shoulders like the rings of a 
trophy. 

Between your ears, something is gnawing. You think you are 
screaming, but any man would tell you that your song has been around 
since the beginning of time and just because nobody remembers the 
words any more doesn’t mean it’s not beautiful. You sing so hard your 
voice breaks with the force of it. 

And he smiles, cutting a resolute line across your clothes. He is 
the kind of man who probably had dreams of being a seamstress as a 
boy, tearing bits apart when they do not belong and reattaching the edg-
es with perfect stitches. He is an artist making himself out to be a mon-
ument, and you are next. 

You have never been so aware of the skin on the inside of your 
thighs. You have never been so aware of the spears growing from the 
edges of your eyes. 

Today is not special, but you do not know that. You feel the 
weight of a steel skeleton against your ribs, and you can think only of 
the shovel searching frantically in the hollow of your abdomen like 
dirty boy hands sifting through a bag of Cracker Jack. 

You hold on with all your might because you are afraid of los-
ing your prize packet, afraid that somebody got you on sale, and you 
are worth more than this. 

When the next eclipse breaks, you will realize that you were 
less afraid of what you lost than of what he left inside you, growing, 
thrashing like a worm against your intestines and never letting go. 
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The leprosy has spread, contriver 

The walls—those steely sentinels— 
Cannot restrain your toxic breath, 
For eyes betray, and lips so full 
I fear contain my fractured death, 
 
But you have drawn a fraying rope 
With circles of the mucous touch 
That burns like solid tears on soap— 
So alkaline I bled too much, 
 
The tips—your fingers seared in mine, 
Betray—and trace—the sweaty sheen 
Of skin on skin—gasp—intertwined 
In tangled facets of our dreams, 
 
I lean too far, to carve anew 
The footprint of your grazing step, 
But when your bitter sigh grows few, 
The sands disperse; my mind forgets 
 
The leprosy has spread, contriver, 
As ashen welts and crying lesions 
Embodied in the mental shiver 
That plays my spine in rabid treason. 
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When I write you letters 

When I write you letters, I picture 
the uneven growth of vines, dark and wild, 
tangled in your hair. 
 
Like so, they invade the boundaries 
of this faint parchment, between your fingers, 
and rest on your lips. 
 
Like so, they recoil in agitation, feverishly 
mad with the increments of immeasurable distance, 
and the reserve of too many years. 
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Blankets 

How could I have known 
The second parlour held only blankets, 
Piled high like abandoned forts. 
I’d dreamt about their outlines before. 
 
If I’d the time, I’d fly solo 
Across heavy expanses of civilization 
In search of the stars, and a little prince, 
Because undoubtedly he would make me wiser. 
 
Real pilots don’t know how to crash, 
Here in the blanket forts of an empty room 
Where, limb by limb, warmth shrinks in a 
Blue glow, silent like extinguished stars. 
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Down to Earth 

I am a marathon runner 
with the semblance of a torch 
that I hold in my hand like holy fire. 
Like the fire that Prometheus brought 
 down to Earth. 
 
It lights my eyes over moonlit cliffs 
in exile from the dawn, and I 
imagine that I have seen you one last time. 
 
It hangs in the sky when my eyes are closed 
and you are next to me, and warmth swallows fields, 
golden like baked dreams. 
 
I am trying to pass it on to you, it is 
a contest after all. Don’t you see it shining in place of 
the sun? 
 
I soar on man-made wings, 
circling your name on the canvas of the sky. 
Like Icarus tumbling 
 down, 
  down, 
   down. 
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Déjà You 

She said “hello” like it was a dead animal she’d swallowed 
when she yawned that morning. It tumbled out with a cough and 
latched onto my face when I had been glancing the other way. Before 
that day, I wouldn’t have thought “hellos” had claws, but I should have 
known better—the word was loaded like a machine gun. 

I turned sheepishly. It was a déjà vu moment. 
I didn’t want to aim my disappointment toward her—at least 

not directly, because I’d been hoping to find someone else in that chair, 
as the clock struck morning, and tick-tick-ticked its way through our 
lives. Three turns back, and it would have been the eve of…something 
different. 

My teeth clacked nervously against themselves. 
My eyes forced away from the empty seat, when the bell rang, 

and she was already out the door. 

40 ◦ 



Si llamara el mar. 

Cuando esparcimos tus cenizas, amor, 
I watched the waves sway like never before, 
On the shore, twisting away the grains of sand 
That imprison them but love them enough to let go. 
 
I stood at the helm of your father’s boat, 
Precariously, at a tangent with the setting sun, 
Dipped lower until I could not see 
Las olas estuvieron buscando para mí. 
 
The water held me firmly with familiar arms, 
No quiso despedirse, no pude respirar, 
Beneath a veiled barrier, my chest was warm, and 
I thought I could taste you before I broke the sky. 
 
On the shore, I sit crystallizing under the moon’s heavy stare, 
In solemn remembrance of warmer days, 
How would the sea respond anew? I would embrace it 
Si llamaras. Si llamara el mar. 
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I. 
 
I wish I were a painter 
because I cannot tell 
if the scars on your hands weigh more 
than the lines on your face, 
 
if the skin on your knuckles is pulled 
taut or pitted like the moon, 
 
if the awkward curve of your hip 
matches the twitch in your brow, 
 
and what it all means, 
because every colour is the same 
when you wear them. 
 
I cannot continue taping 
pencils to your cheeks, 
rulers against your thighs, 
clay between the hollow spaces where your ribs show, 
 
                                        (you have realized, no doubt, that) 
I know nothing about the proportion 
of you to me to everything that 
we are supposed to be. 
 
II. 
 
I wish you weren’t a painter 
because your life is a silent film, 
and the polyharmony of our 
voices doesn’t match. 
 
You put a finger to my lips 
like that alone should silence me, 
like the composition of the 
light around my eyes is enough. 
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Even Picasso Lied 



 

You sit in the dark for hours 
because shadows, you say, are beautiful, 
and when I have forgotten how you look, 
you tell me to just imagine, 
 
as if that kind of thing is easy 
for people like me. 
 
Only you could see the value in 
not disturbing the sheets, 
like the bed is some Duchamp masterpiece, 
and we are filthy spectators, 
 
                                        (I have realized, no doubt, that) 
You know nothing about how hard 
I try to be everything 
that we are supposed to be. 
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I am beyond finding rainbows out 
here, in the sludge of yesterday’s rain, 
where every stone bench, and even 
the green of the grass, is covered in pigeon shit. 
 
This town is like a crowd, like a monster 
from the worst parts of us, in time to place 
you at the head and me at the foot gazing up 
from the tower to the sun-burnt sky. 
 
Must there be a mutual understanding 
that I will never see you again, if we are 
part of the same body of wistful thinking 
that we can do something significant here? 
 
Your palms are thirty, forty, six hundred and 
twenty two meters away, but I can feel them 
resting against the hollow of your neck 
stretching for anybody else against you, 
 
And I am counting the stars on the other side 
of the world or something like it, knowing full well 
that half of them probably died millions of years 
ago, with your lips against the white of my knuckles. 
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Stars 



 

Tangled 

My heart had arms once, 
Soft like confetti string 
Flickering recklessly past the horizon 
Where the furnace cleaves the sea. 
 
They could not burn, 
You know the feeling, 
When the sun’s shafts pierce soft beneath 
You, invincible as a dream. 
 
But. But as easily as 
The hollow fibres could sing, 
They snapped headlong and wrought bedlam 
Like the nightfall’s child in Troy. 
 
And. As quietly as they 
They sought you out, they cling 
To your retreating form and tear themselves from 
Me, so that tangle of my empathy 
 
Is all that I can see. 
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This is not a dream 
where I am holding your 
hand, or something more— 
this is the sound the wind 
makes on an empty pier, 
 
And I am sure the chill 
in my veins is not the 
loneliest feeling on earth, 
but this is not a dream where 
oceans make the heart grow 
fonder, save 
 
Me, I’m drowning 
in Polaroids and vodka. No, 
I don’t mean you, and I don’t 
mean whiskey because this is 
not a dream, this is the knot  
in my gut begging you to  
read my mind. 
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Read My Mind 



 

Take 

Take the way you hold 
his hand and cup 
them where my shoulders were, 
another parenthesis hanging loosely 
without a pair. 
 
( 
 
I am too tired to write 
another poem about you. 
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Three. 
“Anxiety is the dizziness of freedom.” 

- Soren Kierkegaard 





I want to let her slip through the doorway 
which caught your scent, and held it there like honey. 
 
I. 
 
Blue is but a colour 
Painted slightly brighter in the morning 
By the memory of the sight of the 
Stars in quiet mourning, 
 
And red an imaginary knot 
In my side, which clots and clouds and frowns 
The edges of my lips like dead boats, 
All upturned top side down. 
 
II. 
 
I perform tragedies with 
Idle glasses of wine 
As spectres of disappointing guests. 
They pass away with time. 
 
I sing lullabies to fragments of 
Eggshells dripped in yolk. 
They are still warm, and what’s more— 
I can’t remember when they broke. 
 
III. 
 
With the best of intentions, light 
Chases my shadow down banisters 
Where rainbows frolicked in their youth. 
I sweep them away bright and undeserved— 
 
Sweeping, through days and years, 
I encounter the forgotten gossameres 
That clung so stubbornly to photographs 
Now worn by fingers, and fear. 
 

Doorways 
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IV. 
 
Wide eyes bar diffraction 
Like large round shields, 
Still and rusting among the cyclamen 
On a long and empty field. 
 
Adieu. 
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On our windowpanes, 
Spring trickles jaggedly 
Where the low gleaming 
Sun shines profusely faint, 
 
The curtains are drawn 
Over windows solid like sheets of ice. 
 
Days clip on concave folds 
Where humidity hits the open air 
Intimately, and rude as the 
Immediate shock of green and gold. 
 
When I lean against the window, 
My fingerprints are melting already. 

Vernal by habit 
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Lengthwise 

Like an old pocket watch at the brink of dawn, 
Footsteps wind lengthwise along my skull, 
Memories tickle, sand trickles 
Along the walls of a once-abandoned hall, 
 
“We are spectators,” your mouth once said, 
“To a performance by the best of the dead.” 
I had it carved on the edge of your casket. 
Your body lay lengthwise in a bed of your hair— 
 
(Snares) catch your feet like clever hooks. 
By the frozen look of triumph on your face, 
You wanted my whispers to memorize the crannies 
And nooks of the wood inserts, horizontal and lengthwise, 
 
A violation of space: I walked along stone paths 
With the weight of you on my shoulders, and that, 
If anything, stopped me from closing the lid myself 
And scattering pink roses across its top. 
 
We lowered you into the ground and 
Like a cliché, it rained. 
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My shoulders are like feathers 

I feel that my shoulders are like feathers, 
Fraying at the edge, as we are, drifting apart. 
They fall like soft snow as I do not conjure 
Heavy sighs, immobilized, an angel with a stone heart. 
 
I grasp the chalk outline of my flesh, wield it 
Gently as if it were poison, intangible and sweet. 
It is dust where you have settled, fragments that mock 
Ardency with the sharp scent of deceit. 
 
And, I bump into you on crowded streets, 
Where you forget to brush me away, pressed against me, 
And I stand motionless for eons while 
The image of you darts between the edges of my eyes. 
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Please remember to scavenge 
the wrappings from your armoire, fill 
a casket with the heavy children of letters 
and leave him 
as neatly as you found him, 
 
Like the time you carved a silhouette 
from rusted foil, pasted it to the one 
window the sun never touches, and kissed 
it with the hem of your sleeve until 
the glass bled with soot, and 
 
I imagine the mascara clinging to your 
cheekbones like glaciers, watching sunsets 
from the edge of the world, and 
never looking 
down, no matter how far 
you fall. 
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When you're through with him 



Weeks do not have 
time to settle, when the stars 
could scarcely count the hours 
we spent choking the nights with 
sentiment. 
 
So it goes. You were never one for 
soft feelings, but I know you cried 
as if you were kneeling on the 
asphalt of old highways beside me, 
smoking fireflies into the dawn. 
 
Unkempt and ruthless, 
we thought of ourselves as soldiers, 
or anything but lovers. In our minds, 
the heart was just dead brush filled 
with broken lighters waiting to 
explode, 
 
Or burn their names off our mouths, 
we tried but never could. Clinging like 
filament, tattered and resilient— 
we remembered anyways. 
 
I said, “Maybe it’s because 
women are small enough to 
crawl inside you and grow 
until they shatter you.” 
 
You laughed, 
openly, 
distinctly, 
with the sorrow of old 
veterans choked with disease, 
and said, 
 
“So it goes.” 

Mate 
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Never stopped beating 

She had been sitting by the hospital bed for 364 days. Others 
would have stood and walked, eaten, slept, but she was not an ordinary 
human being any more. She scarcely moved from the position she had 
maintained for what was to be a year. 

They called her a sentinel, but that wasn’t quite right. She was-
n’t strong, and she hadn’t been ready. Now dust hung from her shoul-
ders in long, solemn strands, and her clothing creased, rigid as stone. 

There was a knock at the door, and the ungreased hinges 
creaked open. “Ma’am?” the nurse asked, tested her. 

She did not reply. 
“Your husband died last night.” 
She did not move. 
“We’re going to have to move him out today.” 
She did not breathe. 
The nurse opened the door wider, and two figures stepped 

through. They moved the old man’s body to a gurney and began to 
wheel him out. 

“Ma’am, what would you like us to do with the body?” asked 
the nurse. 

Slowly, the old head creaked on ungreased gears. Dust fell from 
her in sheets, waves, like the first snowfall of winter. Her lips twitched, 
trembled. A paper-thin voice tested the air without the mask of tears, 
“His heart never stopped beating.” 

“Ma’am?” The nurse caught her gaze from the side, where a 
light sparked like the thump, thump, thump of a heart. 

58 ◦ 



Ducks 

Summer falls 
To the wayside like leaves 
In autumn break, 
Like a lonely spot of moss 
On the weary gravel aches, 
 
Where I scatter 
Scarlet ashes for each June 
To cross my wrists, 
And each December I remember 
My heart grows on broken trysts. 
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The Gardener 

In the shadow of autumn with light fading fast, 
He passes the corpses of leviathans 
Piled heavy and weary with evening dust 
Like the shaft and the chamber of his unused gun. 
 
Hands trembling, he reaches for the last hanging leaf, 
Falls short where the alcove is battered by dust, 
Where the frozen triumph of dead majesties reigns 
Over wastelands of breath not choking in lust. 
 
By the old oak tree, now criss-crossed with scars, 
He stretches his fingers, but the cuts go too far, 
Like the texture of old fruit, spoiled ashen and hard, 
His brow knits like torn kites, cold as the stars. 
 
But his memory is shot like the veins in his legs, 
Where his heart beats feebly for another day, 
Dreams pass without colour, songs end without 
Sound, and he cannot remember the fragrance of May. 
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Rebirth 

Before you peel away 
the layers remember that 
my tomorrow carries over 
hills of gold bleaching wasps 
 
Someday you’ll understand 
distance is more than your eyes 
wiring me clean, more 
the tight hollow of my thighs 
 
Round tickets, and thickets 
patch blowing like quivers 
in the night air, and tomorrow 
I am not a phoenix but a man. 
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The earth in summer 

I want to write a poem 
about the way the sun sets, high 
over the brow of summer, 
the mildewed lash of an acorn 
nestled in the earth’s warm lips, 
and the first crack of light through our 
brown and brittle shells, 
 
So that in some not-so-distant future 
I can lie here without waiting for 
the grass to die around us, count, simply, 
the mileage of your palms and know 
that it has got me farther than the tire 
tracks in my chest, 
 
Under oak trees, the sun-burnt breeze 
runs low like ocean currents against my 
legs, against our roots, tangled too closely 
together now, till the rough-hewn architecture 
resembles something more beautiful than 
my human heart, its unsymmetrical spires 
pining for doom. 
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Daughters 

Nobody raised you 
to be a warrior, and yet 
you learned to use your fists 
on the streets of Calcutta, where 
 
Nobody knew your name. You learned 
no marathon is longer than biting 
your tongue, playing along as if 
a premature lover, yellowing 
at the edges like a manuscript gathering dust, and 
 
Nobody guessed the seppuku of  
tomorrow’s dreamer married to the hearth,  
or the streets, or the dawn, smile  
weighed with coal and seashells. 
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Amputee 

It’s too late, 
 
Your head has already been filled 
with clumsy dreams 
that pin you to the operating table 
like ice picks on a three-thousand mile hike 
through Siberia, 
 
You feel like an amputee, 
no, you are 
the next broken soldier waiting to have 
your consonants sheared 
o 
 
 
                        f 
 
 
 
             f 
until you are afraid of speaking 
because only sounds come out, 
 
You bleed alphabet soup 
from your pores, and you worry 
that there are not enough pots in your house 
to catch them before they are 
julbemd and (forgotten), 
 
But you scratch your every breath 
onto park benches and blackboards 
with the last inch of your nails, knowing 
that the coroner will think you were trying 
to claw your way out of an imaginary prison, 
 
Because you are, 
and I promise you, 
that is the most beautiful thing in the world. 
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Ten Stories 

It is difficult to make out 
the words because it’s not you 
and me, it’s just me. 
 
It is about my mind drawing 
a blue sky, and my windowsill 
blistering because of it. 
 
It is about staring down ten stories 
and seeing animal eyes painted 
on the pavement, bleeding and crying 
 
And moaning like something inside 
me, like the reek of greenhouses and cow 
shit, and even if I close my 
 
Eyes, I picture spring devouring crows’ 
feet and pickled eggs sticking to my 
window, where those branches scrape 
 
Like an old friend, except trees don’t grow 
this high, so it’s all in my mind, you see. 
It is about this pen and this paper and 
 
Ten stories I can’t stare down. 
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Yesterday's Fever 

My tongue is swollen with thoughts 
of Nabokov’s butterflies glued to your naked 
scalp. (No, it is not yesterday’s fever.) 
 
I can already hear them drilling outside, 
and the bars are sharp and silver, where 
flesh remains and sweat sticks 
 
To collarbones half-buried in the icy 
slush of your consciousness. My cardboard 
dreams strain to box you in, but I am 
 
The confetti surprise out of Chekhov’s  
gun if Uncle Vanya had shot it. I am  
closing the blinds because my fear of the moon 
 
leaves footprints on the checkered stationery 
you bought me, and I know it is not a dream 
because my pen is trembling too much. 
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Today is a poem 

Today is a poem 
because 
the butterflies pinned against 
your bedroom wall broke free. 
 
(I saw them staggering like clouds of dust, 
pupal crust coating their frozen wings.) 
 
Today is a poem 
because 
a bolt of lightning struck 
the palm tree you always hated. 
 
(In the centre, a hummingbird’s nest 
lay to rest the bodies of six fledglings.) 
 
Today is a poem 
because 
well, because you left 
your window open 
hoping that magic would tickle your shattered toes. 
 
I don’t know if you were hoping to feel me too, 
but I was standing there, 
 
and today is a poem, I think, 
because it’s harder to live than yesterday. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
————————————————————————————- 
For Amy, a McCombs BHP student who died in an wreck with a drunk 
driver. 



Casualties of Peace 

Let’s stay in tune with 
the casualties of peace, pieces 
traced from the face of a memorial 
wall, 
 
Let’s learn to fall 
gracefully, with all the glamour of 
a secret meeting, 
 
Time is fleeting, they tell us. 
 
Let’s carve our names in the ashes of the streets, 
where there was once a long yellow line 
we could not cross. 
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Temporary Lover 

Already the train’s whistle is blowing 
blue in the distance, its smoke fraying at the 
corners of the sky. I tap my Chucks as I would on the 
decks of cargo ships (for luck), and I salute 
 
Every lover on the platform waving but mine, whose 
far-stretching eyes have no hold on the hem of my tattered jeans, 
“Good-bye,” she does not whisper. I am aching to leave be- 
hind nothing and everything snagged in my father’s pines; I am an 
 
Island cocking its ear towards where his voice 
joins my mother’s song, clinging to every note and every 
key but my own. “Home” tastes of the morning 
light through St. Peter’s stained glass windows 
 
Melting under London rain, sleeping with Arlington grass 
nestled against my ears, dreaming the gates of Zijin Cheng 
open to the tears of the rising sun. But those are just words 
penciled in the faded map against my ribs, nostalgic and 
 
Quaint as my grandfather the almost-explorer 
riffling through the pages of old journals that 
stain my thoughts with possibility. It is almost time for 
tea where I am standing, but the train heaves 
 
Under the rift and bridge of the Chunnel, and my 
vision fades like the memories of a temporary lover, 
wearing only skin. My fingers itch for the touch of 
xeranthema pressed against Rosseau’s pages, 
 
Yellowed by the years, as if I could imagine my 
zenith like Everest peeking over the gray of the horizon. 
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