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#10

This has been a long time coming,
like colored barcodes
or  leather forests. 
Tidal wave over a sewer grate.
That isn’t a metaphor,
I just mean to say it’s water over a puncturing.
Smoke signals don’t always link together,
tomorrow we can talk through bubbles. 
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#7

There is a hollow spot
beneath wretched trees.
The wind blows, knocks
like knuckles. Slowly,
submerged dirt clings to skin
like maggots to a festering.

There are wretched trees
with a hollow spot beneath them.
The wind still whimpers,
knocking against itself.
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#6

I kick dust up into my eyes
because it reminds me of home,
Arizona soil cooking.
I used to make dirt angels,
and cry to celestial families
who work seven days a week.
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#11

Year of the sacrifice,
fear skipping up the stairs in dress shoes.
You watch cannons and wildfires outside the window,
splitting canyons because we saw the testaments
after passing on the first door. 
Your mom still brings you meals, holy fuck 
doesn’t that feel horrible?

Day of the elephant burial ground,
we all gotta eat
big mythical bites.

Moment of the light sludge
coming from the shower stall.
Food begging to break a dollar
and pass it out to the bowls.
Light it on fire and catch ashes 
with a mouse trap
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#5

Crossbow arms, you
torch your skin.
stare down stone
wake up too early. 

Razor blade fingertips, I
cut bones out of paper,
notes out of pianos,
still jump out of bed
because I’m not certain what’s underneath.
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#12

Brick by brick, we build schools
where water learns to pour itself,
and cracks in closest doors try not to be ominous.
That’s just how things are.
We know staircases creek more often at night,
trees howl louder in cold winds.
We love it. It gives us excuses
to not take tomorrow so seriously
to listen to music all night,
while we calculate how many hours of sleep sounds reasonable.
Some days we could justify none,
more often we could justify nothing.
We both need to know
how much I’ll miss you spilling water,
seeing your clothes through the cracks in my closet,
making the stairs creek on your way to the bathroom.
When life isn’t busy working our backs down to the spine,
we can work out making trees feel rested and warm. 
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#16

There is such peace
when the beast shows its face.

The great American pastime
is revelation hunting.
You will find yours
in the monster’s skull.
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#4

Too often I dream of rooster teeth, clattering all night. 
Time suspends on the sound of glitching, 
like a stream of consciousness
underneath bed sheets.
I hope we reach universal elation. 
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#15

I remember childhood like electric waters.
Don’t huff and puff, you little brat.
Electrocuted memories are a rite of passage,
character builder. 
So buck the fuck up,
sit straight,
and smile.
We are the cutest stereotypes, 
trying to make the ends of fuses meet.
Everyone is Bukowski at one point or another,
all the respect if you can make it last.

11



#13
For K.

Remember when I lost you to the summer wind?
We were singing to great divides
as dandelions fell in,
trains singing the same song.
Those were the betters days
when I deserved you, and the earth agreed.
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#27 

16 years ago I promised I wouldn’t tell anyone
about the fossils underneath my house, 
bones, remains of monsters that evolved.
I named them myself, those names
were the reason I could never play alone near the basement door.
For 16 years, life was being brutally distracted 
from the rescue I wrote about.
16 years I felt that house decay into my body, pull me
towards the basement. Prophecy, ritual, ceremony.
The bones sang, called. Wanted me.
16 years with their voices, begging me to come down,
until you, gun barrel learning self-control, showed up.

Your trigger had been pulled before,
but you figured out you didn’t always need to be loaded. 
We’d sit in your car, you’d draw me
pictures of skeletons, fondling for their skin.
It made me laugh. I learned to laugh,
to sleep
without getting nauseous about tomorrow.
I still cant work up the courage to tell anyone about you,
or how you left. It hurt. Still hurts. 
Won’t ever stop hurting.
You got others to love, I know,
prophecies to dismantle.
Wouldn’t want to stop you. Besides,
I’ve got to make silence tremble. 
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#30

I taught myself at a young age
that people’s eyes looked like beetles.
When I was 7, and told my 2nd grade teacher this
she said eyes
look like eyes.
So I spent a good part of my life thinking eyes were eyes.
But at age 19, when I finally learned to look myself in the mirror 
I knew for sure
they were beetles. I knew,
because they’d crawl back into my head when startled.

There are days I wake up
with blood hanging onto my knuckles.
Surprises have their merits, 
until they are no longer surprises.
I’ve worked so long in my tool shed,
dismantling moons with a jeweler’s screwdriver.
The point is to work the gems out from them,
line my room like Christmas lights.
It is home to be so close to nostalgia, soon
strings of moon shards will replace veins.
They will crawl through, up into my eyes. 
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#23

Solipsism 
is the concept that only one’s mind is known to exist,
like a coma, fucked up sleep patterns,
berating yourself  for every mistake.
Listen.
I know how painful 4 AM feels, 
how close it is to today.
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#26

Spire empire of citadels,
icicles picked in my backyard 
when winters meant something.
Now I get constant indigestion,
stress about long car rides 
and worry over hours of sleep. 
I smash clocks against the walls
because the symbolism is too palpable.
For once I feel warm,
like I was allowed to cry.  
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#21

Exhaustion is addiction.
A painted overdose,
spread too far over a stale canvas.
I wonder if buffaloes commune
with God. Asking for their promise land back. 
Herds would make statues out of tears and mountains,
chant through summer nights.
I want to die amongst their bones, listening
to the warmest howling I’ll ever know. 
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#17

I’ve been trying to get it right,
trying
to find shipwreck cemetery.
God I could drown
in all that nostalgia. 

19



#22

It is hard work,
to sit up straight on this horse,
the moon staring us down.
I want to ride, horse does too,
ride as the ground lets us
to be buried in a desert with howling winds,
the summons of an ancient god. 
We will find the bottom.
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#33

There is no more terror
than when I lay down.
The need to start over pulses with boney wings.
One can only lift the other,
and they know how hopeless it is.
They beat against Van Gogh hallucinations, knowing 
the despair will last forever.
I am lifted to shamble
into the backyard, making diagrams
with sticks, stones, stairways,
I will lay in Sheol. 
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#34

I am awake in Sheol,
you are there with me,
listening to Mussorgsky.
I try to shield you from the horns,
but they’re piercing. 
The walls of rocky muscle are your hair
brown, black, red,
and I can’t tell which I miss most.
Every tomorrow is the hardest, alone in your ribcage
waiting for you. 
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#18

Hotel California is a great song
just not ten times a day great.
We could argue over spirits all night,
but it’s best to clear the air.
Then, we can begin passage down desert roads
and arid alleys.
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#24

I still apologize, because I eat like shit
and throw off my sleep schedule.
I should have been in bed six hours ago,
so I have the energy to hold up dry eyelids
like paintings in museums nobody wants to visit.
If you’re reading this
I hope you can find it in you to forgive me, 
my neurosis and anger.
Just know I want to hold on
to how well you took care of me.
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#28

These days
the only thing that’s holds me over 
is the thought of the liquor store,
only because I’m too drunk to get there
and this town has never been so big.
I’ve been doing my best.
I don’t yell much anymore,
written so many apologies that my handwriting is perfect,
silence doesn’t crash on my bones quite so much.

In the past month I’ve bought three cases of beer, seven packs of cigarettes,
and driven four times.
We agreed those were bad for me. 
My project this week is to pick something up
even if it'll break. It’d be overwhelming to be at that point again. 
This is not about rock bottom, it’s victory
to be awake during the day. 
I’ll work on leaving where I’m from before I’m grounded by such pains,
but first I need to make it to the door 
without passing out.
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#36

I haven’t seen you in months.
When I say I don’t get lost in your eyes anymore,
I mean that your eye sockets aren’t deep enough 
to drown in.
You drink more, that’s normal. 
Your pants are tighter. 

I always wondered if I was a grindstone.
I think so now, how sleek you are,
cutting through the wooden life we chiseled 
with skinny hands. 
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#40

All my coloring books are in red.
I never wanted it that way,
it’s just the color you left me.
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#50

There isn’t much to write about,
with my wrist pulled back and broken.
I’ll note that your hands were warm,
and it was a fluid motion.  
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#47

One summer, there was an infestation of spiders in my house.
Each night they’d gather in the corners of my room,
by midnight I’d be sleeping in a graveyard.
The sentiment wasn’t new,
I’ve been living in catacombs,
but never put anything in one.
It had the weight of meaning,
a hallucination that doesn’t announce itself,
arriving abruptly. 
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#46

Summer night.
I was in the backyard listening
to someone’s version of Jolene.
Feet in grass, whiskey sour in hand.
It all felt too much like reality. Too cold,
so I went inside. 
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#58

We need to be able to see 
all the planets in the sky. 
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#56

Connecticut is witches and crows.
Organs vibrate, howl
to be let out of church tower skin,
and sit in audience of abusive lords.
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Born

The sun woke up,
still dressed in moon. 
With all the honesty in the world, that’s okay. 
Brave new worlds are stale,
when their sentience can be seen in painted skies 
and crows reluctance to call,
even if it fits a 6 A.M. Connecticut.
God, it’s been so long 
since I heard a charcoal New England sky
born of nobody but itself. 
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