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1

I let my dead mother in. 
She’s lonely out there on her own. 
Her ears are seashells 
empty of sea. 
She carries me among her bones
where her womb was.    

The moon, a breath 
away, a dead fact. 

I leak into the moment, linger.  
Death holds 
my hand, listens. I want to stop, to go 
back, to think 
it through before 
being.

Shadows watch 
out for me.   

My mother brings a pillow full of 
her own hair, soft like dawn. 
She grew it all her life, and after. 
She sleeps lighter with her head
on her own past.
The past, her only coin. 

Her lips don’t move. She says, 
Where is your passport?  

I don’t have it. 
I don’t need it yet. 
 
Her eyes are flowers, but softer.
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My wife, an answer
that eludes questions, makes 
words shine in their own right and wrong,  
turns 
thoughts to facts 
to fictions, makes me 
regret our passing future, 
our separate past. 

She is a crooked mirror, 
in which I’m more 
and less. 

She undefines me, 
sends me looking for myself
in new places.  

I invite exile, love 
invasion, mourn 
her in advance.
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My father holds a fishing net of small suns, 
each shining hesitantly, uncertain
which planets might revolve around it. 
He carries his boat. 

His eyes are oceans of salt
with rocky islands in the middle
where light goes to sleep. 

His hands are heavy from the work. 

His lips a crack in darkness. 
The moon fails, falls. The wind listens.
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My uncle’s face is askew. 
He hasn’t been born yet.
His feet are embedded in beautiful marble blocks. 

He’s ready 
to tell me things about my parents
I’d rather never know.

My parents have their own
beautiful marble 
blocks. My uncle retreats, uncertain
of my attention. 

I’m someone else’s memory, 
someone else’s marble block.
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In the final experiment, I’m the rabbit, and 
you, the wheat field. I press my haunches 
into your fertile soil, each leap eternal. 
You are tender under me. You make many 
sounds. The air smells of grass. Then you 
are the eagle, your swoop smooth and 
elegant, like a long parenthesis. I’m still 
the rabbit.

We study ourselves 
under bright lights.

Our lives are in a rush to get through their plots, so they can rest. The train 
arrives. The house has changed since the beginning of this account. The 
dog waits on the chain. The protagonist reclines, slumped in a chair, sleeps 
through the bombardment.

In the final experiment, you are death, 
and I am life. Your long-term chances are 
excellent. You show me to the waiting room. 

In the cellar, our tools wait. We know brick, glass, wood, eye, arm, back. 
Do we really affect the outcome? Cancer cells don’t sleep. We extend our 
arms into space, mold it to our will. But not our own stories. We love it 
all. A flood starts, a flood ends. We fall asleep with each other’s names on 
our lips.

In the final experiment, you tell me not to 
come, but I do. When I arrive, you are not 
there. I step out to look for you. When you 
arrive, I’m not here. You step out to look 
for me. We never see each other again. 

We swim as far as there 
is ocean to believe in.



Zungvilda is on the train
between two selves

Goombeldt
somewhere else in the universe

how curved lives can be

last time she saw him
his smile was endless

frozen on his face

if other planets exist
there is one

where we start from scratch

outside on the platform
you said something distant
something that puzzled me

Zungvilda tries to open
the window

rain licks the glass
like thoughts from long ago
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You wake up in the morning, but it’s dark outside. You could be in the 
far North. The stars are all missing. The world must have run out of light. 
Everything is encrypted, and you don’t know the cipher yet.

You were willing to share your time with others, but others did not share 
with you. Your supplies have run dry. The blind person is at the end of the 
block, waving a cane. You know the signals are meant for you. You can’t 
remember how you concluded this.

The smile on the king’s face is guarded, as if he were trying to encourage you 
without offering any concrete guarantees. The ambulance arrives to pick up 
the pawns wounded in the battle. You receive a transmission from the past, 
but you can’t remember who sent it.

You go outside. Then you realize that you have forgotten all your things. You 
want to go back in, but the door through which you came out is missing, 
replaced by a concrete wall. You are completely naked on a windy street.
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