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for and after FEDERICO GARCÍA LORCA
It was the hour of sleeping crocodiles. Federico, you tossed a 
wilderness of bleeding pigeons into my heart. I said: take me to the 
friend of dead-smashed butterflies. Take me to the miniature 
priests of idiot-brains.

And Federico, you climbed the great mountain of burnt-up flowers 
in the dark saying: “One must wait a thousand years under the 
cancerous moon to touch the dried-out body of the moth.

And because blood has no sadness, one must drown her gods in a 
sea of infinite kitchens.”

Federico! Seller of the sky and of gutted-out horses, of the lost 
landscape of the apple, and the eyes of dogs and skulls and of dug-
up roots. You wore a night-mask of phosphorous and sharp lilies 
and tore the hem of my gown.

And I said, Federico of a million granite buildings and of tears, I 
want a strand that will tremble in the presence of your stillness. 
But it was the moment of live fish and broken microscopes and you 
lifted the black curtains of air. Your face a bud of light, you smashed 
the mute fossil of living air and gave to me an earring and handfuls 
of rope.

But I wanted to sleep the sleep of the infinite crocodile inside your 
golden chest, so I tied eight ghosts and a thousand sequins to your 
hair and wore the gloves of one hundred sadnesses under the lemon 
shadow of your actual dreams.



Federico of torn cloth and murdered grass, of the terrible violence 
of ants and the nocturnal rooster of madness. Federico of a 
thousand tiny birds.
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AS IF A MAN SPLITS into a very old bone and dwells in 
it, and when he passes that bone’s shadow it’s like nothing-
else. Then he goes to his plate and draws pictures of bitten 
words. 

And we clearly like this way of doing things.

Still, we could go days without being in our bodies and then 
a little man would come naked and take us up to his fifth-
floor apartment and feed us pharmacological pancakes.

Those were the days before the asylum, when we sheltered 
ourselves with f loorboards, and I dreamt I was f loating 
through Kentucky, and all my birds were as unrecognizable 
as the kitchen sink.

You were all burning yourselves on the outskirts of some 
town, feeling very alone, and quoting the greatest historical 
figures of our time.

I saw an industrial landscape and reenacted a scene from my 
early childhood disembodiment: imagine a municipal 
airport, an old-fashioned bird, and technology.

That was the year we were so haunted we couldn’t even look 
at a modern building without hallucinating bathroom 
mirrors.

It was fine though, to live that way.
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TAKE, FOR INSTANCE, A PLANET. We motioned 
like the eyes of dead animals in stairwells that weren’t yet 
submerged in the corners of ants.

We were in some strange plaza full of the fish-of-what-didn’t-
hurt-for-once-in-our-lives and the light that came through 
all its many coats was a bit like the greatest season of the 
framework of all parenting of all time that we could 
remember that ever existed.

All my fingers were insecure patients in both the National 
Public Hospital of Kentucky and the Kingdom of Fecundity-
Gowns. Still, the moon passes over some façades and even 
the darkest places grow machine-like in our altitude.

What we want is to roll around in the overall zones, Messiah, 
we said, then placed our hands inside our mouths 

and swallowed.
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IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO REACH MY TINY BODY in 
the hospital in time for them to understand that i made most 
of this up in a dream. It’s 2:30 in the morning and people 
extend backwards and forwards in time in every direction.

Meanwhile, the Socialist Party rents a room in my building 
that forms a sort-of staircase over Kant’s bathroom, while 
Kant’s bathroom forms a sort-of storehouse in which i keep 
my psychology bags and my actual potential space.

At 6 in the morning Kant flushes the toilet and my feet 
barely reach the ground.

Outside my window, the Socialist Party is having a bake sale, 
and I search all my drawers for all the medications they ever 
gave me so that, when the Messiah comes, we may all eat 
cookies and take pills 

and that’s the basic miracle.
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LAST NIGHT I DREAMT I was an intricate barricade in 
the house of a flying bird. Kant was a ferocious glass skylark 
and all the little golden lemons were hanging over our heads.

But the Messiah was false as were the tablecloths. 

And it didn’t take a genius to figure that Kant knew only the 
love of kitchen utensils and sheet music because, when a 
beautiful woman walked by, “I understand the loneliness of 
a creator among beehives,” is all he ever said.

And because all of life happens under her dress, I took mine 
off and asked Kant to read the astronomy of my pelvis. But he 
couldn’t find one word in him, only a paper doll which he 
pulled from his pocket and offered over to me.

On some other nights, an old man sleeps beside me, but only 
in his dreams, so that when we wake we no longer have the 
ceiling above nor the floor beneath. 

Meanwhile, the Socialist Party is carving the likeness of 
various astronomical distances out of the walls, ceilings and 
floorboards.
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ALL MY LIFE I’VE BEEN DR AGGING up other 
people’s beds and fixing my body against the world.

In my shadow the alphabet takes the form of a classroom in 
which the Messiah is an unlikely animal sniffing the edges of 
this page.

We broke the law variously then retreated to our holy spheres 
where thousands of roosters sway in the darkness like violins.

Which is wider: a distant picture of my mother or the way my 
drunk father breathes his oxygen?

A man is walking through a wooden staircase as if his whole 
body is only the reflection of his other body, which contains 
the reflection of a rooster swaying in the dark holy realms of 
a contemporary wind.

If we go out into the fields, Kentucky will eat our bodies 
whole and spread them across the atmosphere like so many 
dead fish. If we throw a stone into the air, it’ll bounce off our 
face and form a sort-of wild core

because for a very long time we have been staring into the 
eyes of these dolls.
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OCCASIONALLY, OUR APARTMENT COMPLEX 
f loats out to sea. As it was, Kant and I had our noses 
somewhere in the distance. “Most likely there is no meaning 
in things,” Kant says. “Or only in the ultimate logic of 
certain animal forms and avian noises.”

For this reason my bones feel like the small broken bones of 
a very tiny goldfish.

This is the basic tragedy: for as long as I can remember we 
have been peeling layers off the interior walls of the Interior 
Ministry and within each layer various heavenly bodies have 
grown old and died.

What does this sound like?

Below us the Socialist Party is painting murals on the ocean’s 
water from which point one can view a valley and certain 
regions of space.
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THIS IS AGONY: beneath America there is another more 
American America. There is a strange sky created by 
multiple age-old functional systems and even the suicidal 
eyes of miniature birds say: nothing is ancient anymore anyway.

There is no hidden mouth the whiteness of fields holds vigil 
over.

Of all things I buried my windows and all the snapshots of a 
man taking snapshots of me burying my windows. 

Who’s going to build my mind a modern-day kitchen? 

Whose going to loan me legroom in the National Public 
Hospital of Kentucky? Because the water that is in us is very 
psychological and sometimes seems like another whole 
person altogether.

Sometimes our bodies become very historical. 

At the old train yard, Kant’s body stands on air and I run my 
fingers over his face then mine to compare the different ways 
we’re each asleep. 

“When the Messiah comes,” Kant says, “let’s invite him over 
to my place and medicate our roosters, then fly them up to 
the National Public Archives and buy ourselves some realnice 
sweaters.



12

I’M TIRED OF THESE SORTS OF WALLS never 
being quite big enough to see through. Or if only they were 
transparent and we could thread our bodies to some sort of 
International Museum of Sleep Deprivation. Or surface 
walking. Or both.

Then maybe we could skip eviction and take up malaria as a 
hobby. Here. In this house.

But the Socialists have been preparing for this for thousands 
of years and so Kant has emptied his apartment and I have 
taken my pigeons out into the streets to snack on various 
sorts of breads and cheeses.

And because I am terrified of certain types of art and 
kitchens and Kant has a momentary hunger for 
hallucinogens and wild carp, we ride our bicycles out to the 
National Public Pharmacies 

behind the river but in front of the sea.

From this place we can feel our bodies pass through a 
banknote: “and so maybe,” Kant says: “we have been digging 
holes and lying beside them this whole time after all.”

Indeed, we could compose A Book of Serious Medications and live 
off it for weeks!



13

IN THE EVENT THAT WE ARE, AFTER ALL, only 
giant holographic images of one another, Kant and I reach 
into the cloud chamber to get a realtrue sense of things.

And while I have devoted my life to writing my master’s thesis 
on the transcription of bird shapes and animal voices, Kant 
rolls out his projector and screen and swims for hours in a 
film of the sea.

When we describe what it’s like to see what we have seen we 
say: when you invent things like light you really do suffer 

and: I’m afraid the height of your eyes will expand in my abdomen and cause 
all the little birds buried there to decompose before their time.

This one thing is necessary.

Throughout the day my body becomes a millennium of 
seagulls and seashit and it’s as if I had spent the whole night 
in the arms of some deadman and for this reason I can’t 
understand how there is so much solitude in Kant’s fingers 
and why his veins carry him so much as if through an 
insomnia of underground tunnels and cabins.

In the morning, we abandon our footsteps and the 
southernmost point of this goddamned earth is such a 
circling in my eyes that Kant must cover his ears as I become 
astronomical in distance.
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Above us, the Socialist Party is laying tin cans over the roof 
so that, when the bigbig rain comes, we may all sleep 
imprisoned somewhere between the landscape of the rooster 
and the landscape of the sea.


