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RÉsumÉ



this book is for my children     

and for what I see ahead.      

learn to leave a job without being seen. may you never find  
yourself staring at your hands. there is no plain sense in the world,  
no straightforward compensation.     



Judge:  Tell the court why in between jobs you didn’t work and  
led a parasitic lifestyle?
Brodsky:  I worked in between jobs. I did what I do now:  
I wrote poems.
Judge:  You wrote your so-called poems? And what was useful  
about your frequent job changes?
Brodsky:  I began working when I was 15 years old. Everything  
was interesting to me. I changed jobs because I wanted to learn  
more about life, about people.

— The New Yorker  
(excerpt from Joseph Brodsky’s employment trial, Soviet Union)
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Pin setter

All jobs have been a variation 
of this first one: manual pin setter 
at a two-lane bowling alley (paid a dime a game). 
I learned it is very quiet 
before a firing squad,   
and that bowling pins, like moments, 
exist as little gods, 
and we are curiously inaccurate.  



ONE
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Janitorial Ode

Each month a new motivational 
poster above the urinals: 
nature scenes with slogans like 
DARE TO SOAR. Management 
trying to love us. 
But someone was taking dumps 
in the locker room shower.
A kind of protest. My job: 
to muck out the message. 
A typical day, I hardly said 
anything to anyone 
except Henry, the machinist 
prophet, who always took 
the short view: she’s fuckable, 
she’s fuckable, she’s
definitely fuckable. 
In the factory, sex worked 
like a machine’s heavy
breathing—obvious as the absence 
of windows. Tom and Bill were lovers    
who had the same small job:
pushing a rod. They wore too-short 
denim cut-offs, tube socks, 
shirt tails tied into halter tops. 
Tom would call ooohhh baby, 
snatch at my ass when I mopped. 
I wanted Michelle, the opposite 
of a rich girl, braless, up to 
her elbows in toxic acetone
 (lunch time, I’d grind into my 
writing hand, a kind of one-armed 
violence until I’d explode). 
Then during the full heat of noon 
I’d eat on the bank of a drainage 
canal. I was young, lying 
in the sweet ditch grass; my feelings 
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buried deep, deep. I didn’t 
want to admit it, but I was 
heading straight to the bottom.  
As if to prophesy, one day 
a whole swollen deer floated by.
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A Brief mad Bar Job in Florida 
in memory of Jack Kerouac

The Hub sat at the fork of one road splitting in two. 
It was known as the place where Kerouac 
drank himself dead, also for the big wheel 
that I’d spin—random cocktails, wonderful naive
possibilities, and I like a bum prophet turning 
the world for maniacs, beach folk, mystics, old cops, 
paranoiacs and pimps. They listened to that little song 
tick….tick….tick, then “Ah! Whee!” mouths open as if 
God exists, but you got what it picked. Jack might sweat 
and curse but the wheel did not understand, not a bit. 

In Florida everyone knew him and the sun—morning began 
with them pretending to be God; they’d proceed 
overawed; and then by six fall, teaching us repentance 
as the sea dissolved to a black liqueur. Mornings 
he’d clasp his hands in prayer; the wheel would dream 
over his head. Nights he’d go and never stop—
one more spin, a bar girl down to the bay, or short-
cut the streets and ease up a fire escape to a rooftop. 
It was always summer there but no stars. More madness, 
then home for soup and tears with his mother.

He hadn’t written in years; nevertheless, he’d gotten it all down.
That last horizon bled and bled from the mouth.
And his death like a great wheel at the end of the day: 
he rolled down and out like a soft wave, washed back 
into the street where the road and sky merged.
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