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ABSTRACT 

 

Concepts of place combine to form and influence our understanding of ourselves and our locations in 

the world. My goal for this project is to explore the idea of place—relative, absolute, physical, 

psychological—in poetry. In these poems, place serves as catalyst for the metabolism of history, story 

and experience. This collection of poems operates through concrete description of and direct response 

to particular places, dialogue with the stories that these places hold, and creation of new poetic places 

from memory and experience. As a result, this collection of poems has evolved into an exploration of my 

personal lineage derived from literal and metaphoric interactions with place.  This collection also 

presents my growth as a writer throughout its development, insofar as it includes the both the final 

sequence and rough drafts of each of the poems, prior to revision. These are in the back. 

  



An Introduction to the Apophonics of Place 

Concepts of place combine to form and influence our understanding of ourselves and our 

locations in the world. My goal for this project is to explore the idea of place—relative, absolute, 

physical, psychological—in poetry. In these poems, place serves as catalyst for the metabolism of 

history, story and experience. This collection of poems operates through concrete description of and 

direct response to particular places, dialogue with the stories that these places hold, and creation of 

new poetic places from memory and experience. As a result, this collection of poems has evolved into 

an exploration of my personal lineage derived from literal and metaphoric interactions with place.  This 

collection also presents my growth as a writer throughout its development, insofar as it includes the 

both the final sequence and rough drafts of each of the poems, prior to revision. These are in the back. 

From a craft perspective, I seek to find the balance between my narrative and rhetorical voices. 

Throughout the development of this project, I continued to read contemporary poets who successfully 

balanced the rhetorical and narrative voices, while also opening their poems to the lyric and meditative 

modes. The revisions included here reflect my effort to remain true to the stories and situations from 

which the poems derive while leaving opportunity for poetic experience. The changes I made to the 

poem Hot Church reflect the balance of narrative intention with process in poetics. While it began as an 

attempt to contrast the narrative voice with the rhetorical, the poem grew more meditative, 

observational, and grounded. This development was inspired primarily by Peggy Shumaker’s work in 

Gnawed Bones. The first draft of the poem cultivates a sense of the concrete place that is the church in 

which I grew up, as well as a parallel story about leaving it because of its pastor’s disparaging view of 

homosexuality. During the revision process, the poem began to evade my original intentions and 

evolved into something more conscious of its sounds, language, and lyric to realize a sense of place 

through the act of articulation itself. Though I remembered the narrative, the poem that ultimately 

emerged was more open and, through my more intentional use of language, full of space for surprise 

and for the reader to discover something personal in my experience. 

In the poems that focus on the narratives that places tell, I worked to expand story while 

pinching and compressing language until I arrived at something unexpected, surprising, and ultimately 

meaningful. I was inspired particularly by David Berman’s poem Snow, in which two brothers are walking 

along the road and the older brother tells the younger brother that the snow angels on the ground were 

created by the impact of murdered angels falling into the snow. In the first draft of my poem Kitchen 

Storms (later titled storm god), I was intent on telling the story to draw conclusions for the reader about 

the nature of childhood. Berman’s poem invited me to focus instead on letting the story tell itself, 



relinquishing the process of making meaning to the reader. I cut away much of the lofty diction and, 

while there are some rhetorical dregs left in the most recent draft of the poem, the lyric voice does the 

bulk of the speaking, allowing the particulars of the story to exist apart from meaning and providing 

room for the reader to discover new stories and places. 

Other poems navigate toward meaning through sound, stringing together images that are 

seemingly connected only by the fact that I have put them on the same page. By allowing the language 

to exist separate from my need to infuse it with the particularities of my experience, I open the poems 

to interpretation and application and invite the reader to make a sense of meaning for him/herself. The 

meth series of poems represents this intention most clearly. I wanted to create a distinctly surreal 

atmosphere, while stringing the poems together with celestial motifs that provide a grounding. I was 

inspired by many of Nathaniel Mackey’s poems, particularly those in Nod House, to create an 

intoxicating and disorienting atmosphere, peppered with imagistic touchstones that allow the reader to 

occasionally right experience in the concrete. The meth poems aren’t as long and developed and 

Mackey’s work, but I hope they achieve the same sense of disorientation which is place as metaphor. 

Through the creation and revision of these poems, I have come to realize the value in cultivating 

a flexible set of intentions and medium, allowing for an interchange between the precipitating idea of a 

poem and what eventually becomes the poem itself. It is appropriate that the opportunity to create this 

poetic sequence arose at a time when I am about to leave Tucson (likely forever, as far as residency is 

concerned) to open a new chapter in my life. As my world expands to include new places—one called 

“Florida”—so too will the scope of my poetry. I hope to develop both as I move forward with my life as a 

writer and an denizen of many places.  



Hot Church 

 

Notice a sidewalk, whole on one side and broken on the other. Notice cinder block, canvas awnings, and 

glass. Notice how new. Walk on the grass, pick up the native oak’s acorns and break them underfoot just 

to see what’s inside. Watch mourning doves hop from rock to rock in the fountain, dodging effervescent 

bees. Sing in the Sunday School choir, and don’t see anyone’s face against the lights. Twist the halls back 

around, past the back exit to the black-box room. See black lights and track lights hang from its ceiling. 

Try a little too hard to be a little too cool. Act like you’ve known them forever. Pat them on the back. 

Spill the transubstantiated blood on the floor.  

  



Magnitude 8.3 

 

Tsunami I 

 

Once, there was an ocean here. 

In my cretaceous childhood 

waves crashed against the walls, 

pregnant with predators and prey. 

 

We painted over it when I went 

to high school, 

but the waves beat beckoned 

behind paint, in places I touched too often. 

 

The ocean is patient. It knows 

that no matter how many times I repaint, 

a million years from now, there will be 

only ocean—only sand. 

 

The waters are rising. 

They will bring with them 

the dinosaurs of our youth 

or maybe 

just a car, a piece of bedframe, and someone's doll. 

 

Tsunami II 

 

Earth belches black  

into the blue, bleeding purple 

at the edges, where frayed worlds touch 

and frontier pipe dreams end, 

are dissolved in instinct and necessity, 

leaving only oily marks of flaming lava 

and red tides in clear water. 

 

Tsunami III 

 

Tides of scaled muscle pour forth 

from the plastic bottle  

of grape juice communion, 

to fill the space between 

the pews.  

 

We see flotsam from our ships 

in the anaconda’s eyes 

as it slips, silently, 

back beneath the waves. 

  



 

Big Sky 

  

Mutilating Spanish for the sake of 

process, I worried if I was doing it right. 

 

Five feet away, I IMed the other intern. 

We talked about video games, 

wine, and pizza. 

I wondered if I loved him.  

I knew he didn’t love me.  

 

Zip-lining and white-water rafting, we hit 

the rock; I slammed hard 

into the girl next to me. I felt 

embarrassed that I couldn’t control myself. 

 

She seemed fine, but when I looked back 

you had slammed hard over the edge of the boat,  

splashing down to the stretch of river they closed 

because the snow had melted 

more than they planned and the summer 

storms come with clockwork regularity. 

 

All I could think was how weird 

your sunglasses stayed on 

and how much I felt like a child. 

  



Before Clouds 

 

Some places have no electricity. 

The people must burn candles for light. 

Moths flutter too close 

and spiral like gunned down planes 

(if there were power, they’d be on TV).  

They flutterburn in the wax, encased 

 

I would love to tell you 

that this poem has everything to do 

with the one before it and 

the one after, but no one reads 

by candelight anymore. 

You can blame yourself. 

You can blame the heat. 

  



storm god 

 

thunderclap tankers 

carve dry sky seas 

ride desert mountains like swells 

 

my parents 

gather my sister and me 

into the kitchen 

 

distribute cookie sheets 

empty plastic water jugs 

 

at the first burst of lightning, 

we let loose with the rain 

our kitchen tools the hammers of thor 

our light switch the thunderbolts of zeus 

 

kitchen sounds meld with storm sounds 

i forget i am human and 

remember how to be a god 

  



Supernovacaine 

 

Fetid cavities 

get paved over 

for wrought iron, 

adobe arches, 

smooth jazz. 

 

Millimeters from my nerve, 

you pretend to remember  

things about my life.  

 

On the wall in cocktail attire 

your family hangs. 

I think I’d like to fuck your son. 

 

My tar soft teeth 

I inherited from my grandfather who 

dreams of owning a Sonoran 

hot dog shop, 

who is Irish and loves 

tequila with his cigarettes. 

 

What is the purpose of life? 

as you sink the needle 

into my gums. 

 

My mouth is numb, 

you start up the drill. 

 

We have flavored gloves,  

the assistant tells me.  

The blueberry ones  

smell like rotting fish.  

  



After the Statue of Liberty 

 

Clotted auburn blood 

tealstains gravel slopes 

 

Pitchstacks tarbellow. 

Storm clouds clot the sky. 

They hoist the families 

that blast black lungs  

from metamorphic veins. 

 

The black hill is closer 

than it was. 

The train screams past, 

casts its fiery cataract, 

cooling molten-red, pitch-black, 

like day into night 

 

In a squat house 

at the edge 

of the engine 

a little girl eats dinner 

while her grandma plays piano. 

  



Alzheimer’s 

 

Waiting for a rain of second boots, 

you made instant pudding  

with boiling water. 

 

Everyone knew.  

  



Inheritance 

 

There are nightmares from which 

I wake, surrounded by 

Someone who is not my daughter 

and Someone who is not my husband. 

Smirking he leans in and I feel suffocated.  

 

I’ve got my whole life ahead of me and I can’t 

understand why I am where I am and I don’t 

know this other house but lean in 

because I have to tell you, 

I know what you are up to. 

 

Injecting dreams and botulism 

burying me alive with handfuls of dirt. 

My eyes flicker back and forth rapidly. 

 

The worst part is, I still have no idea 

who you are. 

  



Anthropomancy 

 

A quick search to find 

my wings and I run against the wind,  

buckle in the rain, I follow 

the directions precisely. I can’t 

 

believe it when I make a set of runes 

from a child’s toy, cast them 

on the table and read what  

they say from in between 

the spleens, intestines and livers. 

 

She died in the old persons’ home 

behind the Taco Bell, ten minutes 

from where I used to live. 

 

She had forgotten 

how to swallow. 

Nurses didn’t bother 

teaching her, leaving her 

food uneaten in her room. 

 

So angry, I forget 

how to eat, I imagine 

smashing bottles against their heads 

and crushing mint leaves in my hands. 

 

I imagine gently 

reminding you 

coaxing the cool leaves down 

your throat into a belly 

forgetting, forgotten.  

  



Poetry  

 

Telling me that you’d wonder if, 

on your drive home from residency, 

you could crash your car 

just right, so that you wouldn’t die,  

but be hurt bad enough 

to get some sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prose 

 

Telling me that you were exhausted, 

working thirty-six hour shifts 

with malted-milk balls in your pockets 

and a newborn child at home. 



meth i: stargazing 

 

he could not get stardust out from under his nails, could not 

get blazing trails out from behind his eyes, from 

catching stars, dotted with mercury pools, 

full black and peppered with glass husks. 

 

he walks through the doorframe and they ask 

to see his hands; they won’t be clean. for the stars 

in his hands, there will be consequences.  

  



meth ii: daughters 

 

dancing on shoes, 

mary jane’s on cracked chocolate 

leather swing around 

basically fly holding tight  

to calloused hands 

to stay grounded 

 

centrifugal force shreds 

sinews tethering 

body to ground hands 

 

pivotspun like an orphan 

planet sunless and glowing 

orbitless and revolutionary 

out beyond the galaxy’s arms 

hurtling towards quantum foam 

the edge of the milky way 

the oort cloud 

  



meth iii: the body 

 

    star gases travel glass vaults 

 eager to birth stars 

 

they find unsuitable flesh  

so shred  

    cracked bone 

        split sternum 

spider-leg ribs 

       torso arachnids  

underskin plumbed 

   three years of misery just like 

clickclack 

 

   click 

  



The Furthest Thing from a Suicide Poem 

 

Once I needed oxygen like a fish needs alcohol but more recently than I’d care to admit, I found the 

pleasure in suffocation, the sudden hush realization of so many veins, the epiphany of blood flushed 

through invisible capillaries, the brain systems that say fight to kill for one double bonded double O, you 

can feel the electric impulses—the screaming, would-eviscerate, would-give-limbs-and-lives-to-breathe 

impulses—running like schools of fish down your arms, down your trunk, body thick with blood. 

  



Apophenia 

 

Since then, more 

of my classmates have died: 

two in car accidents 

one from cancer. 

 

One of the car accidents 

tried to give me a purple nurple in Latin 

class. His touch meant 

I had to remember 

a body I was denying like a convulsion 

induced by electricity. 

I slapped his hand away. 

I didn’t know what to do. 

  



Boundaries 

 

Copper pipes run through 

my heart pumping 

seawater  

limb to limb. 

 

Death is not like coast 

meeting sea but is like scoria 

glowblooming into ocean mazarine 

where white steam 

escapes like souls. 

  



Aotearoa 

 

We are on a white beach in Mexico, 

drinking sauv blanc, grassy 

and bright like steel.  

With every sip if you were to ask, 

I’d say it is like walking 

on sand spread ninety 

miles between Cape Reinga and Scott Point. 

 

It is like when you stop 

photographing pelicans through umbrellas 

set up to block the sun 

while sea gulls run along the beach 

with wings spread wide 

like 747s preparing to take flight. 

 

When they catch 

the wind, they soar stationary 

like kites, watching like hawks 

for fish or unattended French fries. 

  



Motatura 

 

Motley with gannets, 

and scarred with ripple divots 

like a tragic giant 

attempt at an arrowhead, 

it stands alone against the sea. 

 

Go stand on the rock, I am told, 

and look out, pensively. 

 

I see the black cliffs stretch 

away against the turbulent surface 

of the sea, I begin 

to understand. 

 

Let me take your picture. 

 

A gentle roll rocks towards the edge 

and splinters against it, 

drenching me in Pacific tides. 

 

It isn’t until we are in the car again 

that my aunt, driving the wrong way 

on the highway to get back to our exit, 

tells me that people die 

taking that picture on that rock all the time. 

  



Lineage 

 

An Irish highway robber leaves a penal colony  

to become the Mayor of a South Island hamlet.  

 

A photograph of a black sand beach hangs 

on the wall. She falls in love 

 

with him in a bar like a barn where Stone 

and Plata intersect.   

 

A woman misses a part of her while he is away, 

playing rugby. The air and the mud pools steam on.  

 

There is ocean pounding even, and especially, 

when I am at home in the Sonoran desert. 

 

I am moving to Florida.  

I am a big fan of Wallace Stevens. 

 

No matter how I love ideas about order, 

Orlando is far from Key West.  

 

Stars above cut glassy surf below. Home is somewhere 

between, a break in the horizon line. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Drafts 
  



The Church I went to from the time I was 8 until my Sophomore year of College 

 

Outside there is a sidewalk, whole on one side and broken on the other. Outside, everything is cinder 

block, canvas awnings, and glass. Outside, everything is new.  

 

I remember walking on the grass, picking up the native oak’s acorns and crushing them under my feet. 

 

Through the glass walls of the lobby, I watch 

the mourning doves coo softly 

as they hop from rock to rock 

in the fountain outside, drinking, bathing, 

avoiding effervescent bees. 

 

I remember singing in the Sunday School choir, 

and not being able to see anyone’s face against the bright lights 

 

The hall twists back around, past the back exit to the black-box room. Black lights and track lights still 

hang high from its ceiling. I think it was a theatre once.  

 

I remember the pastor of “Hot Church” trying 

a little too hard to be a little too cool. 

 

I remember those 8th grade boys sitting next to 

me, taking my arms in theirs, trying to make me feel welcome. 

 

I remember how quickly my heart beat at the touch 

of their skin. 

 

The carpet is all in square pieces in case the wine unexpectedly transubstantiates and spills on the floor. 

 

I remember finally convincing my parents to let me join them in “Big Church” where I wouldn’t have to 

try so hard to relate to people my own age. 

 

I remember how Big “Big Church” seemed the morning the pastor told everyone that the Bible’s position 

on women was outdated, but its position on Homosexuality was unequivocal.   

 

I remember hearing why the sidewalk edge was shattered on one side, how it symbolized how we would 

enter this place broken and leave it whole.  

 

I remember stepping through those glass doors and over the broken sidewalk and never turning back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Only Bedroom I Knew Until I Turned 18 or On the Shores of the Western Inland Sea 

 

Once, there was an ocean here. 

In my cretaceous childhood 

waves crashed against the walls, 

pregnant with predators and prey. 

 

We painted over it when I went 

to high school, in favor of greens and tans 

but the waves beat roared 

behind the new paint, and beckoned 

through in places I touched too often. 

 

Long has the sun shone 

onto these Anthropocene shores. 

Longer still, have the waves beat 

against walls to form sand. 

 

The ocean is patient. It knows 

that no matter how many times I repaint, 

a million years from now, there will be no walls to crash against. 

Only ocean. Only sand. 

 

The waters are rising. 

I fear they will bring with them 

the dinosaurs of our youth 

or maybe 

just a car, a piece of bedframe, and someone's doll. 

  



The Summer I Made Three-Thousand Dollars 

 

There is a roundabout with an obelisk in its center, 

surrounded by pansies and zinnias. 

 

Mostly I sat in a cubicle, 

mutilating Spanish for the sake of 

process. Twisting it into diagrams 

and flowcharts, robbing it 

of its warmth.  

Cambiar. Change. 

 

Mostly, I worried if I was doing it right. 

If I was making the right graphs, 

using the right colors, 

speaking to the right people. 

 

I did learn about the trans-Pacific 

fiber-optic cables that can carry 

5.12 terabits per second 

across thousands of miles of ocean. 

 

But, mostly I IMed my fellow intern, 

five feet away. Mostly, we talked about 

video games and our shared confusion, 

wine and really good pizza. 

Mostly, I wondered if I loved him.  

Mostly, I knew, he didn’t love me.  

 

I spent a week in Montana with my mom. 

I went zip-lining and white-water rafting. 

My mom fell out of the boat and almost drowned. 

I just got wet and shivered. 

 

One of my poetry professors the following year told me 

that growing up meant learning to never look away. 

I couldn’t look away when I thought my mom was going to die 

and I’ve never felt younger. 

  



Before the Clouds  

 

In Arizona, there comes a time 

every year when it gets too hot 

to write poetry. It is ironic, then, 

that this time should come to pass 

when I have never needed to write 

poetry more.  

 

At night, some places have no electricity. 

People in these places must burn candles for light. 

Moths flutter too close to these candles, 

spiraling like planes 

gunned down in those war shows on TV 

sometimes. They flutterburn in the wax 

covering themselves only more completely 

before they cools, encased 

like a glacier mammoth 

until the thaw of tomorrow night, 

when the cold settles again and I need 

something to fight off sleep. 

 

Believe me, I would love to tell you 

that this poem has everything to do 

with the one you just read and the 

one you are about to read, but the truth is, 

that my poems don’t really care about one another 

and no one reads by candelight anymore anyway. 

 

If you’re looking for someone to blame, 

you can blame this damn heat. 

  



Kitchen Storms 

 

When I was little 

I was terrified of thunderstorms 

 

So my parents 

Would gather me and my sister 

Into the kitchen 

 

They’d distribute cookie sheets 

Empty plastic water jugs 

And someone would be in charge of the lights 

 

And we would make our own raging 

thunderstorms 

 

On the tile of that kitchen, I remembered 

how to be a god 

 

The roads I’ve walked since, 

have caused me to forget 

  



Supernovacaine 

 

My dentist’s office used to be a tacky Tuscan villa in the middle of a suburb. It had a fountain outside that 

was too expensive to keep running, so they left the water in the basin to stagnate. Now, it is all slate tile, 

soft lighting, and smooth jazz.   

 

One of my teeth, a molar which the dentist calls by some number I can’t remember, is mostly fake. I bit 

down on something and it split in half. I was scared, so I didn’t tell anyone. It developed a gaping black 

hole and began to rot from the inside out. “You dodged a bullet there,” my dentist told me, when he 

capped it over. “It was a millimeter from your nerve.” My dentist has bad breath but white teeth. My 

dentist is too friendly. My dentist pretends to remember things about me. My dentist asks me if the new 

filling feels okay, but when I say it doesn’t, he says I must be wrong. My dentist has a family that is too 

beautiful. My dentist has a family that takes pictures in cocktail attire, next to wrought-iron gates and 

adobe arches. My dentist has a son in Dental school, whom I’d like to fuck.  

 

No matter what I do, I get cavities. I have soft teeth. I inherited them from my grandfather. My 

grandfather who is Irish and loves cigarettes and tequila. My grandfather who once promised his 

grandchildren that he would give us each $20 every time he smoked in front of us. My grandfather who 

owns Mexican food restaurants but whose dream is to own a Sonoran hot dog shop. My grandfather 

who only ever cried at the funeral of his mother. My grandfather whom we call “Papa.” 

 

“We have flavored gloves,” the assistant tells me. “We call blueberry stinkberry because when the gloves 

get coated in saliva and plaque, they start to smell like rotting fish.” My dentist asks me what I think the 

purpose of life is and then he tells me to stop moving my tongue. He grabs my cheek, firmly, and shakes 

it, as he sinks the needle into my gums. Once my mouth is numb, he starts up the drill and tries, again, to 

make conversation. 

  



Inspiration Mines 

 

The sandy hills run green 

with the blood of the earth, 

the red-gold blood of industry. 

 

The towers of an heirloom palace 

bellow storm clouds into the sky, 

carrying cancer on their back and the families 

that carve cancer from the ground. 

 

The black hill five feet from the road  

used to be forty feet back and 

the train would come along the top and 

dump the lava from the cancer pits 

down the mountain, cooling fire-red to tar-black 

like day into night. 

 

Ruth, queen of the 

house at the base of the stacks. 

Inspiration they called it. Brief home 

for presidents, kings, and CEOs 

who had come to survey the belching engines 

of their great nation. 

 

She’d fill them with feasts and send 

them on their way and my mom 

would sneak in after to eat dinner 

at the table of kings while her grandma 

played ragtime on the keys. 

  



Jell-O Puddin’ 

 

There were signs, early-on. 

Everyone was a little scared, 

waiting for it to rain boots. 

 

But when you, cook for kings, 

chef of presidents, queen of your kitchen, 

made instant pudding with boiling water 

everyone knew that this was the beginning of the end. 

  



Inheritance 

 

I wake up sometimes 

from nightmares in which 

I am surrounded by people 

I recognize but do not know. 

Someone who is not my daughter 

claims to be my daughter 

and someone who is not my husband 

claims to be my husband. 

Smiling he leans in and tries to comfort me  

but I feel like I am being 

molested. All I know is my childhood home 

in Phoenix and I am 15 again,  

I’ve got my whole life ahead of me and I can’t 

understand why I am where I am  

and I don’t know this other house 

but lean in because I have to tell you, 

I know what all of you are up to. 

Implanting these dreams and memories inside my head 

injecting me with paralytics and burying me alive, 

shovel of dirt after shovel of dirt 

while my eyes flicker back and forth rapidly 

begging for mercy, for you to slow, 

and the worst part is, I still have no idea 

who you are. 

  



Anthropomancy 

 

A quick search and I find my wings 

and I run with it, tenting them out 

behind me on a windy day 

buckling in the rain 

I followed the directions precisely. 

I can’t believe it when 

 

it starts to rain I make a set of runes 

from a child’s toy, cast them on the table 

and read what they say from in between 

the livers, intestines and spleens. 

 

She died in the old persons’ home 

behind the taco bell, ten minutes 

from where I used to live. 

 

She didn’t know how to swallow 

the nurses didn’t bother teaching her. 

they left her food 

uneaten in her room 

 

Sometimes always I forget to eat 

and forget how to remember when 

and I am only as angry as the pounding 

of my fists will let me be when I imagine 

smashing the bottles against your heads 

together and together, mint leaves, crushed 

in my hands oil seeping out between my fingers 

 

I imagine the mint oil is you 

and I whisper, telling it how to eat 

coaxing food down your throat 

into a belly forgetting, forgotten.  

  



The Heath 

 

He walks through the doorframe 

and they ask to see his hands 

but he shakes his head pre-emptively 

knowing that they won’t be clean. 

 

He was with him last night 

catching stars on the heath, dotted 

with pools of mercury, full with 

black and peppered with diamonds. 

 

Try as he might, he could not get 

the stardust out from under his nails 

and try as he might he could not get 

the blazing trails out from behind his eyes. 

 

He knows what this means. How serious it is.  

There will be consequences. But his mind isn’t here. 

It’s on the heath. There are stars in his hands 

and his eyes are melting out of their sockets. 

  



meth ii: daughters 

 

dancing on shoes, 

mary jane’s on cracked, 

chocolate leather 

swing around and almostfly 

holding tight to calloused hands, 

trying to stay grounded 

 

centrifugal force lifts, tugs, 

tears at sinews tethering 

body to ground hands 

let go 

 

pivotspin like an orphan planet 

sunless and glowing 

orbitless and revolutionary 

out beyond the galaxy’s arms 

hurtling towards quantum foam 

the edge of the Milky Way 

the oort cloud 

  



meth iii: the body 

 

    celestial gas travels glass halls 

 eager to birth  

stars 

they find       

      unsuitable flesh  

so shred  

    cracked bone 

        split sternum excruciating 

spider-leg ribs carry 

       torso arachnids  

underskin plumbed 

   three years of misery just like 

clickclack 

 

   click 

  



Respiration 

 

Once I needed oxygen like a fish 

needs alcohol but more recently 

than I’d care to admit, I found the pleasure 

in suffocation, the sudden realization 

of so many veins I never knew 

the epiphany of blood flushed 

through invisible capillaries 

the brain systems that tell you 

to fight to kill for one double bonded double  

O, you can feel the electric 

impulses running like schools of fish 

down your arms, down your trunk 

screaming tearing would eviscerate 

would give limbs and lives to breathe. 

 

It won’t be easy to give it all up 

but it won’t be hard either.  

  



Apophenia 

 

More of my classmates died 

since the last time I checked: 

two in car accidents 

one from cancer. 

 

One of the car accidents 

tried to give me a purple 

nurple in Latin class. 

 

His touch meant I had 

to remember a body I was 

denying like a convulsion 

brought on by an electric shock. 

So, I slapped his hand away 

and didn’t know what to do. 

 

  



Aotearoa 

 

We are on a white beach in Mexico. 

We are drinking sauvignon blanc, 

grassy and bright like the land of 

the long white cloud that it hails from. 

With every sip, I try, fruitlessly, to taste 

my heritage. But if you were to ask, I’d say I remember. 

 

You are trying to photograph pelicans 

through the umbrellas we have set up 

to block the sun, while seagulls 

run along the beach with wings 

spread wide like 747s preparing to take off. 

When they catch the wind, they soar 

stationary like kites, watching like hawks 

for fish or unattended French fries. 

 

I pick up my book by Denis Johnson 

and begin to read aloud. 

 

Mid-stanza you ask “What is poetry, exactly?” 

 

“Remember how you told 

me that, during your residency, 

you would drive home and wonder if 

you could crash your car, just right, 

so that you wouldn’t die, but you’d be 

hurt bad enough to get some sleep? 

That is poetry. Telling me that you were exhausted 

or that you worked thirty-six hour shifts, 

that is prose.” 

 

I can tell by the look on your face 

that you’ve gotten it, more than you 

ever have before. 

  



Muriwai 

 

This is a land of sheep 

more sheep than people 

less people than sheep. 

 

But I hear that we think of it 

as our Paradise Lost. 

 

When I see the black cliffs stretch 

away, against the turbulent surface 

of the sea, I might begin to understand. 

 

Motatura, sprinkled with gannets, 

covered with rippled divots 

like a giant, tragic attempt 

at an arrowhead, stands alone 

against the sea. 

 

Go stand on the rock, I am told, 

and look out, pensively, 

stand brave against the enormity 

of the ocean. 

 

Let me take your picture. 

 

A gentle roll rocks towards the edge 

and explodes against the rock, 

drenching me with what, I can only assume, 

are the waters of my ancestors. 

 

It isn’t until we are in the car again 

that my aunt, who tried to drive 

the wrong way on the highway 

when we missed our exit, told me 

that people die taking that picture 

on that rock all the time. 

 

Swept out to sea. 

  



How Babies Are Made 

 

When I clean the kitchen and crinkle the foil, 

the cat comes running.  

 

A photograph of a black sand beach is hanging 

on the wall.  

 

My mom falls in love with my dad in a bar like a barn  

where Stone and Plata intersect.  

 

A woman misses a part of her while he is away, 

playing rugby in The States. The air and the mud pools steam on.  

 

Everyone tells me that I look exactly like my dad.  

 

An Irish highway robber leaves a penal colony  

to become the Mayor of a South Island hamlet.  

 

There is ocean pounding in my blood 

even, and especially, when I am in the middle of the Sonoran desert.  

 

I learn this week that I am moving to Florida.  

I am a big fan of Wallace Stevens  

but my heart belongs to the Pacific. 

 

I discover all sorts of ideas about order, 

even though Orlando is far from Key West.  

 

I feel at home on a beach on an island on the way,  

with stars thundering above us and surf twinkling at our feet. 

 


