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1. lacking in flavor; insipid 
2. lacking social or aesthetic taste 
3. Rare  unable to taste 
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The Genesis of Form, summer 2011 

Eve has just bitten into the apple and handed it to Adam—crunch. The two are being escorted 

from the garden by a somber-looking hermaphrodite with wings, who informs the couple that they can 

never come back. Eve is weeping. Adam is pleading with the angel for another chance: This is our 

homeðpleaseðI swear it wonôt happen again. The angel shakes his/her head, points to the horizon, and 

as they start away into the unfamiliar landscape, something snaps in Eve’s chest: she hunches over, gasp-

ing for breath—Adam, startled, falls to his knees, Whatôs wrong, Eve? Whatôs happened? The first ever 

occurrence of human pain.  

And so the story goes: when the first humans disobeyed God, their punishment was sentience: the 

experience (knowledge) of pleasure and pain. “The wages of sin is death”—suffering, the symptom of 

humanity’s alienation from God. The image in which we were created has shattered, hence the grimace 

we sometimes see in the mirror: divinity disfigured. What is prayer? Presumably, it’s the road out of 

suffering—via an intimate relationship with its opposite: God. 

Many people, myself included, cannot overcome the problem of God’s insentience: their inability 

to conceive of—much less relate to—a being who does not hunger, weep, orgasm, bleed; a being who 

does not feel alienated in his/her mortal skin. Throughout my life I’ve tried on these skins as quickly as 

I’ve shed them: looking for the force beneath the form, the divine light beneath the grimace. This work is 

a chronicle of that.
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1
 Poems and correspondences appear in chronological order. 
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I.  Fargo, take 1 
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1 
 

 

I'd wake 

             finger clutching the edge  

of your Olympia wall: a guest 

 

                             simple hung my ghost presence 

until you pulled my air lips to yours 

breathing existence 

granting complexity 

 

           Humanized I left 

                           new fleshed hands 

                           brown eyes greening in porch light 

                           resonating voice 

for this 

I begged a god otherwise abandoned 

 

traded translucent purity 

                           for your scent in my clothes 

                

  

                  Under dead weight I turned 

                      serene to shuddering 

        shrinking inpatient. Call me  

 

feather thin, fulfilling your  

prophecies of flight 

           

                      cast aside 

                      I never forget 

                      am the fourth fate 

 

snipping silk thread while you sleep 

alone, aborting us 

in silence 

black hands carry sunken fetus 

from sight 
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2 

I 

The doctors filed in, leaned over 

peering, asked her what it's like 

living on a physical tangent. 

She turned under buckles, straps 

smiled as she described 

II 

The science teacher emphasized 

the surface’s tension 

the millimeters squared. They dribbled 

precisely three hundred wet beads 

from toothpicks  

proving her point  

on Lincoln's bronze head 

III 

And when the city rotted in  

her rearview mirror  

she rolled up the windows  

to stifle the stench 

IV 

Another river, called Styx. 

A young man, much alive 

gulped its currents, the ghost tears 

to find her, remind her  

of sunlight. Of breathing. 

She limped away from the dark,  

up cold and steep, until a glance back 

sent her spiraling, 

arms in helpless reach— 

V 

“It's strange. Like nothing else. Thin.  

Stretching into infinity: 

clocks without numbers, 

forgetting to stop  

after three hundred, 

worlds drowning in light:  

following these, 

an intimate destruction— 

much alive.” 
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3 

 

This is why the ones with wind chime eyes/ 

freckle constellations are pinned to floors 

in Bangkok, Los Angeles, etc. etc. 

as fathers straddle poisoned torsos, whittle and excavate                 

the splinter producing screams. 

 

                  The land mines 

                  explained the ancient villager 

                  go so deep. Do not be fooled 

                  by smooth ground. 

 

                          (under seamless skin fester  

                            torture machines, gleaming black) 

 

We: Found cathedrals to hide in. 

Ravens, unlaunched, unfinding the olive branch 

crouched in bird feeders, believing. 

         

As suffering is defined by acknowledgment of pain. 

As in removing the intruder before infection. 

Before gangrene. 

As hands to the neck claim universal sign for 

choking there comes a time when  

ignorance supersedes 

suffering supersedes 

acknowledging I can't         breathe... 

 

In Bangkok, Los Angeles (wherever universal signs apply) 

they will hate fathers whose hands  

muffle their cries as needles pry tender skin 

and wind chime eyes ring confusion 

at the pain acknowledger. 

 

                    Do not be fooled  

                     by smooth ground. 

 

While outside our birdhouse-cathedral: 

a dove soars away from chanting. Toward screams. 

But searching for the olive branch, acknowledging 

the gleaming black sky. 
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4 

We read each other as hieroglyphs 

letters written in streams, half-conscious. 

Pronouns out of context can refer to  

anyone/thing: deceased  

grandfather who smelled of wicker  

and built the little girl's world; 

crystal-eyed dealer teleported to alleys 

from Mars-home: mystical with steel-rasp voice, 

briefcase, her coping potions. 

Paper boats in the gulley 

or plastic bags on the fire escape— 

tell me how I'm doing. 

 

Balance illusion: numbers on the page  

speak for themselves, figure  

-eights at the skating rink  

trace logic-frosted wonderlands: digit-infused 

by studied vandals (snow elves ponder  

the measured design: from the gods?) 

Paper sighs under fervent eraser, No. 2 lead 

pokes and prods at solutions:  

symbol and integer 

with definite cure in mind. 

 

On the flipside: an equal sign unravels 

all we know to be true—aesthetic, 

numbers placed just this way: solve nothing 

but impel the mathematician (magician)  

to pull tulips from the page: number-bloom  

amidst intellect frenzy, or nausea  

purged from parallel lines  

when you realize the answer  

was always there—without you. 

 

Life is a lesson in unlearning 

what works: taste of a stranger's skin 

milked in streetlight when the sleep-slain town 

leaves insomniacs to wander—electric wires 

in a cashmere sweater, shockingly out of place. 

To peel away clothes in the evening and write 

the most honest lyrics you know; to cope 

through rhyme rather than people, 
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hieroglyph rather than speech— 

 

We are pronouns obscuring our story 

he/she/you—artfully arranged, pulled from context 

as rabbits from hats: what works 

for the crowd, the magician (mathematician: unlearning) 

intrinsically unbalanced 

placed aesthetic, just this way— 

wicker and crystal, cashmere and voltage 

a number, blooming. 
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5 

 

IV 

And so they shrunk into the sea, never to be seen again. 

 

The audience, curled toward the fire, wonders: 

did the moon notice their going, their luminous faces 

plucked from galactic gardens—by choice? 

 

We don't speak of this. What objective  

bystanders thought has nothing  

to do with the fallen novas. 

 

III 

Wool coats and ant-motions warm their travels; 

a drift net; black bodies woven tight allow  

slight friction to slip through, heat-gaps 

dragged forward as one.  

 

Smoke plumes mark the dissemblance site; 

bodies unclasp: a pepper kernel crumbling  

stiff torsos by fireside to maintain  

vital functions or selfhood 

 

II 

A widow is all she is  

wearing layers on layers and was married 

to the Sun. Behind her curtain: a sea 

of smoke recedes to the kitchen, save the puddles 

trapped in collar bone: sharp, its skin receding— 

 

The window, frozen ajar, couples cold with noise 

from the street: tire-screech reminds her 

of his leaving—  it is May. 

 

It may be milder in sunlight she thinks. 

The stove is not broken.  

The sun is a specter: not the real thing 

I will not betray him... 

I will not eat... 
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I 

Two stars meet in endless night: happenstance.  

The Sun has died and hours of orbit 

afford a random crossing of luminous lovers  

 

Strange, notes the story teller,  

one falls, the other soon afterð 
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6 

In the mind of a train no one exists, no  

“something lovely” in noise-dystopia, thrummed 

from a boy-and-girl's brain: We could live  

like this. And you'd heard cancer 

from the southern coast, called it strange… 

 

Corroded voice corroding a system  

of wires, an acid bath (not yet) 

ready to join the Atlantic in forever 

falling away, eats a path to your ear— 

delta-hospice waiting six states north 

to catch the contaminated Nile:  

 

You did not ask for this. You were not born 

for this/ kind of waiting: shiver and scotch 

white noise trapped beneath/ the train 

denies this is happening. Dichotomy 

is strange. We are (not yet) convinced 

of the trestle’s strength, or that its giving out 

 

Would be tragic. Theoretically, we should  

feel ashamed/ to be both mute and mouthing  

beautiful. We are not convinced of this  

theory, and tar can be chic for a moment: 

like cricket decor gleaming on sulfur—  

as if it knows allure is fragile 

 

And this is no life, but a now-famous bridge 

unconventionally stunning as an end.  

As a slender trickle leaves Jackson, laced  

with chemicals and pooled in a phone's vibration: 

the train negates its existence (we do  

not argue) —you were not born a theorist. 
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The Genesis of Form, summer 2011, cont’d. 

Where did you grow, before your roots took hold in the garden? –Tessa Rumsey 

I was on the road when touched by death. A friend of mine, a painter, had planned a year-long 

tour to self-promote his art—doing shows at galleries, live performances in venues with bands, cheap art 

sales in coffee shops, busking between gigs for gas money. His motive for inviting me along was, like all 

motives, divided:  in part he knew I ate/slept/breathed poetry, and thought the tour could be the opportu-

nity of a lifetime for me and my art; in part because he needed a performer. Twenty at the time, and still 

in school, I dropped everything and went for it—like I do. Only, at that time, I wasn’t in it for the 

experience: I was going to make a name for myself; I was going to be the god I never had. I’d be transient 

and embodied, beauty and disfigurement all wrapped up in a one-night-only disappearing act—there and 

gone, my echo still haunting the empty gallery, the way the holy ghost is said to haunt this world. 

Disappearing act, indeed. I’d been chronically anorexic since my teens, and had nothing to show 

for my years in treatment save for a proficiency in fence-riding and fire-play. Oh, and a whole lot of 

poems. Not bad. I’d clearly appropriated a reason to subsist: yet I was still restricting my food intake like 

an actor in a Holocaust movie, and looked the part. As much as I’d come to love this sliver of life called 

“poetry”—I still really loved to starve. 

So off I went, a little ball of starvation and Eros (a true enigma—just what you’d expect of a 

poet), pure force and obscene form (a true spectacle—just what the people wanted) –come hell or high 

water, taking the world by storm. Each night I performed, whether in a venue full of people, or in the 

meager light of a street corner in Seattle, my sky broke open: I rained a shower of words that swept my 

listener away, if not with my poetry, than with the sheer surrealness of the encounter—hopefully leaving 

me one book lighter in their wake.  

I heaved my suitcase of books from small town to big city, often losing my partner in crime while 

I took off to storm a student union, converting its herd to my cause with not so much as a microphone. All 

the while, I was dropping pounds like nobody’s business: my clothes hung off of my emaciated frame, 

and when anyone dared to confront me about it I announced that I was a traveling artist, i.e., if more peo-

ple supported us, then maybe artists could eat. Alright, so I never said that, but I had plenty of convincing 

excuses. Ah, the perks of being an enigma. 
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II. the lost (on the road) 
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7. St. Paul, MN 

In a purple field (which only occurs with the exact ratio of dusk. 

And Spring. And our city dissolving into flame behind us) we walked 

toward the west; stumbling over rocks and down the sides of small 

mountains. Direction and proportion are sly like that, like a loosely 

imagined Mecca—like firearms strapped to your back can resemble 

a shining set of wings. The beholder must decide what it is she sees. 

There were warnings to not look back, rumor of failed attempts 

to escape— the immigrants immediately transformed into pillars; 

others suffered slowly, unable to return to the lethal village— 

unwilling to let the sight outside their vision. When the bodies 

were discovered, the archaeologists found zero signs of wounds 

that would infer a gruesome battle—only: ñhand after petrified hand 

épositioned as a shield over their skeletal brows as if entrancedð 

as if immobilized by some faraway imageéò (the location of the dig 

was one mile from the ruins.) A woman becomes bitter, stares out 

to the bitter cold. I cannot stay/ I have nowhere to go. We took 

to the field. Beneath us: a breeding ground for torn beholders 

buried deep in the purple earth. We were armed and ready to open 

fire—to ascend beneath our terror mechanisms or a supernatural 

transportation systemðdepending on the beholder’s willingness 

to survive. From behind: a sun unleashed assurances of Spring. Icicles 

disassembled from barbed wire trees, as the fence surrounding our home– 

land thawed: by nature? By fire? From friction created by a storm of feet 

deciding. West, you said. Iôll carry you, you said. (It was no longer 

winter when a woman would not leave her cathedral.) Dusk, 

I said. Darkness, you said—walking in the direction of a setting sun 

is like walking through the setting of a fictitious story; how will we end? 

Where is this going? “…and here, it appears, is where the evidence ceased 

to matter…” Pillars of salt, a cathedral shattered. Home, I wept. Fairytale,  

you told me. When you lifted your weapon: I saw a wing, unfolding— 

 

\ 
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8. Sioux Falls, SD 

take, for instance, your average sunset  

that shamelessly perfects cliché; take 

the category: culturally acceptable  

moments of weakness; permanently ingrain 

in your critic mind the list that goes 

something like: 

 —subjects that deal with the Cosmos 

 —subjects that deal with the tangible 

                       (human experience) 

 —subjects that carry in one hand a grenade; 

   while the other motions toward you 

 

these are the moments that will save us. 

 

from the furnished room of an accredited institute: 

the children call a “place to learn” 

that body is machine and the city is— 

(not to be confused with a sunset) 

comes a gentle breeze (subliminally received 

between one lesson and the next—conspiracy theory?) 

 

when the sky was a wasp nest, (note the original metaphor/ 

                               note the original sin) 

that had broken apart in a mechanical swarm  

of anthropomorphic machines built for war 

(we were bleeding and smiling 

all at once it was poetry it was tragedy it wasð) 

subliminally projected from a machine gun's 

staggered song: weepð whileð youð stillðcanð  

collapse into a cesspool of tears, an emotional  

basket-case biologically engineered, 

the list ends here: 

trailing off like a scream  

from the machine's bleeding face… 
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9. Brookings, SD 

but not entirely abandoning the poem- 

wrecked city I left you 

there; lost inside the rigid mosaic 

of wailing machines. 

the small ones formed the labyrinth's 

tight center; a continuous sphere 

of shivering layers singing chemically 

altered melodies (acceptable. lovely.) 

under the pounding bass/  

bomb flowers/ albino sky  

consumed by black showers 

I remember the angle 

of limbs and the sadness; how they held 

onto each other  

your arm was locked in the tangled 

architecture, I remember  

touching it as I left 

reasons for sudden evacuation: 

1. senses heighten with excessive radiation (I was remembering) 

in the worst wayðthe true definition of Cosmos: all that was 

will forever be  

2. I was feeling beyond the Cosmos (call this 'excess') 

3. all the levels (I was beginning) to access: sunflower. watercolor. warmth.  

crouched in the alley/ not crawling/ hands on my ears  

to escape the interrupting  

machine guns: I was so afraid a bullet would sneak in 

to my brain and I’d forever forget— 

 

ð field upon field of heavy faces/ loaded with more  

potential faces/ drooping with potential life 

 

ð the painter we spied in the yellow field; pressed to the sun-charged earth:  

breathing it in and dying. (to capture the moment)  

crouched in an alley of flowers: one hand desperately constructed 

the replica. the other was a shield from the (interrupting) helicopter 

[none of the above was documented. none of their words 

can be trusted. keep this statement confidential:  

my heart was breakingð as the painting combusted—] 

ð my warm fatherð all fleshð and flannelð and loveð 

The list ends here: I've said too much. 
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10. Omaha, NB 

[labyrinth: a unified structure all wrapped up  

in its intricate meanings 

and that's beautiful...] 

I can't remember the reason I left it/ find good reason to try 

to disassemble it (not like the one I found in the field/ 

like the one I felt in the alley—) you looked so serene;  

certain of the angles/ of your place in the scheme 

from the city's blackened outline I  

can hear the song rising  

as a perfect coil of sound, loud  

and tortured as a sun that is nearing its end.  

and the bass and the helicopters will go away  

and the nuclear flowers will blow away 

and there will be no more pain—scratch— original metaphor 

is the sunflower—scratch—labyrinth prepared to unravel? 

the people—scratch—machines to go on living? 

the institute is waiting. I am tracing  

city limits in my final minutes of warmth— 
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11. Des Moines, IA 

humid noon in Egypt: the languid  

                         mood of a heat-drunk metropolis 

slowly rising like one million mirages  

          in the Sun's most famous hour, not 

                   significant to the children in the Nile 

wading her cool edges: a clock's steady 

                       hand; seasons do not exist.  

     

we are content with this (meaning: know nothing else) 

 

on the roof all night we discuss to the core of every nova  

that is burning a hole in our restless minds like what 

is beauty? and where is truth? Tangled in constellations 

we are discovering meaning (meaning losing track of 

time) and specifically aware of our breathing and when 

Orion dissolved the city was still on autopilot 

trapped in the static loop of planets—the sensation 

of being surrounded by one million thinking lungs while  

yours is the only thinking mind, also known as  

overtime: the sun has fallen from stardom: the world awaits 

the diva's return (will not wake ótil she returns) and you 

are wired to a different system: body rhythms wired to 

 

the stars inside you— 

that trained a whole metropolis that rose 

                          and fell  

               before the world was round 

the Nile, full of languid children  

and every star was someone’s sun 
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12. Minneapolis, MN 

An evening spent in a room that resembles a distant galaxy. 

In a room of faces resembling planets (linked to a distant galaxy.) 

An evening spent obsessing: resemble.  

And if it's possible to link the tangible to the not… 

 

We walked and walked like there was no tomorrow 

through the smoke/ across the lawn/ the sky was spilling over and 

over the nearly inaudible voice of feet was the sound of planets, moving  

in the garden were magnolias/ mute worlds blossoming  

 

Others dying (in the black beyond 

all is wasted save time);  

an empire, unfinished; a revolving door 

 

the each-other, left dangling; 

the self, spilling over— 
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13. Madison, WI 

All slaves die in a revolving door, dragging 

their children through mortar 

toward the light— mission assigned  

on a clay-stained street which cannot be  

accomplished in one lifetime. The sun slips away  

from you like dwindling rations of water,  

food, faith in the will to survive. The question  

how will this look when I'm gone is loaded.  

Trial staring down the barrel of error  

resembles a child staring down a half-finished wall  

and waiting to be demolished is each breath 

building an answer to a question it didn’t ask. 
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14. Milwaukee, WI 

1. the Sun 

2. the each-other (is much alive) 

3. a world anticipating Full Bloom 

  

ecstasy is permanent/ for a while/ the war stopped/  

leaking into the horizon/ an expansive body/ gunpowder  

and smoke/ the snare drum/ a grand decrescendo 

  

It's strange how you make a list 

Of things that are wonderful 

By nature; or innately which is  

The world's inability to disregard  

Its axis and thus will continue turning  

And is the best kind of wonderful 

It's strange how the list can change 

Like a child's reflection in water 

For lack of a better analogy  

  

in a yellow sundress that smells of Spring/ and the lover/ 

is someplace imaginable/ she is writing a letter to 

a nearby planet/ and is the embodiment of a contented Sun 

  

Some of us have begun 

To repeat ourselves: it is Summer 

Again and green 

Is a word that keeps forming 

On children’s’ lips 

A chapped smile is a trend 

That returns each May 

Like woodwork. They are 

Reconstructing the barracks, and a tower  

That will never reach the heavens 

  

1. the Sun 

2. the each-other 

3. a plan in the works  

   to construct a tower 

  

Fully developed, a man 

Is really a boy according to 

Our knowledge of culture 

How it assigns titles like a man 

In a new world would  

Put a name to the face of a fellow 

Living creature, a method 

Of differentiating species 

That makes watching them die  
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Indescribably easier 

  

they were hoping/ it was over/ as the world turned/ 

to an expansive body/ leaking smoke and powder all  

over the horizon/ and a letter turning into a list/ 

  

a child grown is difficult to decipher/ by reflection the body is  

still an expression is constant/ -ly changing the water/  

is black again/ it is Summer: hear the drum/ the tower falling 

  

1. the Sun 
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15. Chicago, IL 

A different type of swarming: robotic 

foliage in the hollowed-out morning 

 

I was born in cold Spring: a pauper  

already losing my name  

to a title.  

A quarter means the world  

to a famished beast.  

Structure is essential to a child's sense  

of security: when broken there is nothing  

a parent can do to rebuild it. 

I was born in a season indifferent 

to feeling or appearance: 

It was green/ it was barren 

It was lovely/ it was not 

And now the streets are swarmed with talk  

of a time when endless tunnels could lead you to god 
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16. Seattle, WA 
 

I am the child. I am not  

the master (hides in the thicket  

and still hasn’t learned my name.) 

 

Gravity is an issue; a structure  

we're still required  

to hang onto, regardless 

whether we want to. 

 

I'm working on a way around 

the law. Progress is slow 

there are so many distractions: 

 

energy surplus, nightly feasts, 

a burlap palace, then 

a whirlwind of ragsðthe city 

is always rabid 

 

I do not participate.  

I watch it happen  

 

because you made me 

 

I am nameless and  

strapped to your floor 

  

The method one uses to escape  

a fire depends  

on the structure thatôs burning,  

and here the implications 

get disturbing 

 

I turned to leave/ I couldn't 

understand. I crawled 

on my knees (I could not stand) 

through the words— the world—for you 

assigned no other way— 
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17. Seattle, WA 

“unable to distinguish” is not: 

 

a description of the blurred region between  

“sky” and “line” or “skyline” and “sky”  

or all of the above, which looks strikingly 

opposite to all of the below: but simply 

appears as a collision  

of color and homes, and justice 

is never done a cloud, melting 

into a satellite dish 

fixed to the native's rooftop 

  

—but an obscure story  

of the physical/mental mountain 

the brain/body must live on  

(regions listed in no particular order) 

and looks strikingly similar  

to a rare collision of galaxies 

centuries from now every other— person? 

will use as a metaphor to— describe? 

 

their crisis of faith: the fortune teller was unable to predict his sentiment as he collapsed  

from a rooftop to Seattle's pavement, where a set of arms were supposed to be; the length of bone 

the length of effort; the length of time he'd require to recover (trust in matter/ humanity) 

if/when they finally found him— and so began the reconstruction. A temple for your troubles: 

  

a monk in the garden resembles an African violet: head bent over humble head, lodged in color/ color 

collisions, petals flailed in the space that is 'wind'— distinguishes for her, their surroundings:  

Here is the monastery. Here  is the steeple. Or were those the doors? Are those the people?  

A rustle of petals (is the sound skin makes as its owner is dragged across cement) 

 

poses (as) the question: can I call this home? Spoken to a person, then to empty space:  

I was simply unable to stick around to pick you up from what natives call 

ñgroundòð so I picked you this violet instead.  

 

A rare blast of solar wind/ the galaxy  

simply escaped my hand/ my mind  

is scaling the sky/line of Seattle/ the satellite 

colliding/ colliding with  

a cloud is the sound  

of a fortune teller's voice:  

It will sting for a while but you'll feel alright 

when it's over. (A moment of honesty  

isn’t always moment of truth) 

  

Retold by the monk to a collapsed flower in order/ in chaos  

to help her distinguish: there's no going home from there is 

No Home: a parable, reconstructed—                              Here are the galaxies. Here are the steeples. 

                                                                Here are its flowers. Here are its people. 
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18. Goshen, IN 

A member of the food chain discusses her tactics:  

         (call X “agent in question.”) 

 

I stretch my palms pilgrim-wide, wait 

for the rain, the light 

to cascade down; I have learned 

to demand perfect intervals 

and precision from eternal realms. 

Non-words, fish hooks, aren’t tools 

of indifference; fire isn’t  

built from a long-winded question: 

Is arson a sin is it a crime to desire warmth  

attained through another's destruction? 

(Call the agent “X.” Call her murderer.) 

 

X gives birth to a beautiful daughter; 

when the wall is health  

and the word is prosper—  

teaches her the tools the trade  

                 (Call X “saint.”) 

 

Never let the steel go dull. 

Never let the prey go hungry. 

 

X and her daughter go down to the water— cold  

as sheets over anorexic life, sinking 

               under—under—under  

Never trust the gods for provision.   (Impoverished as counterexample  

                                                    for the premise: “religion.”) 

 

When the river rises she is  

a series of actions: sharpens the blade, eats the first catch 

(a favor unasked can’t result in contempt) 

X’s daughter learns the politics of the forest: 

Let there be rain. I demand my fortress. 

 

the famished fish turns away from the finished agent— 

agent no crueler than it's character 

being no crueler than it's prayer 
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19. Iowa City, IA 

Let out 

a rising, steaming 

breath: whale-song 

lost beyond 

whale—pure song. 

On the bodyôs surface 

an opening closes. 

On the water’s surface 

the fisherman poses: 

After the rush of the wave 

youôre the only thing 

I need. After rhythm 

came alphabet, after 

money—slaves; think 

manic reproduction 

after painful attempts. 

Think surrogate religion    

after fruitless attempts. 

The Sun is my hollowð 

Chant: my sea shall 

not want. If surveillance: 

then existence of anechoic 

tunnels wherein tracks 

in the sand connote 

something to follow. 

Rogue and teen 

groupies are property 

of pied piper “P.” 

The golden patent  

encrypted at the end 

of Black and Quiet 

which is every new day, 

is the sinister industry 

of contemplating 

why did you leave me, 

how brute souls sensed 

such pallid lines without 

fluorescent light say 

nothing—or nothing 

that will get us through 

the night. In the cadaverous 

darkness of this error 

priests winter and 

unrequited love is made 

to hold its breath forever. 

As desire mirrors iron nets 

depending how you look 

at it. My eyesðcheck 
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caving in my faith 

black and quiet. Trans: 

After we were music 

our muses took a turn 

for the words. 
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The Genesis of Form, summer 2011, cont’d. 

The baffling thing about nature is that, unlike art, it bears no stamp of “the will to power”—and 

aside from animals, it bears no trace of sentience. It does not suffer; it does not overcome. And yet my 

experience of it, call me a poet, a hippie, a tree-hugger, I don’t care—is one of pure empathy. How can 

this be? Have I simply personified the tree, projecting on the willow the heaviness, the memory of the 

heaviness, of my newly gained weight? Is it the tremors of the seizure that still come to mind sometimes, 

usually at night, that I “read into” the thunder? This could very well be, I am a poet after all; and yet I’m 

fully aware that the elements aren’t sentient, that trees and rocks and rivers don’t feel. Is it simply the 

“beautiful form” that grips me—sends me awestruck and spiraling down memory lane, elevates my emo-

tions, shoots passion and longing through my body for—more lifeð? I don’t think this is so, or sound 

imitations of nature would do the same; in fact, an artwork wouldn’t even need to look like nature, so 

long as the sculpture or painting possessed “sublime form.” I’ve seen such artworks—and while they 

move me, it’s sentience in art that blows me away, and apart—be it the emotional or intellectual content 

(both of these registers can suffer), or the “stamp of the creator”—his voice, her subjectivity, my soul, my 

poem. Art bears the stamp of sentience, nature does not: no humans were harmed in the production of this 

tree stump. Both, on the other hand, are life-force embodied, in form. Like the river, I surge toward the 

“ocean” of my freedom—my poems toward self-realization—and we get there simultaneously. The tree 

struggles unceasingly up toward the Sun: striving to shine brighter than all of the others. These are not 

metaphors. It loses its luscious leaves and stands brittle in the winter, shaking, and fills itself in again, 

come Spring. My anorexic form is now lost beneath my flesh, as are my vital organs—lost beneath the 

form of my vitality: just like the tree. That was a simile. 
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III. Fargo, intermission 
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20 
 

we've assigned blackness 

to these bricks. inhale 

through your sleeve 

for best possible air quality: 

do not disregard your tour guide 

 

trailing behind me  

my shadow is built from  

the same materials  

as the  nuclear bomb; a child walks  

the cobblestone, singing 

 

iron in my blood, there is 

iron in my blood 

 

today the statues 

look much like traps look 

especially clean and in love 

with loving the sun-  

on-bronze-on-sun                                                    (the land artist watches 

                                                                                  his soulwork dismantle him 

                                                                                  made less by 

                                                                                  god power, element) 

                                                                        

fire, clay, river—stay red 

and stay red for a reason 

that is greater than us 

 

a man writes an anecdote                                        (a man builds a nest in the heart 

unsuitable for children, as                                        of a forest: 

anecdotes are real                                                     do not tell us it was easy do not 

and unsuitable for children                                      tell him it was fruitless) 

 

such fragile, fragile 

twigs; he's been in there for days... 

 

who walks this black earth breathing 

bad fumes bad roots  

dredge up? those not with us  

today:                                                                      (iron underground there is 

                                                                                 iron in her wings) 

 

nature knows man knows nature                             

                                                                                  

peaks in brilliance just before                                 (how he fears the beauty 

demolition         how she fears herself) 
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21  
 

small numbers; the earliest parts 

of day; a morning glory embroiders the white 

cathedral; gentle  

up empty; up  

possibly-empty; up  

                                vial-building: laced                             

                                                                   "With—  

 

struggle comes mystery: 

 

a Pygmalion I was,  I was up to my neck in one and only one 

field; I loved her as my own;  she was my own and onlyð 

 

your descendants will be few and scarcely fed. You will love your land 

as you love your kin. 

 

(his house is composed of a single room. his nights know Christ and 

 Midas; white and gold and impossible ceilings) 

 

You will suffer for your land as you do for your dreams." 

 

I know what I want/ what I need is a blade/ that cuts  

through stones which are Sever and Sting; 

(a blindfold circles 

 his face)                and those useless, helpless flowersð 

 

the multiplying colony frantically consumed 

(pail-after-pail-after-) the miracle crop 

 

a Pygmalion I was, I am up to my neck in one and only one 

obsession: to build 

the wheel that propels my craftð my joyð my sleeplessð  

 

(his house is impossible made possible. he never questions 

 the dawn's arrival; never attempts to touch his ceilings) 

 

glory-loss; inflicted mornings 

always is the purple 

predictable; the vine  

swallows wall; swallows 

wall                                    

 

(blindfold slips from the blind man's eyes) 

 

what have I worked for? what have Ið 
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(consumed by (night) consumed by) 

 

"Your home will be filled with sterile wind your people will  

form like a knot to the land and in every face you will see these folded fields. 

 

Your mule will arch his back: mechanical, toward-you; your descendants will 

be many; and at night you will not dream." 
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22 

"To Live in Exhaustible" (post-demolition; a town person speaks) 

 

There was once this 

impenetrable force we sang for; the citadel and neverending 

heavens clinging 

to its uppermost parapets; dense brick colored with raw want. 

Strolling along, we maneuvered 

elaborate ditches: the artisans, huddled simple 

as soil, clutched their tools, lowered                                                  

their voices—there were such secrets then. 

Such delicate terror consuming 

the keeping and the losing. We stepped over invaluable 

hands, holding  

as if hostage, as if endangered, 

the perfect weight of leather, the fine metal clasps. The end 

of this century will be artless, bloodshot, clinging— 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



39 
 

23 

(following the reconstruction) 

 

Now the factory assembles faster than the savviest sheers  

and I still haven’t seen them 

only their crude eliminations, and I am afraid 

that nothing is discreet (hoarded/sung for) anymore. 

We call this “the ignorance of wall-less cities.” 

The product made eerie, made  

of a collective mind. In the absence  

of superfluous metal, I  

won’t speak a word of—won’t tell a soul how  

I’ve heard ghosts in those machines. 
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24 

(time lapse, a telegraph)  

The further we follow the plan of the attack, the further 

back we’re able to recollect 

against them. History must live in the shadow of its preface: 

you who began us, we've now  

surpassed— circa then. 

The castle held our heritage in her highest; devices  

tethering our Ever After, as well as  

our wasteful origins, terror,  

(why were we protected/ from what were we protected)  

just so many lovers,  

fingers clasped over their product held over their hearts 
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The Genesis of Form, summer 2011, cont’d. 

I’ll fast forward to the point of no return: November, Thanksgivingish. We’d been on the road for 

five months, save a month-long hiatus to regroup and make more art, and we’d just driven fifteen brutal, 

bone-bruising hours across the shitty highways of north-central America to, Mecca of all Mecca’s, Indi-

anapolis. We were booked to do a show with a few other artists and musicians in a local gallery there, and 

my tour partner was ready to blow the place up. I, on the other hand, was at death’s door: my hair was 

falling out, my face and body looked skeletal. It was the middle of winter, which in this part of the coun-

try means negative-thirty temperatures with 20 mph winds. Needless to say, I was verging on hypother-

mia as we walked from the car to the gallery. My partner introduced himself, then me, to the owner: who 

stared at me strangely as I vaguely mumbled something about liking art. 

As my better half went to work hanging his show, I huddled in my pile of clothes in the corner, 

my hands blue, teeth clattering, vision phasing in and out. Slowly I stood up and asked for the keys to the 

car. Iôm not going anywhereðI just need to rest a little. I tried to pass out with the engine running, but in 

thirty-below temperatures, a heater in an idling car is pretty much worthless. I stumbled through down-

town looking for a building, something that was open, and warm, with a corner I could hide in and drift 

off to sleep. I turned the corner and saw a library—it would do. The lady at the front desk asked if she 

could help me; I smiled and shook my head. Weirdo. The place was small: two rooms, wall to wall with 

books, a few tables between the shelves, full of students and parents reading to little kids. Fuck. Oh well, 

itôs warm and I donôt have to be sociable.  

Seven o’clock, or whenever, arrived—and I made my way back to the gallery where the show 

was about to start. My partner looked pissed. You know youôre on first, right? Shit—that’s right, I was 

supposed to be reading at this thing. He handed me my book, and the owner walked up: Youôre on in five. 

When he walked away I stammered, IðIôm not ready. My partner knew what was going on, as I’d con-

fessed to him during our month-long hiatus in Fargo that I was ill, needed help, and couldn’t go back on 

the road. This was to be our last hurrah, and a kick-in-the-ass for me, to remind me of what I once loved, 

what I was about to recover for. Youôll be fine. Just get up there and show them who you are. 

I showed them. As the people took their seats, I peeled off my layers, down to jeans and a long-

sleeved shirt. I could feel their stares burning my cold skin as I passed through them—feeling like a leper 

as I brushed past someone’s knee, someone’s chair, and took my place behind the microphone. My hands 

shook as I introduced myself: “I’m Ama–Amanda Silbernagel.” They know what you are. “I’m a poet 

from Fargo, North Dakota—I’ve been on tour for the last several months with painter, el perdido, t—to 
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promote poetry and the arts.” They arenôt listening. Faker. Sicko. Dying before their eyes in the name of 

poetry.  

The voice that once echoed like thunder through a choir hall diffused as it left my mouth, decay-

ing in thin air. Whose voice is this? The adrenaline, the vertigo, that used to build between me and my 

audience like electricity between storm clouds was replaced with a static, nervous tension. I read poem 

after poem, trying to coax life, volume, anything, out of my ribcage: nothing—a black hole. At one point 

tears filled my eyes. I urged them to vaporize: my one and only miracle of the night.  

Finally it was over, and when we arrived back at our host’s home, I said goodnight and retreated 

silently to my room, where I’d proceed to stay up until the sun rose, not hungry but maniacally starved, 

trying to write a poem. By daylight my eyes were bloodshot and sunk deep into my skull. I’d almost 

fallen asleep once, but was afraid that if I did I’d never wake up. My only concern, and it utterly 

destroyed me, was that I couldn’t compose a poem. Who was I kidding—I couldn’t compose a sentence. 

My ass ached from sitting (on a mattress), and soon my whole body would feel like it had been run over 

by a semi-truck as I endured the fifteen hour drive home. A week later I checked into the hospital, where I 

began the grueling journey back to health. I haven’t gone back since. 
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Hey lady, 

 

I hope you ate dinner yesterday. Food rocks. Thinking about food: boring, unless you are meditating on 

how good it was, or how there was an excess of marjoram in the vinaigrette. These are the important 

things. Starving yourself: no offense: stupid. God knows I should know. Stupid, also boring. Anti-

intellectual, reductive, anti-creative, the opposite of participatory and generative, instead a centripetal 

sucking of the creative out of the world, where it has its only place. Also, do not take this as some bitchy 

judgmental thing, self-absorbed. A refusal to enter fully into life, as you yourself said, and so a refusal to 

take responsibility for your humanness and the way you are intricately connected to this delicate web and 

held within it. You have wrested yourself out. Are orbiting in your own hell. Does it feel like that? 

Probably not all the time. Probably it feels familiar, and it feels "safe" whatever bullshit that is, but indeed 

life is not always "safe," and when you say you never used to fear anything (except food) you are sorely 

deluded; you were terrified of everything, and boiled it down to one intense and crippling fear of food. 

Which is not frightening in the least. In fact. It is, objectively, not. Life: frightening as hell. And so, fuck 

knows, I get fully the desire to slip away from the full participation in it. I want a drink every day, 

because the fears and the desire to quit all this goddamn work and the obnoxious requirement that I 

connect with people, all the connecting! again with the connecting! again with the feeling like I live with 

my guts falling out of my chest! and so, obviously, scotch! which again is a totally random association 

with safety and the closure of my wings around my face, like a bat. same thing with food, bones. the ugly, 

ugly, fence of bones. the fucking fragility. the save-me. the i-hate-you-i-don't-need-you-this-is-my-fuck-

you-save me. I would sign off here and say, glibly, well, fuck, it's your call! good luck with that! but i 

don't feel like it, and since you didn't want me to write back, i'm doing it to spite you. and i would not be 

so frank, but you're sick, and this is the only way to get through. and i find it unbelievably maddening to 

explain to a perfectly intelligent and creative person that they are devolving into black hole from which 

they will not be able to emerge, let alone create. 

 

yeah, that anorexic poet you saw? her kick-ass poetry? maybe you think so. i might not. someone else 

might not. if i heard her, and saw her, what i'd see was a person whose own involvement with the side of 

her ass and the protrusion of her ribs was more important to her than her work, and certainly more 

important than me, her reader. i would hear her work as a solipsistic meditation on her own pain. not 

using pain as the genesis of healing and experience, but pain as it fascinates the self as we are fascinated 

by our own image in the mirror. what did i find when i met you? a young woman self-destructing. that 

you are a poet? i am glad, and my knowledge that you are is immediately mediated by the fact that you 

are sick, and that i have every expectation that your work reflects that, and circles back on itself and 

devours its own meaning like a snake eating it's tail. are you talented? very likely. are you intelligent? of 

course. are you passionate about the work, and the written word? no question. will these things help you? 

there are millions of people who like to write, who are driven to write, who are talented and intelligent. 

there are millions who work hard to get it out there. but unless they are open enough to the world to 

reflect it newly to their reader, their reader will eventually fade away.  

 

i am only saying this so you hear it from someone else. you know it at some level yourself. this is what 

you need to recover: your own passion turned away from the diminishment of and obsession with some 

forms of yourself, and into the desire for life. what is poetry but a desire for life? a desire to merge with 

the world and with the language as a mediator between you and that world? it is terrifying to want that 

communion. and you want it despite your fight against it. and it is a balance, always, as a poet and a 

writer, to find a language precise enough, crafted enough, that it can be so sharply recognizable, in the 

heart, to the reader, while also writing from a place deeper inside yourself than you intellectually know.  

 

there needs to be a stepping into the world. your writing may be visceral, alive, you may be pouring your 

desire for life into it. but you will not move forward with it unless you get well. passionate, glorious, 

flowing language, an outpouring of words, a rhythm, is a stream from the self. but when you are so 
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consumed with your demons, you can't see beyond your own mind. and eventually, that reaches its own 

end, and starts up again where it began. and you will not move beyond it. 

 

that said: obsession with writing every minute of the day: its partly the malnutrition. honestly. when you 

are malnourished, a number of chemicals create a repetitive pattern in the brain that sparks repetitive acts, 

whether food compulsions and obsessions and planning, or thinking itself, as well as generating a 

repetitive anxiety. this will not be corrected until you are at a healthy weight and have stabilized your 

nutrition. not at all exotic, sorry.  

 

second, part of it is the compulsion to generate material. this is normal. however, the excessive 

engagement in it will necessarily allow it to reach the conclusion of its actual creative source and move 

past it into bad or useless writing. i certainly understand getting into the brain state where you start 

translating every thought, event, emotion, and phrase into written language. most of our thoughts are quite 

dull, as are most things that happen and that we feel. this is also what happens with mania. do you have a 

bipolar diagnosis? even if you don't, the starving generates manic behaviors, including the chemical 

reaction that lights up the language centers of the brain. and yes, it is too much. you can't write well 

unless you rest the brain. spending hours and hours on it every day is only useful if you spend much of 

that time editing. that is the work, the craft. the generation of it onto the page is a fraction of what good 

writing really requires. you must know that most of what you write when you are writing like that is just 

the chatter of the brain, which we all have. very little of that actually captures images, phrases, moments, 

emotions that can be given to a reader or a listener. for spoken word purposes, there is a usefulness to the 

patter and the tumult. but that needs to be crafted closely as well, or it just spills, and can't be 

remembered. the act of writing is mostly a careful practice. the spilling of words everywhere is 

journaling. i journal, and once i have written all the boring shit about my anxieties and my profound 

thoughts, i write about the work i'm going to do that day. i write down the bad ideas until i come to what i 

mean. then i start to write. it's not a bad habit, and it gives my work a focus. and yes (i had to laugh) i am 

indeed legit. were you wondering? ;) 

 

you say you want to write profoundly: don't try. if it is "profound," good. if not, and you are trying to be 

profound, it will be embarrassing and overwrought. also, not everything can or should be "profound." 

going for meaning is enough. some things will have deep meaning, some be profound. but all profound, 

all the time—god help us, what a fucking drag. 

 

alright, kid, now that i've seriously pissed you off, it's your turn to write 

x 

marya 
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25 

Our field has become enchanted. The crop speaks (in code) of an a-natural  

occurrence: a nation divides beauty into perfect fourths 

ðI bow my head, add my name to a lineageð The sun, as always  

fluidly translates as my only Sun: loosens her outline, escapes—  

People take sides, call them families. An alphabet  

laced with subliminal letters slips heart into the character for mind: 

We were children. We devoted our lives to the patriarchs, the queens  

we aspired to become. On the same day my dream was born 

 

I saw my crown then saw it dissolve in a quivering field of rice—  

 

                                                 What is a speck among all that white, what am I... 

 

Late morning, bitter tea, drank plain—history of an acquired taste: 

solitude begets descendants (empty flowers, utterance, a name 

for every sparrow) begets concept: I will always be alone. 

 

We call this land “home” without reason. We call this spontaneous assignment  

“intuition.” In the beginning none desired to die; flawless was the river  

we drank from. When night came it came without warning: stark, onyx, ravishingð  

The daughters rise when the others resign: adorned in bangles,  

composed of vowels; advancing as circles advance. We do not speak 

so that we might create; wonder-  

 

                   that we might be (under these conditions) 

 

beautiful: stolen oils brushing the unworked wood. (There was rumored)  

a death in the infrastructure; a spear  

silently enters your side— frantic brush strokes—  

                                                                       

                                                                   the sparrows taking flight—  

From this day (becoming night) forward: you'll be known by what you cry out 

to be called. The lineage advances. The family dissolves. Late morning, 

bitter tea, drank plain— those who still had faces, broke 

 

into rain: to enchant/ to irrigate. We create these categories (I am not ignorant)  

that there might be lives for us to take 

and leave nothing in return— 
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Hey lady, 

 

You're in a lot of pain. This sucks badly. It is possible to change this. I am suggesting that change. You 

are in fact in an all-consuming amount of pain, and I remember that kind of pain, and even thinking about 

it and thinking about yours makes me feel as if my chest is going to explode and I am going to choke. 

And so of course I want so badly to tell you: this is what it's like out here. There is a world out here that is 

not your world. You cannot half come into the world. That is the same as staying in your world. As long 

as you are in it, it will pull at you and you will always feel trapped, and you will allow yourself to get 

pulled back in because it is easier. This is not because you are lazy, the letting it happen. This is because 

all of us are human and very afraid. And addiction always, always looks safer than life. Which is its 

crippling, cruel lie. We believe it at first because at first it works. And then we believe it because we think 

it might start working again, long after it has stopped. And then we don't even believe it anymore, but stay 

curled up in its corner because that corner is familiar, and it would take a mindboggling effort to move. 

And it does. You have to do it anyway. And the payoff is beyond immense. It is all. It is life.  

 

"I'm ready to begin. Whatever that means— forcing myself to eat on my own, or seeing a counselor of 

sorts, or...shit... going back to EDI... whatever. I'll do it. The first steps are the hardest, however." 

 

Ok. I'l hold you to that. You need to hold yourself.  

 

Now that I say that, you need to hold yourself. In several ways. Hold yourself responsible. You are taking 

the easy way out if you don't. And get in bed and hold yourself. Then get up. 

 

Doing it on your own will not work. Seeing a counselor is not enough right now, not even close. EDI will 

be a start. 

 

"That letter kind of ate my soul." No. You are eating your own soul. You are allowing your addiction to 

devour you whole. My letter had nothing to do with it. 

 

"for your blunt (to the point of bordering bitchy)  response. :) You said it, not me." I said "not to be 

bitchy." Was not bitchy. Was frank. This is my way. The other way is the way I am gentle. You get both, 

with me. 

 

"It is far to easy to 'delude myself' as you say and go on 'existing' as I am; as if there will be no 

ramifications at the end of it all." Yes, easier. Much. On the other hand, you are living in hell. This is not 

easy. This is fucking awful, and every day is bitterly hard, and every thought and every constant, spinning 

fear. It is infinitely easier to be free of this. Life has its hard moments. But it is not hell. It is a matter of 

living each day. Yes, this requires other kinds of work, and is often hard. But it is not a fight to 

simultaneously destroy yourself, literally and metaphorically, and to survive. That is harder than anything 

human. It is inhuman. It is hard. It is not necessary. It is, finally, a choice. 

 

"I don't want  to continue this way; but it's fucking hard to convince myself  that this is a crucial decision 

on which everything important  rests. Especially when the slide backward can be gradual and thus, 

minimalized in my brain. So... thank you for amplifying my reality (back to its actual size.)" Yes, hard to 

convince yourself to know it all the time. You do however know. You are convinced at some level, and 

that is the level you need right now. This is the level where it begins. The other convictions will come and 

go. That's all right. You keep this one tight in your fists, and the others evolve. Yes, your reality is tiny. 

What a trap. I wish you were out here so you could really live. 

 

"Which leads me to my current predicament: my mind is being affected by this shit and something needs 
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to change. The solution that immediately jumps into my (fucked up) head is to eat a little more to reverse 

the effects. This will prevent my writing from further deteriorating, without requiring me to gain (much) 

weight." Hello. This is bullshit. A little more is bullshit, and will help not at all. Don't be ridiculous. It 

takes more than a piddly little gesture at sort of wanting to do it but not wanting to do it at all. 

 

"Which basically puts me back in the middle of the road, where I've been for a while now... stable, but 

still not actively recovering." Really, hello. You are not stable in the least. You are nowhere near the 

middle of the road. You have fallen into a hole. Your health is in the toilet. You are not only not actively 

recovering, you are getting worse. You will die this way. 

 

"A place which, inevitably increases the odds of relapse (as I've proven) moreover, I'm still not fully 

living." You really are out of your mind. You are relapsed. You have long since relapsed. You are the 

only person who wouldn't know that.  

 

"FUCK. Sorry. I'm kind of crying. I know i know i know these numbers, these visible bones do not matter 

and do nothing for myself, my writing, the world... i know." Crying is an appropriate response to this 

situation and these feelings. You do know those things and you don't. And you do in the sense that you 

are not doing these things for you or your writing or your world. This has nothing to do with acting into 

the world. You are defecting from it, and taking from it all your possible contribution; more importantly, 

you are taking from yourself the option of being in it, which is where you need to be. 

 

"On that same note (being dormant right now) the longer I wait, the more solace I find in my weight, 

hunger, etc. And the harder change becomes. AND the identity I've established within my community 

(and for myself) as a writer gradually disassembles and I revert back to 'sick amanda' for definition. I've 

worked so hard to be the former." I know. This is a horrible, horrible feeling. I'm so sorry. But this is not 

solace. You do not seem to be finding solace. There is the moment of comfort with the bone in the hand, 

the disgusting warp of the mind. The active, intentional weakening of the self. You see yourself 

weakening and becoming something you have tried not to be. But you have not tried not to be it. You 

have allowed yourself to become it again. It will take a permanent decision to leave that life behind, and 

not be that person again. 

 

"But I seriously mean it when I say I'm scared and frustrated with my lack of will power to choose my art 

over my addiction." It is not a matter of will power. Which is an attempt at fascist control. It is a matter of 

gathering the self together, and carrying oneself both firmly and kindly forward out of addiction. It is also 

not a matter of choosing art. Art will never, never be enough. It is not something to live for. It is 

something one does when one lives. You have to choose to live to live. You will find reasons why as you 

go. 

 

"To the point of actually doing something about it for once. Thing is, I'm not sure how to go about it. This 

week I have tried. I go to bed and say 'tomorrow you will do better. You need energy to write and energy 

to be aware of the world around you to do so.' I say the same thing when I wake up. Nothing changes, not 

much anyway. Do I not want it bad enough? Am I lazy?" Telling yourself to try is not trying. Why would 

telling yourself change anything? Are these the magic words? It is telling yourself to try, and then telling 

yourself you have tried, and telling yourself you are powerless and can't. This is not a failure. It is 

addiction. Addiction has a fierce control, beyond anything I have ever known. Do you want it bad 

enough? Maybe. I think so. You are hesitating. This does not prevent one from acting. You are not lazy. 

You are doing the natural thing an addict does, which is doubt one can get free, and give into that doubt. 

 

"The obvious answer is treatment. And you know what I'm thinking. 'No fucking way.' I've been in 

treatment for years. I've gained the weight countless times only to freak out (within the hierarchy) and 
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lose it again." Treatment is necessary. It is not the only answer. It is the beginning. It is however a 

beginning you must make. So you've done it the other way before. Do it differently this time. There's 

nothing stopping you. 

 

"What if I'm not ready?" Of course you are ready. Of course you think you are not ready. There is no 

ready, and there is ready. You will never be ready, in the sense that you go flying into the arms of health 

unafraid. Feeling afraid is not the same as not being ready. Feeling afraid is feeling afraid. It does not 

direct action. It directs impulse. Your impulse, understandable and learned, is to say you are not ready, 

and so not begin, and to wait until that time that you are ready. Your action is a decision to take action 

whether you are ready or not. If you are going to wait for your addiction and fear to say, All right, go 

ahead. We're ready now, you will never get well. The addiction will always win, and it will kill you. Then 

will you be ready? 

 

Repeating your words: "I'm ready to begin." 

 

Ok, you're ready. What's the question? 

 

"What if their demands are (as they usually are) beyond what I can handle right now, or they require 

change too quickly?" This is crap. Their demands are not beyond what you can handle. They are not 

demands. They are attempts to keep you alive and give you your life back. If you deny these attempts, 

that is your own choice. This is not rebellion against their unreasonable demands. This is self-destruction 

of your own doing. Don't give me "what you can handle." If you can handle your hell, you can handle 

health and the walk toward it. You surrender to it. Not to the addiction, to which you have surrendered 

and so are being destroyed. You surrender to the need to move forward. You do what it takes. Their desire 

to support that move may not come the way you like it. It may not coddle you. Don't tell me you need to 

be coddled. Stop coddling yourself. There is tenderness and gentleness you will need from yourself. This 

is not the same as lying to yourself and allowing your addiction to run your life and take it from you. 

 

"I feel like my mental state/ writing would get even worse, and I'd be trapped in the system." There is no 

system. There is treatment. It is not trying to trap you. They have no interest in making you miserable. It 

is of no help to them. They are trying to give you support. It is available to you for your own effort at 

getting help and life. Your mental state would deteriorate if you refused the help, and refused to 

participate in your own life, as you have been and are. That is why your mental state has deteriorated and 

will continue to fall apart. Your mental state will be challenged, in recovery. You will be asked to rework 

your reality. You will feel you can't possibly do it. You will try to fight them. That is your addiction 

fighting life. You need to reach deeper and find the you, the Amanda, who longs for life, and therefore 

can do the work so her mental state to improve. Writing is irrelevant in the face of your health. It will 

only get worse if you stay sick. If you get well, it will explode and grow. As will, at long last, you. 

 

"Is change without treatment possible?" No. Not for you. For people who have dabbled briefly and are not 

addicted. You will need serious intervention and massive change. 

 

"Did you get outside help when you finally made the decision to recover for yourself (without being 

forced by family, the state, etc.)?" Of course. I was an adult. I make my own decisions. There was only 

one decision for me: to live. And therefore to get help. I got intensive help, for years, and still get a great 

deal of help for other issues. This was how I got my life back. I was not so blind as to think I could do this 

on my own. There was no shame or weakness in it. The refusal of help, the bitter fight, was the weakness, 

and it had failed me. The surrender was the strength. It is still the strength. 

 

"What were you the most afraid of?" Not knowing. What would happen, what would come next, how I 

would handle it without the addiction, whether I would like it, whether it would feel safe, who I would be, 
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what would happen to me, whether I could face life without my crutch. The assumption I had to make 

was that it would be all right, and that I could handle it, no matter what it was. I have found this to be true. 

I wanted to do it alone. I couldn't. My way failed. I knew it needed to be another way. I needed to assume 

that I had the strength to face the unknown. And I did, and I do. I still don't like the unknown. I want to 

control it. This is absurd. Humans have a superhuman strength, but do not have control. They only need 

the strength. This strength comes in letting go of the insane attempt to control the universe and the future 

and their own needs and desires. That is what I was afraid of, and still am: not knowing. But I accept that 

I cannot know, and I find that as time goes on, I welcome the mystery of what my life will bring, and of 

who I will become as I expand myself to make room for whatever it is. 

 

"How did you know you were READY ready?" I didn't. I took a wild guess. I was right. I took that wild 

guess each minute at first. I said, I bet I'm ready. And I was. And then each day, and each month. Time 

passed. Life moved in. I found that of course I had been ready to recover, all along. Did I know? See 

above on ambiguity and not knowing. I did not allow the not knowing to kill me. I allowed the 

uncertainty to save me. 

 

"Not just intrigued at the idea or afraid of its antithesis— but truly committed to it? Or were you ever 

sure? I suppose an element of uncertainty will always be present." I was committed to it more and more 

each day, the better life got. How could I not be committed now? How could I give up my life? It creeps 

up at me from time to time, the question of my own commitment. But I am committed to my life. There 

are far bigger fish to fry than my fucking fear and the desire to self-consume. And there are bigger fish to 

fry than just myself, my weight, the utterly cosmically meaningless numbers, my bones, which I see as an 

extremely useful structure for holding up my flesh, and containing my fully-active, connecting, creating 

brain. I am not uncertain about this: there was no meaning before, in that numbered world. Not even my 

writing meant as much as the existentially meaningless things on which I projected meaning, and valued. 

People place meaning on a void, and wonder why they are becoming a meaningless void. I wanted to be. 

Fully be. Now I am. 

 

"Do I need to be ready to achieve some 'perfect goal weight' right now? Because that feels so incredibly 

far away." You need to gain a lot of weight. It will be fine. It won't kill you. You will be able to handle it. 

You will eventually welcome it. It will take time. Far away from what you are used to? Sure. You will get 

used to it. You breathe deeply and detach from fear and hold faith. The weight has nothing to do with 

anything meaningful except your survival. Which has a great deal of meaning. You need to restore your 

body in order to get your life back. You need to prevent yourself from dying. Then you need to get strong 

enough to live. I don't know what the numbers will be. It doesn't matter at all. Who gives a fuck? Really? 

I mean, yes, all the fucking meaning-lacking terrified people in the world who place meaning on a cipher 

and believe that it is related in any way to themselves or their meaning or place or worth in the world. But 

they are idiots. I have been such an idiot. I find it incredibly liberating to not know, or give a shit, what I 

weigh. What's it got to do with my life? Nothing. My weight is a fact like my height or the fact that I have 

dark hair. It is neither here nor there. The only thing I care about is that it keeps me a long, long away 

from the abyss. I refuse to teeter on the edge. I have better things to do than teeter, and spend all my time 

taking delight in the fact that I could fall. I take delight in looking hot and feeling powerfully strong. And 

I do, no matter what size my fucking pants are. I look hot because I have life in my eyes. I am strong 

because I give my body what it needs to thrive. This is better than death. God, it's not even a question. 

 

"I'm sure you are the one getting pissed now." Not at all. Pissed at the illness; frustrated with you for 

being consumed by the illness, but also familiar with the initial belief that the illness has complete hold. 

Hoping that you will make a different choice and do anything it takes to emerge. 

 

"Just please believe me when I say that these fears are minute in comparison to my fear of losing the 

ability to write." Expand that: losing your life, and your option of returning to a vital, vivid, lovely, 
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passionate world that is better for having you in it, whether you ever write another word. 

 

"Im fairly certain I will figure this out... and come out on top..." You will, if you do the work. If not, no. 

 

"Thank you again for your words... the ones you've given me and the rest that you've killed a shit ton of 

demons for. You're like a martyr or something. ;)  or a reverse martyr. Whatever." Yeah, fucking 

whatever is right. How absurd is that.  

 

Keep talking. Eventually you'll need to call Methodist or a longer-term place. Soon. We can talk a little 

while first. 

 

M 
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26 

surrender then the specifics. aware (by rumor) of the field, in my chest  

an obstruction expands, thickens: so when you say breatheð I think 

pollenðand picture: the brazen towers lifted like spears from husk  

upon husk uponð  how could one begin to part ones lips? how sleep 

brings dreams but first demands (a season of heavy breathing): captivation 

spun me out, tumbling toward a place, a vision once described as 'always 

beginning—' golden around her edges, Lake Michigan and her 

surrounding cities are equally accentuated by the familiar orb of light   

                                                          i am enchanted; wandering the power lines and tides for the century  

                                                   that  is contained in a single day; as if Time was indefinitely harnessed 

                                                              to Space; warm when we follow the Sun, when we don'tð 

hands caress the yellow paper: the product of our prison is habit, is 

rising and falling at the cusp of the same crop, the same stalk we fell  

from sleep in. Speak to me. A noise circulates the pedicle and returns 

to its speaker, softer— the sparrows ascend the apertured wiring, cry 

nothing, so nothing filters through. the gaping city: unable to decipher, 

thus unable to prevent, The Disappearance (a necessary element of any  

voyage.) we converge with India at an indeterminate degree of radiation,  

wonder how we’re still the same, disregard all desire to utter our names, 

migrant: whisper, wither into static form: children, sack cloth, phantom 

                                                          villages coiling through body, through body— i see you cannot hear 

                                                      me (we have missed the point/ at which all destinations must overlap 

                                                             or cease to exist) cob rising with crop/ within its warm epidermis 

your skin is my skin this land is/ mesmerizing and terrifying at once. One 

Bombay per life, means held captive; the antithesis of our dream, our  

enlightenment. how far did you go and what did you leave behind. I chose this 

village this water this journey— tumbling through rice—do not weepð 

toward crown—rising, my sparrow, my fellow invisible,  

from our singular, golden city— 
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hey lady, 

 

glad you're there safely. crazy and hungry, but other than that, not somewhere in a burning wreck. what 

exactly is it you're doing out there? i've heard cool things from thom, but don't entirely know. 

 

ok, hesitating, understandable. and yes, do it anyway. one foot in front of the other. hand puts food into 

mouth. not monday, today. i don't know what you're eating, but eat a little more. it won't kill you; it may 

not even keep you alive. get some odwallas and drink them, a couple a day. the protein one is best. the 

calories will not make you gain weight. ignore the calories. open cooler, take out odwalla, do not look at 

calories, drink odwalla. juice to mouth. just like riding a bike. you can both be a pansy and drink an 

odwalla. this is to get you from here until the hospital without having a heart attack, hopefully.  

 

and you are not a pansy. don't tell yourself you are. tell yourself you're totally capable of doing this. and 

you are. 

 

ok, everyone's a pansy. i'm most certainly a pansy. this does not keep me from doing most things. i might 

bitch and moan and avoid and freak out, but i do them. this is being a grownup.  

 

i finally got the words to start the new section of the novel. and, get this, i wrote the second poem in the 

new series. i haven't written a poem in two and a half years. it feels funny, like new shoes. it will take 

practice.  

 

drink odwalla. keep me posted. 

 

hugs, 

m 
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DEAR READER 

This is simply a letter to anyone who reads the work I post on a consistent basis. I regret to inform you 

that I will be out of the loop for a while; in terms of blogging my poetry and contacting my readers/ 

friends via MySpace. This is not an permanent thing; but I will be absent for potentially several months. I 

don't feel compelled to address the specifics, but want to briefly explain what's happening. It has been my 

goal for quite some time to provide you with new writing on a frequent basis. For it to suddenly disappear 

without explanation would be far too cruel and heartless (or so I'd like to think.) Kidding, of course... 

      

In short: there are some pressing issues in my life that have persisted for several years. I've addressed 

them on several accounts, but never to the point of their cessation. Meaning: the thing surfaces; fades; 

resurfaces; fades— etc. etc. The 'thing' I’m referring to is a pattern of behavior, habit, and inevitably—a 

means of self-destruction. I've managed it for many years, but as a weed returns when not completely 

unearthed, so does this issue. I’ve recently decided that I must pursue a completely un-altered, uninhibited 

process: one which fosters the most honest, untainted work. To choose otherwise would be to downplay 

the importance of poetry, its audience and, essentially—life.  

      

The ramifications of not taking action in this case, as I see it, would be devastating to my art and the 

artistic community it exists within. And this simply will not do. So I'm leaving (or more accurately, have 

already left) for a time. I'm staying in a place that will help me demolish these obstructions, hopefully for 

good. MySpace is not usually available to me here; but by some strange fluke this computer granted 

access today. I was so relieved! I wrote a more thorough explanation the night before I left, and then my 

computer crashed. So I’m glad to at least be able to post this.  

I am still writing (obviously) and will continue to do so until I'm able to be back with you all. I look 

forward to sharing this experience, and the new work that will emerge with/from it. More than anything, 

I’m excited to arrive at the place I previously described: a fertile, creative ground from which only the 

best and most authentic expression can thrive. It's going to be good. 

      

Thank you for your support, and for your interest in my voice and passion. There's more where that came 

from. I promise. :) Keep reading and writing and living poetry. Love you all,     Amanda 

PS. if you want to reach me, do so through email. I am able to receive that here.  
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27 

"First, the branches give off their descendants’ aroma: in the burning this always comes first.  

Pink preludes gold in the morning hours: when things get hot, their defining traits  

lose precedence. The trees were fragrant torches, first: we laid beneath them  

in early shade, clinging to rations from the child-season. What one etches in a trunk  

in desperation, someone will be able to translate…."   

                                                                   Where you planted you 

                                                                   gave: steaming berries, illegible 

                                                                   brew of symbol, pheromone, 

                                                                   impulse. I was told 

                                                                   treetop and rooftop alike 

                                                                   sustain their peoples 

                                                                   tendencies: a clock, a Polaris, 

                                                                   damp roots, potent broth. 

                                                                   The only influence we are 

                                                                   certain exists is that  

                                                                   which re-assembles our this. 

They took the flower from my hair my loaded gun it's easier to explain this this 

way: there was a doe who had wandered from the open field, following her  

hunger (a specific hunt) honest to her needs—to her needs—in perverse weather  

we did perverted things. Inside the thicket put simply are traps/ you cannot see 

yourself as will-be: the knobbed body the pinched surfaces your one made many  

skins: sprawling over naked sandbars, saltless seas curling through the gates  

of the forest, gaped  mouth panting: shell debris, pine needle —inð 

brown swirls of cloud, the young spirit –out— this was 'too weak to drink' 

The winter felt a little phallic: furious came the moon through the cracked wicks  

fraying from their trees. I parted my hair to the side back then, spoke often 

to never of my dreams: shame is softening like that/ first sharp wind: invincibly 

cold then killed when its path meets particle (traitor) I may have fallen (the  

flower) inside you—diffusion and the like seem coercive I admit/ to ricochet 

patterns in previous lives ('what' is habit.) But the bullets behind me keep me  

guessing how much moss one would need to cover a stone, a grave… 

What is familiar is dissolving: softness is shaming like that/ relief that whelms 

up and over the under-fed animal; when she saw the potential in the cold 

hearted foliage to hold her (hostage) green. Voluptuous. Boulder upon boulder 

obscured, not revealing: I prefer to be taken this way: to enter and leave  

delicate tracks for an escape route, certain my uncertainty is adequate  

proof I am tame. To carry myself just so/ the flower will stay, the field reclaim me. 

 

 



56 
 

Hey there, 

 

Your fragility, physically, is frightening. I hope it scares you as well. Not that I want you to be scared, 

overall; just that I want you to see, as you did when the heart thing happened, how powerful your 

addiction is, and how much you need to center yourself to fight it, commit to life. Fear can be a powerful 

motivator; it got you this sick, as every one of my addictions has gotten me. You did whatever it told you 

to do, as any addict does, for years. Now you do what some higher and deeper and wiser self is telling you 

to do. And you are, and you have your snack epiphany. I was so glad to hear that the reality of your 

decision, that you'll never be where you are again, hit you. I had that same feeling the day I told you 

about, when I put lotion on my legs. That's exactly what happened: I realized I would never have that 

body again. Dead body walking. But it was the one I was used to, so realizing I was letting it go was so 

hard. I know it's scary. You're doing wonderfully. You're a tough bird. ;) 

 

Finding my identity inpatient was only the beginning. Finding my identity as a living being was the rest. 

You may not know now who you're about to become. Don't rush it. There will be pieces of you, many of 

the best and strongest ones, the ones you like the very most, that endure into your new self, and in fact 

often become really the defining features of the self that you become. These evolve. I'm probably a little 

more than a decade older than you, and I kind of giggle at my faith, ten or fifteen years ago, that I  knew 

who I was. I expect in ten years, I'll giggle at how well I think I know myself now. Of course we're 

always evolving. And of course we always have a sense, however fleeting, of who we are. To my 

immense relief, though, after a few years of evolving toward myself, rather than away from myself as I 

was when I was sick, I found a woman I could recognize as me, even as the person I really wanted to be. 

And I would like to think I keep getting closer to the woman that is. Denying yourself is just that: denying 

yourself, who you are, refusing to become who you will be. Refusing the pieces of yourself that scare 

you, trying to fight parts of you that you may need to know, and may in some shape be important to you. I 

think of one of the parts I always fought, my fear of the unknown; for years I tried to make everything 

simple, known, while telling myself my thoughts and ideas stretched into the unknown forever. They 

didn't. They were circumscribed by my desire to define what I would know and allow in myself. The state 

of self-denial and terrified, pathological control necessarily limits what we are able to know beyond our 

own selves, hearts, experiences, minds. Refusing to recognize ourselves, and feel deeply with ourselves, 

unafraid, makes it impossible to recognize, connect with, feel deeply with anyone else or with the world. 

And so the poem you sent is important, and you're right: knowing and experiencing fully and deeply 

depends on our acceptance of the parts of ourselves and of life that we fear or deny. Accepting them is 

accepting the full range of feeling and experience. We have to experience all of ourselves, be aware of 

ourselves, learn to become ourselves; as we do that, we will evolve away from the parts of ourselves that 

are not useful, and learn to use and love the rest. This allows us to bring the better parts of ourselves to the 

world, whatever it is, and learn to work within and love it. 

 

Obviously, this is necessary to write well.  

 

And as Virginia Woolf wrote, "One cannot write well if one has not loved well, slept well, and dined 

well." 

 

Here, I'm drowning in work I don't want to do, and trying not to go crazy wanting to write without being 

bothered. I have to stay here in the city and bounce around between publicity and career bullshit and a 

few hours of writing when I can, when what I need is to be working on this poem and doing a couple of 

scenes on the novel this week. I'm starting a new section of the novel Tuesday, and I want to be up at the 

lake by myself so there is no noise besides the novel in my head. Hard to dive into it completely when I'm 

scattered. Will make the attempt. Almost finished with the first draft of the new insanely long poem, will 

send it to another writer friend for her markup today, I hope. To my great irritation, there is a lot of 

emotional crap right now that I want to leave; old habits die hard, and as ever my first inclination is to 
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take off for new york or zanzibar or the moon until emotional discomfort leaves the room. Can't! 

Goddammit! And to my even greater dismay, of course, when things are stressful, I decide I have to 

fucking smoke. Life too hard! Must be an addict! Must put up smokescreen, hide! Oh, lordy, girl, this is a 

long road. You just keep walking back into yourself. And there you are. 

 

Let who you are emerge. Watch in fascination. Keep looking from your own soul, your own now, to the 

future, to the world.  

 

Thinking of you, 

M 
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28 

1 

You can't keep yourself from yourself, nor can you keep from beingð 

 

overwhelmed by the thought 

 

of convergence, traffic 

 

lends itself to her gleaming 

 

Lexus and its mechanical swerve. (I am not right: no longer a secret.) 

 

Of the bluish emblem above, the energy cove 

 

of hidden corpses and the dying 

 

treasure, below 

 

ðbe wary 

 

the felt-hatted men pirate their weird experiments 

 

like messengers of the 'still unstable' religions. The makings of  

 

the Making of Maps, you ask? 

 

We walked ourselves into a frenzy. 

 

the ins-and-outs  

 

of cities wore against our heels (and again)  

 

(and until) they all felt the same. 

 

 

2 

Easy to come by and hard to shake: the desired trance lubricates the busy-  

of-body (the ancient, tireless wheel.) When you think of me, do you think of me 

as revolting: metal-on-metal, a disaster of 'raw' and material’?  

The mystics regard the split persona as a crystalline paradox we can't escape  

and thus cherish... “Bad gold came to usò in a nightmare's spontaneous form— 

Itôs like I was thereé translation: I'd been there before...  

 

3 

When your hands were shovels swooping upward. 

 

When she fought against her limbs and their gentle instructions 
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Get outside us.  

 

I would like to blame the Academy—  

 

translation:   

 

For you, I gave everything— 

 

Sit with your palms facing up. Imagine 

 

yourself as a stone, yourself disengaged  

 

as your Inner Pharaoh decides for you (swim orð) 

 

in the century it takes an empire to notice, and in the century it takes  

 

to come clean: no new knowledge is made.  

 

(Obsession.) When the feather pen  

 

dipped, rose, dripping—  

 

when you learned who you were on the basis of what you were not 

 

X on an eye, spokes obscured the spot... 

 

the vehicle pretended. The body trusted. You claimed this search 

 

of ground and water and found the terror—was endless— 
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29 

I 

There was the stark Unwelcome 

In the blankets of that time/ there was night  

 

Who refuses as only the segregated can— 

To swaddle our sick with (an unlimited supply) 

 

Fireflies smashed together/ against the skin 

Tight atmosphere, sweating (like the restless) 

 

Bullets glistened, and contorted, and 

Did not die. Stoic toward a desperate query 

 

How much do you love meðdrove across the old 

Wide-open again, where the road twists ‘round 

 

I 

As a mouth—revealing the ruptured tone  

Of a collective body. Had the sun shone through  

 

(Our ruined) thatched roof, the insectual drama,  

Like a blood-ring—had the brooding dropped off  

 

Before our camp came to: starved, congruently  

For dawn and dark (A closure.) I’d stop 

 

Begging, reconvene/ believing: exhaustion is an act 

Of devotion (much like reaching—) into fog 

 

After hell-hot fog/ for the Pearl in Question. 

If I look for you. If I look for you  
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I 

Like a man whose head is on fire looks, for water... 

Periwinkle cool country air. Nothing keeps 

 

The beads on my brow from turning, like slaves  

To their master/ the tincture of the realized:  

 

Aqua-marine, or that which we steal from the sky.  

I arrive—where the world is a shell (click) safety is   

Hazardous, and you—you were designed to do this:  

Keep calm within the cold blue dazzle of a caste  

 

System (chanting: should we ever cease to spiné) 
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The Genesis of Form, summer 2011, cont’d. 

Perhaps there is a god. Perhaps we are all gods. Perhaps art is the new religion. Fuck if I know. 

But I believed so for a while, and it was this faith that spurred me toward recovery, where I sit today, 

writing an essay at my desk in the dark of my new home, half a country away from the city of my birth, 

where I also almost died, where my heart nearly stopped as I went into a seizure, which, four years later, I 

still remember like it was yesterday. In another ten years, I think that I’ll look back on it like a memory 

from adolescence, another twenty—like a memory from childhood, and by the time I hit fifty I expect it 

will have faded like a photo that’s been left out in the sun. I think my memory of my illness, my ability to 

reawaken the experience, fades in proportion with how far my river flows. 

Where did you grow before your roots took hold in the garden? Where did I lose my voice in that 

city that day? It’s changed now, you know—all voices change with age. All forms fade, fall away, or get 

buried under others; matter as we know is indestructible, but gives way to force, and it’s this “force” we 

say goes on—whether as “soul” or as “energy”—under-girding the continuum we experience as life. I 

personally have ceased to look beyond this continuum, this shoreline, where I’ve watched trees get struck 

by lightning and loved ones die, where I once almost died, and came back to life, where Eve once bit into 

the apple and had her first labor pangs, where Shakespeare directed his first play, where I wrote my first 

poem, where forms come and go, and rivers flow endlessly back into the sea. Do I think about the lost 

ones? Do I try to resurrect them? I think about them, those I’ve loved and lost, the “selves” I’ve left for 

dead—because their forms are still housed in my memory. But to communicate with them, to communi-

cate with God… To communicate is to exchange life force: a transaction between self and other, reader 

and text, addled twenty four year old and old, tranquil willow tree. When I write, I communicate with 

your life-force—forging a path out of suffering—and so, it seems, I pray. 

 

 

 

 


