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f’aﬁe ONe

Take my knife and my cigarettes i can’t stand myself
Carry me in a garbage baislung over your shoulder
c 1t will

In the black plasti e dark

Take me to the woods to have it your way but please

Let me look out the window on the way

[ am dirt waiting to dampen and rot

I want to see the trees for a while

Let me see the trees, I will become dirt faster than any other corpse

If i take a walk downtown in my jammies and flipflops
And piss the right man off after his nineteenth drink
Will he love me how i want? In some alley with his fists
Or the bottom of his shoe

His heel at my temple

And fuck the hospital bed, it wants me out

[t wants me in my own bed

Where this all started anyway

Stupid hospital bed, silly hospital bed

Woven into its sheets is the prophecy it keeps

fulfilling

s0vY for Skachng
His woay, 1 promusc it
9els beder-..- 1 Yaink




jellly, jelly,
jellly im my

grummbll
: bellty d

ealous jealous jealous jealous! yes ma! i'm fucking jealous!
am jealous all the time. I am not jealous of the beloved
am not jealous of the blessed
am not jealous of the beautiful
am not jealous of the children tenderly tended to
am not jealous of the girls that make his cheeks

in

am not jealous of the girl she kissed over and

over again when we loved each other silent]
am not jealous of

am not jealous of the baby you held in
your arms as i watched from’behind the
doorframe
‘am not jealous of my brother who
is better at bemF good

am not jealous of my friends
who went outside

I am not jealous of the kid

that had a smart mouth
am not jealous of the
woman with a child in
her arms
am not jealous of
the funniest person
i know )
am not jealous
of the kindest
person i know
but

am jealous all the time.
am jealous of the sick
am jealous of the beaten down
am jealous of the man that managed to die
am jealous of the child that went missing
am jealous of everybody that bleeds or breaks

here is something wrong with my cup.
} Jeishalf too Fall. s

he ultrasound technician saw nothing wrong with my organs. I bore
my aching insides to her
Like a hole in the ground

She looked down and in with a flashlight and emailed my doctor that
everything looked good.

ome people hurt you real real ba
p E;} hurt y al real bad
I sat on the carpet and confessed I was sicker.
I emailed professor one two and three, wrote that I have left the
building

they were kind to me.







if 1 went qnivl NnOw

for a vear or a lifetime

Would my baby brother remember how 1 read dr. seuss to him?
How 1 did the grumpy voices tor green eggs and ham
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He was only a \ml{\

Would my mother remember how 1 held her when she cried
wailing and shaking and bent

In my thin arms

Would my father remember how 1 went back to him

].i!\(' d (i()!

Suffocating my dignity

[ try to be giving
.9 et £ 9 ;
. ['m not too good at 1t

When 1 come home and lie in

my [K‘&i .!1 |&'\‘\.\
like it's where 1've been
lw W lnuh‘ linl'\'

ike 1 never left

t
[
I

AK
AI\\' I never llk‘h)wl I}(i\\' a
child

or made my friend ;m;iz

or lxi\\m].\t)lli'\]lt'x‘]\

A\\l\ lm«l‘\ fits }»wlmi[‘\ In 1its
im]n\-\\ixm on

this N’xill_x Mattress

{ 1
‘\\\ eyes [1X on the vent

l am not \\'I‘Illﬂél’ lhlS l)L‘('élUSK,‘ l m SLL(]
l m not l‘li_’h\ now, I)U“ 1 was (ll)()lll to 1)(‘

Then i realised 1 haven't lost anything yet
I can kiss you again on wednesday

My stomach is a swear jar full of gold
colns

[ want you to reach in and steal from me
Like a little thief

Help yourself

I try to !\'cop it (ln\\'n [)ll[ 1 want to vomit
(l“ llw time!!!

All over you i1 want to vomit “i love you”
And 1 want to be strong enough to do it
without coming home brokenhearted
Or coming home with a full, beating heart
that drains itself weak again

1 am a pot of soup

1 am a bowl of halloween candy out on a
}3()[‘(‘}]

1 am a garbage can

1 am a stream

i am on the other end of the lclvplmnv
screaming

in your ear how you

are So Beautiful

i am a child who wants to love the Whole
Entire World,

then sit on the pavement and think about
11

Then walk home to my bed again
and find that it 1s kind and soft
and safe
and that crater in the mattress that 1
spent years carving,
laying still, depressed,
1 hope 1 find 1t will hold me best.
i v e D




if you read this
Do not call me. I am somewhere, alive still, trying.
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