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Witch Hazel
Note: “The leaves and bark of the North American Witch-hazel Hamamelis virginiana may be used to produce an astringent, also referred to as witch hazel, and is used medicinally. This plant extract was widely used for medicinal purposes by Native Americans and is a component of a variety of commercial healthcare products. It is mainly used externally on sores, bruises, and swelling…It is often used as a natural remedy for psoriasis, eczema, aftershave applications, ingrown nails, to prevent sweating of the face, cracked or blistered skin, for treating insect bites, poison ivy, and as a treatment for varicose veins and hemorrhoids…It is recommended to women to reduce swelling and soothe wounds resulting from childbirth.” – Wikipedia
(Jubilat Makes a Chapbook 2018 Runner-Up chosen by Ocean Vuong)
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i. Fever
Girl 

The barn roof’s gentle

booms shadowing the streaked shoulders 

of farmhands

and the cowbells’ hymns, come here, girl, 

tramp us home through the chaff,

and the jackdaw figurine atop the peak

beyond the Aeolian stalks. She invited us in

with a dish of unpasteurized milk 

left on the porch at seven every evening, 

wide-brimmed ranchers running,

and the subsequent calcium crescents 

of their nailbeds, huff!

that stood out as they piloted the goats 

across the yellow synagogue,

parting each of our salutes 

and wading across the yard, crest-backed

egrets pluming love.

The whip cracking dust, eddies of tarnish

rising and falling like apparitions’ puckered chins,

boots slapping, race me to the paddocks,

the bloodless bovine fur. Race, erase.

My mother three miles from the chimney –

her paisley doesn’t stain near these rafters anymore. No one touched our

knees, ripped in the loft, but we dabbed our foreheads gingerly after knocking 

into the peak of the hen house, gulping oxygen to resuscitate

the dripping golden sun. No praying. Run faster.

The lease of the land burned with the ruminated grass.

August lasted one day less.

Camelot
After Mirabai

I spent a year skimming food off plates like a vulture,

eating whole cakes and cows. You have terrible posture, 

they told me. So I understood this gutly, imbibing nicely-shaped

hilltops & sap mines & sounds of rain. At first I thought the undigested 

were inedible ( how blowing the bile out a used flute has nothing 

to do with music. I ate state parks and realized the birds were escaping 

me. I ate the birds and my feet swelled up like a lost child’s. 

Going after libraries I accidentally sieved separate words from books

in this gut understanding. In the self-help tomes Good repelled from 

manners and flew away from my maw. Chronic rode along the side of pain

like a stuck zipper so that I could swallow neither. 

Even the people with their half-lives & half-tastes, unlike soft bread.

So I moved myself across a continent with Guinevere. We only talked

about weather, politics, the apparent & sumptuous parts of others.

Even the musk of men and umbrellas eluded me (all I ate of Arthur 

was some air between us) so I crunched into folding screens & brick movie theaters. 

They were delicious even though I threw up a little raggy curtain an hour later. 

I hauled myself back across the vertebrae of America, rivers of starvation

eating out my grainy insides. How can I dine abducted from a city of devourers?

A wave the size of my ankle pushes me drifting backside 

in a pool & an animal makes an island from its own back.

If I could submerge my soul as a devourer & be content with moving in the shallows

I’d be lightheaded & roll my laughter easily as a Slinky. 

I spent a year thinking hard about nothing and acting hard like a goldfish,

staring up at the Dippers opening and closing my mouth in the night.

Waiting for flakes of sun and chlorophyll in my bowl, in the dark.

I’d have eaten until my stomach imploded, smeared pastries 

on the rugged down of my cheek this natural feast. 

Cascade of ice & some mother tore the icicle from 

my tongue & put it back on the Ford grill. Not a keeper.
Unsteady with half-swollen-half-eatable eyes 

because I’d like to be the food I gnash. Rise under my teeth,

push those shopworn stones out my flesh like parasites 

if you must because I long for sounds of you digesting much, or me.
Hungry lord of parapets & fringes, let Michelle go deep.

Mimosa Pudica

plant apoplectic

in the river of time what I thought

sweet water and thread

lifting clear pink satellites

field risen, rippling 

in tune the blue coast

if a drift face I hope you get

how to lead someone to water

                  there’s no other paper

that sleeps like me

                      dipping as if 

to fit into bottles

in the dark heat rolling

thin sleeves of green

     when touched the fold 

I found sway not shy 



          if I close when touched

move move then drink

 half-full, the waiting

      evaporated spaces

      guess attack or death-play

the sleep’s root in reflection 

          if the best example of holding

           is a moon and a barrel

The Iowa River as My Self-Diagnosed Marfan Syndrome

Along the water there are burls of smoke 

from catfish boats, cicada shells. 

Clapboard toolshed’s blurry 

behind a patch of coneflowers,  

hovel paint and flaked petals a reminder

of the day you shredded your passport

eighty miles down Route 66. 

You looked at the torn Swahili and Mandarin

falling apart like my vision, in your palms.

That afternoon I walked into mud

and my chest closed in. I’m a shelf, I said.

A hare struck open, comically long.

The Mississippi swallowed your father 

when he saw his daughter with an aluminum boy.

We went home pretty well, 

pretty fast. My knuckles brushed

a little hill, crumple rug, 

red ants spilling like grease.

End It

Because an eagle can kill a deer and fly away with it. Your childhood – candy picking, Labradors, grandmothers splitting open starfruit, you had it. The grass bending against your pale feet like thin fur, ancestral shot in front of red marble, the camera handed over, you take it. Tall Lithuanian trees this far south, you can’t believe it. Wasps waiting for open cans and the sugar when they taste it. Because dogs rise with your perfume and rub the air holding it. The first time a gay boy asked you what happened, you’re just straight, told you that like a doe you were suppressing it. White tails on garlic and brides belong more because they can still heat it. The idea like food when you’re not hungry and you pick at it. When you stepped into a group the sticky water jug was too loud as you poured it. Because they said you were stealing their attention, whoring it. Whore: promiscuous, a good lie, when you’d rather lie down reading in a room candle lit. Why notch the flag with something that curves it? A hole that is black can’t claim it. Your right hand full of fog that warps it. The other dripping light into a small drum, come back when you’ve found it. But the warmth, you make it. Because in medieval Europe failure to consummate was grounds to divorce it. Immaculate, why don’t you prude it? A moth wants a lamp without becoming it. Your face painted like an eel’s, will you split in two when you make it? Watching women locked together and they ask you whether you’ve buried it. As if you’ve been hunted by a bird and you’re struggling to reach the ground, to touch it. Saran wrap in a doorway online, a joke to puncture it. Because they look at you like a shadow shrinking above the trees, say it. Say you’re both captured and the capturer so in marches we’ll bless it. You’re hungry and must lower it. Because below your mother wonders how she maimed it. Wonders if she did it when she told you to close the curtains at night so be it. A body full of warmth but inlaid with x’s*. A cat rubs its head against your thigh and you flinch at it. One day you’ll like it. Expired milk clotting as you drop it. Kinsey made you a cross, an addition sign tilted as ice expanded against it. Loving a being but also loving without it.  Lightning encased inside a jar and your fingers directing it. Your barren grease what you make of it. If, in lifting, the wings expire first without dropping it. The carcass and the animal that is becoming it. A soaked match split trying to light it. Because if they see nothing when they look at you from a distance you end up minding it. How can you be so far without freezing it? Because the floor peels when confronted with your warmth, curves with it. The space between full of hydrogen, the lightness and purpose of it. The air around a thrashing hoof no less meaningful than it. Breath hot both alone and beside clouds of flesh that grow into it. The fading light, and the mornings when you can break it. 

* Alfred Kinsey rated individuals from 0 to 6 according to their sexual orientation from heterosexual to homosexual, known as the Kinsey Scale. He also included a category he called "X" for individuals with no socio-sexual reactions or contacts, or asexuality.
ii. Fauna
Kootenai Cradleboard
after Eileen Myles, while visiting the National Museum of the American Indian

You flowered

like a salmon

moves against 

sharp bone

like a beaded

ribbon swings

I called you 

loon because 

you knew

approaching

storms

I called you

washing, the wood

asleep like

a bowl

Inside 

your spine straight,

cheek against

buffalo teeth

Burbling, 

you swallowed

sweet camas bulb

in the shape

of your lung

And 

lifting

this cloth 

against

the mountains

bright under 

the light

like a 

wail
Wanting, 1999 

I hide the clock 

inside my mouth:

I am not a girl,

not a fireboard.

My parents – pewter weights, test tubes

at eye level – shook, sliced a sterile edge 

across a measuring cup and conceived, giving 

their daughter the best chance of living in three centuries 

and an afterlife as a rabbit.  

I held my small piece 

of the zodiac as he wriggled

fiercely and scratched me on the wrist, watched the 

kids I was volunteering for cry for me, but mostly for

the fluffy pet that had fled, a charity strut

to his own manifest destiny.

Mama’s handshakes. Inside:

Purell stains, sunhats. 

Our sustenance, too: Mama gnaws on a rabbit leg 

to birth Emmeline right, she says, swilling

the stew. No mad cow or swine flu.

Rabbit, are you clean?

Are you hating this modern myth

and water’s perfect memory?

Or are you warming yourself on our separate shores,

painting your face sincere, guerilla style?
Fish Catching 
Ducks grow fat on water

like unmoored hyacinths.

I’ll sit along the pier and let the brine 

expand in my lungs:

headstrong and luckless.

Love set you off like perennial blooms

in dwindling sea. I can hear the piper call of victory

over wan medusa eyes, one flat legless fish

the Ozymandias of them all.

Extinction hums between shaman knuckles, 

the valuable clutch of gazing flounder.

Living and rotting, its mouth gaps in wordless ovals.

The water is treeless.

Impatient, 

I prick myself on purpose.

 

I do it with hooks. There is an exceptional

magnetism between fishhooks and fingertips

when time evolves into shuddering gills and

 

chimneys punch through the roof of a fish’s

mouth house. Grapeleaves blacken and levee

delicatessen flesh for us old dogs.

Nimbus clouds shade over my sister’s

disappointment. Vermilion bait rings free

on our empty hook. Their fish juts,

scales kissing the panicked dock, evergreen

howl vanishing beneath chill surface, a miniature truss.

Our fishhook arches curiously. She touches it also.

Bull’s Head for a Lyre
For the Second Amendment
Someone in Mesopotamia put a false beard on a bull




eight bull-headed lyres buried with royals at Ur

the Metropolitan Museum tells me that these lyres played songs of praise

            irreplaceable for private amusement


conquering armies felt the wind from strumming fingers

I stole a tuning text once from a museum, it was four thousand years old




             a bull smashed its lips against a fence to get fed

the only lyres that survived were coated in metal like the bronze bulls



this blackened bull has lazuli hair locks 

lyres with bull heads had the lowest tones 


in a petting zoo a bull bucked and scared my sister

                                      lyres had names like lady, and the red-eyed lord
at the site in Iraq one of the players had an arm over her lyre


 she told me to stay sharp and took off the bull ornament

                       my dress shoes are made of leather

                                                                             oxtail is delicious

sometimes my bed draws me in with a curious depression

                         in my dream a bull with a dent in its neck raises its head

online cattle advice says that the hand-fed calf is the bull that’s going to kill you, you are


supposed to let the mother raise it 

My mother told me to stay away from Alabama because of the racists, I go there anyway

                               women smoothed the bulls’ manes, yoked strings made from cow gut

I dream about basic training as a field soaked in cloud




                  there are liquid brown eyes in the dirt between the ladyferns

A man with a beautiful neck asks me why I joined the military

                                 she joined the military and left her family

             the percussion of shovels

the one he hands me is shorter than the ones in the news

             I once felt a bull’s taut nose with my thumb and the swelling sweat aroused me

there’s no other ornament but the bite of heat

             when my friend from the air force asked if I had ever fired one 




                 I was sitting at a thin desk wearing the hair of a bull

first time she punctured herself was in sixth grade

                                                 down the scope he smiles, says to focus 


in high school Red Bull sparked off my tongue



they buried the lyre players with the queen

                        because you stroke a bull anywhere except the forehead 

on the field of air a bull ran down someone’s sweaty back

                        running in the mornings is a training ritual

                                 once I came over the crest of a hill and my heel cracked on the horn of a bull

the metal runs back from the burst like music.



                           Then we took it apart and put in solvent and oil.


     there’s an ancient song about a bull who ran down everything he saw and more

sweat wrapping around his flanks like oil






                              that time a bull lifted in a machine for its neck


                                                                                    the day a bull ran down even its own breath

Dogs in Cusco

Only the side of the building
facing the Pacific ruptures
into white
No subir a la portata

       in my dream
                the other night
                imagined I had a
brother


              Reminded me
                         of the first                           pure

white, fur down to his knees,
        pointy snout. Passed
      some dirty street-lights and a vet
clinic called Conceited Pets
                    no joke
never could see what animal was on the road-crossing signs
        bus pranced like a burnt puma

Then the aeropuerto obelisk pointing
         up where humans talk down
         condors and become them
        snakes split open centuries ago
                   and lent their undersides
                    to corrugated roofs
                   flat in the absence of rain

Bush flowers
          ripple
                    from pastel windowsills
          leaning on adobe blocks
                   studded with grass

Dogs roam destroy some garbage 
chase females said Saoul our tour guide

The Incan as a trapezoidal –
     sacred valley turned upside down
                 as women poured
     beer made from corn, then semen
     into the earth
     little spotted terriers yipping
     around the mud instead of through

Plaza de Armas was made from long 

braids and cat killers said Saoul our 

tour guide never

                  German shepherds
      cough themselves
            onto the pavement
and doze every twenty feet
a sheep walker pulling a sheep herd
on leashes, pink
            window of a
            splotch on each
            fatty roof

My false brother
      built from old lamb bones
              a pyramid of hounds
tore them from plastic bags

just gravity can bind a stone on top of stone

        once a dog prodded my foot
                            like an architect

iii. Forgetting
double-time

Every second we are reminded

of mangoes. In one,

she sits on static,

sour, plucked too soon

from the stem.

In another

your knife indents 

overripe skin

and cannot peel, 

metal turned

fist and bone.

In the city there are craters,

squeezed limes. 

Bowls within bowls

by old highways and streets.

That summer when

you split a mango

and found Hudson fog inside

or another life where

she births a mango

as patch of warm 

soil and not

mother.

These days the frequencies

of pits and fruit align

when dropped.

It takes months

for compost

to gather in waves 

on the ground

where you massage

the flowers for they may

bear fruit.

Though your mother 

broke a cricket’s antenna 

when it climbed

her shoulder. 

The amount of sugar

in mango analog.

Summer baby

is the first to find 

the radio channels

inside my chest,

flicks 

the wiring

into a river.
Another time 

you sink an awl

into the root 

of my sound

and rise

the handle up

sweet.
November

 “    tulips                       like danger           ;
They     open         the                             cat
               of my heart: it           closes 
Its         red bloom               love       ” – Sylvia Plath, “Tulips,” after erasure

The smoke is purple, I swear,

though I’m only a novice synesthete (
Andy Warhol can’t be the only one. It isn’t

expensive swatches of high antiquity that rise

across these starless backwood windows 

and not the sepia smatter of spat grape gum

but divination, or some chemist’s toxic mist.

A nurse moves her lung and exhales antiseptic

onto the fresh wound on my arm, patting

it down as if she were planting tomatoes 

in an overgrown, Jurassic backyard

on a rainy day when the forecast was only

a five-percent chance of precipitation. 

A kind of remembering for the days when I hid

long after the seekers were gone.

My second wind comes when they bring out that funny game

where everyone gives a card and someone has to choose

the noun that matches the adjective the best so I put 

chicken nuggets when they flip over shy 

and bed for tall because

I rise and fall on this ninth-floor mattress 

with the help of Benadryl and Low Motivation.

They talk to me in sweeter voices

and I listen in hazy muscle memory

as they watch over me like an addict’s 

eyes follow tobacco smoke. 

The young yodels from the children’s ward

melt my heart like an astrologer’s eyes dissolve

while sneaking a glimpse of that rare eclipse.

I freeze with every caterwaul, mark, near-lethal

attempt I discover of the people around me. Whenever

that song comes on ( I’m not crazy, I’m just a little unwell (
they dip their heads and press their hands together and I follow. 

I cannot tell Reich from recreation.

It was November in that Manhattan hospital and on my fourteenth day 

they let me go. I miss Andy Warhol’s artwork decking the walls and that purple smoke

like I do the ouija boards and tarot cards in those specialty stores 

that I’m afraid of spending actual money on, sometimes, just

like how I miss dangerous tulips and Nostradamus light.

Year ( Citizen
This year a good harvest

of clouds and queens

where she opens 

the hive so it may

plead guilty to a sweet

dark balm, the extract 

thumping its own belly

like a beautiful drawing.

Little batteries in another language

dreamt of wildfires, became

fluent in rumble. Until workers 

landed in the air base,

were smoked with ice.

Their rattled hums reeking 

of iron, terminal currency.

Uncap the frames with a spade

and scrape the wax into a bin.

Combs sticky as lime 

crushed into custom rain: 

a dry and filmy blueprint.

Slide the chassis into the extractor

to fling the rest out. Because

a single bee chews and spits wax 

in a perfect circle. Only a crowd

could write hexagonal. And what 

she wants is poured in new shades

of gravity: dance, distill. 

The filter hanging like a flag

with threads too thick to steep,

a quick flash of rubble.

What was the duration of your stay? 

A year of foam in the wildflower jars.

Purpose of your visit?

Ripening your hands with pollen

in case after the test you forget.

You think that if you lay the green card

on your chest it’d feel like the leftover 

peel of an eaten fruit. If straining 

honey you find a wing

at the bottom of a white net.

Scientific Method

1. Snub your pen pal. Use this torque to cut your fingernails into the shape of seashells. Give house to a snail until the sawdust of your surface withers its wet face. When the shells crack the noise is that of a cucumber’s.

2. Dot gum on the concrete. They are rotund countries for hitchhiker fish, who walk on cobwebbed feet if they are idle. A priest marries the gum with a ruptured fire hydrant. It is painted with the American flag and dribbling all over the blacktop. When the water evaporates dare your kid sister. She picks the closest polymer confectionary off the ground and begins chewing. 

3. Make sasquatch from two empty gallons of coolant next to a manhole. Fill his glass head with mercury and illuminate him with voltage from a Christmas tree. Take his temperature rectally as a baby. After this bring him to free Shakespeare performances in the local park. I like glass, he says, the voltage laurel around his glass head. After twenty-five years you perform a spinal tap. You tell him that he has Guillain-Barré syndrome, then realize your voice is too quiet for him to hear. Diligently you mine out his earwax but your mouth is proportionally quieter. It be so hard to move, says he, and invites you to ride on his sasquatch shoulders. You accept. He does not move. I am moving, he says. The iron ground reaches for him with physics. He is a fast steed outside of biology. Think that your weight is too much and climb down his knee. You pause, hanging like a monkey on the side of this chemical tree. His immune system feathers. Your teeth bump against his fine wires, eroded nerves. The iron paramour reaches for him. Sasquatch, he says in his voice that blisters. Weld his body into the infrastructure, a hard inorganic against your thighs. Erase him, and it is only after you try to rinse the atrophy from your hands that you realize both are permanent.

Previous Publications

“Girl” (The Critical Pass Review, Fall 2015)
“Mimosa Pudica” (concis, Winter 2017)
“Kootenai Cradleboard” (Rattle, May 2017)
“Wanting, 1999” (The Eyewear Review, 2018)
“Fish Catching” (Alexandria Quarterly, 2015)
“November” (On Spec, Spring 2017)
“Scientific Method” (Bat City Review, Spring 2017)
