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Suggested Donation



In the morning I drink 


coffee until I can see


a way to love life


again. It’s okay, there’s


no difference between


flying and thinking


you’re flying until


you land. Somehow 


I own like six nail clippers


and I honestly can’t


remember ever buying


even one. My sister


came to visit and


saw them in a small


wooden bowl. I


heard her laughing in


the bathroom. I hope


she never dies. There’s


no harm in hoping


until you land.


The deer are awake.


Is one pregnant?


If they kept diaries 


the first entry would 


read: Was born 


Was licked


Tried walking


Then they’d walk


away and no second 


entry would ever exist.


I run the deer’s


archive. It’s very


light work. Visitors


must surrender


their belongings.


Surrender to me


your beautiful shirt.










Mistake



For years I have seen


dead animals on the highway


and grieved for them


only to realize they are


not dead animals


they are t shirts


or bits of blown tire


and I have found


myself with this


excess of grief


I have made with


no object to let


it spill over and


I have not known


where to put it or


keep it and then today


I thought I know


I can give it to you










Far-fetched vs. Far-flung



If a glowing door


were to appear in


the air would you


step through it and


out of your life?


I pretend to be


stern with myself


like I once pretended


my dark blue skirt


was a uniform


everyone wore at


the Chalet School


where if we got lost


in various Alps


we ate chocolate


and tinned tongue


until someone


brought us home.


In 1921 a Serbian


poet imagined


the invention of a plane


“as small as a butterfly”


and marveled. He had


just come home


from the war.


I ordered potassium


tablets from Amazon


in case of nuclear


war because I have


a great imagination.


If the glowing door


were to appear I’d


tell you all about it.


I would miss my life.










The Running of Several Simulations at Once May Lead to Murky Data



How do you say “inopportune”


in a small forest of cell phone towers


disguised as bizarrely regular trees?


I am asking in case it happens,


because anything can and even does.


Sometimes I want to shrink


and move into a miniature model village


mostly because the particular green


of the imaginary grass corresponds


with how my body believes joy would feel


if joy were to happen here on Earth,


where my eyes receive light in this


certain way: limited, but not


without pleasure. As a child


I visited one model village


so extensively constructed I fell


into a state of complete wonder—


“They thought of everything!”


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Also by Heather Christle



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Suggested Donation



		Mistake



		Far-fetched vs. Far-flung



		The Running of Several Simulations at Once May Lead to Murky Data



		What Big Eyes You Have



		Paper Crown



		Our Physical Relationship



		An Old Game



		Perfect Song



		Description of Work in Progress



		In Haste



		Beset by a Disk of Radiating Feathers



		My Love You Died in My Dream Last Night



		Swallow It Whole



		The Ark



		The Waking Life



		My Visual Aid Is a Timeline



		To the Brim



		Shelter in Place



		How Much for the Swan Boat



		The Tooth



		I Know What I’m Talking About



		Our Town



		The Board Meeting



		My Education



		Docent



		On a Walk



		All the Time in the World



		Some Ideas on the Novel



		On the Prevention of Further Mistakes



		Lucite Office Furniture



		In Order of Appearance



		Syllogisms



		Is This Happy Like Is There a Happy Javelin Run Through Me



		Advent



		A Clearing



		Eff



		My Idea



		Science Fair



		Little to No



		Acknowledgments



		Notes



		About the Author













		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/title.jpg
PAPER
CROWN





OEBPS/images/9781472158673.jpg
"This is a stunning
book. I am stunned'

Jericho Brown

EA

)

N\
>

S/ /A





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
corsairl)g poetry





