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I will not eat my heart alone









What Is Real




And though we had fed long and well at the table


the talk always turned to whether to go on


regardless of what it might say about our moral sense,


regardless of what it might cost us in the end,


or whether the time had come to surrender,


let the sum of our particles back into the flow


hoping they might in the longview recombine


into something of value, or of beauty, but humbler


than the human—not that we’d ever be able


to judge, not that we’ll ever be able to know


what comes of what we did, or whether it was


worth it, like the towering alien humanoid at the start


of Ridley Scott’s Prometheus, how it paces


to the edge of a powerful waterfall somewhere on what


appears to be a still primarily mineral Earth,


takes one last look at its oblong mothership


surveilling from a mist, removes its monklike robe


and drinks as if in ceremony from a cup


of animate metallic ooze that quickly disintegrates


its all too pale flesh, unleashing new organic matter


into the ecosystem, strands of DNA unzipping


haphazardly in the rush to mix it up with Earth’s


own chemistry and into offspring whose tumble


up it will never witness—not the earliest infinite-


simal blips or suppertime in old Persepolis, not opaque


dawn in Beijing or any single sentient being


separated a moment from the chaos, wholly


unobserved, in whom life sank down as if to test itself,


limitless, dark, spreading, unfathomably deep


and free. As if at play in ether, a meadow of


possibility skittering as axons of foam across the surface


swell of the North Sea. I felt once I belonged to


it in a way I would collapse the instant I began


measuring it in words: waves in blue profusion


dissolving into geological undulations and then


pulses in yellow sand. Here a snake crosses


my path again in Texas, the length of it like a dew-


damp privilege wriggled by a cloud-hid hand


conveying deep troughs and amplitudes back to the sun.


We do go on. Near movie’s end, the last known


humanoid of the type to seed life on Earth


is uprooted from cryogenic sleep on a made-up moon


by a crew of corporate human blunderers it then


looks down on with informed disgust, killing off


in minutes all but one. In America, Baudrillard


says the products of our imagination remind us


what is real, the way weariness of existence is


how we come to feel, buried in all this abundance,


we are still alive. Hold on tight, my circumstance.


Tonight we’re diving in. Tonight we’ll find the bassline


subatomic-style, let particles of us entangle


knowingly with those of a gold encyclopedia


in the ruins of Vienna or an ear of teosinte across


an open border, a common source of being, before I


die—let us be, let being be, continuous, continuous.












[image: image]









The Stars Down to Earth




The sea is pewter gray with green in it like music.


The green is lit in places where the waves begin to rise.


They rise and thin and curve, sieving sunlight through them.


They beat against the rocks until they flatten into froth.


The froth is white like wool. The froth is white like thought


that catches in the hedge or on the barbed-wire fence


strung between the pasture and a narrow gravel road.


The froth is white like wool that stretches into glistening


through the milder rains of March, or in a fog that feeds it


constant countless droplets borrowed from the sea.


The sea is bluer now, with less green in it than earlier.


The sea is architectural but the froth is more like thought


that catches on a thorn and stretches into glistening


after mizzle, after fog, conducting sunlight in the morning


when lambs are in the dew asleep on deep green clover,


when stars fade out of view without a sound but of the earth.


The sea is even bluer, closer to the color I would think


to paint the sea, then something living underneath it,


something rumored of and large, shaken into wakefulness


as clouds arrive like lambs awakened from damp clover.


The hillside is on fire. The smoke is darker than the clouds


and darker than froth. It rises on an angle like a thought


that knits its aerosols into the clouds, almost successfully.


The sea darkens its brow. The sea is blurred brocade


on the sofa in a basement a face is forced into. The lambs


are pinned down by the forelimbs, shackled and hoisted.


The froth is voiceless. What is manipulable is manipulated


almost endlessly. The sea is at its darkest, having eaten


its shadow backwards. It drags the earth it spits out back


into itself like pewter music. Time is on the narrow


gravel road and wool is on the barbed-wire fence as stars


force the wakening into history. The sea is indistinguishable


from sky now, the headlights approaching like a thought


beaten against the mizzle, beaten into droplets hoisted


up like stars from the sea. Something living underneath it


rises from the basement, glistening through the froth as time


feeds itself itself on the hillside, conducting the music


of the sea up to the heavens, and of the stars down to earth.












Stunt




Early on in the undertaking I imagined


backing out of it. This allowed me to continue


outwardly while inwardly I had stopped.


Not to make too much of it but everything


followed accordingly. The human in my experience


will speak until you agree. Agree,


or it will lean too close and bring its hands.


Protect what refuses by corrupting it


into something scarce. I don’t want to ruin it,


but in reality there’s no choice. I agree


about the weather. I agree to the human voice


in its red declamation. But when what


punishes has penned itself in sleep, I reduce


what words it uses into a toxin I can sing.












Prometheus




From a breadth of time so nonmonetizable it lies beyond


human perception, from an airspace no nation has ever


laid claim to, emitting intel from the year’s first snowflake


intermixed with its last known rose, not yet rankled,


not irrevocably, naked of foot or in expressive hosiery,


pumped-up thirsty or morose for data—I will reenter


Earth’s orbit with game plan readied a lifetime in advance,


but open to debate, chance, obliteration and its opposite.


I have been sent here to warn you. The gum splotches


ubiquitous on sidewalks house sufficient genetic whatnot


to repopulate a desert planet. The brussels sprout


is best if boiled, buttered, and salted. The current mania


for roasting it unrecognizable is a construct of hatred.


The Rosicrucians were a boy band. Everyone else


was entourage, cataloguing footage of failures to synthesize.


Love is not love when it insists on comprehending itself.


This is love—and it’s spreading outward, as with umbels


of uncertain plants. Science has not yet caught up with


what I’m about to do to that sandwich. Look away:


trust some instinct in the hand to choose your best defense.


I have just now swallowed a tremendous mouthful


of pickled herring. Am I running a bath here, or a brothel?


Whatever I do next, it will be this, or not this: I can’t


do otherwise. In this respect, I can be said to be a fatalist


in disguise, bound to textiles I can’t predict, incapable


as the goldfinch last to hit the thistle patch, or as implacable.


Vividness is not accuracy. I couldn’t be in two places


at once, unless I were a bird. A burning sensation is often


first to notice the salt, to notice wind, to notice a salt


wind rattling at night the house’s loose-most casements.


Casualty has its moments. Pandora’s box was just a jar


before Erasmus mangled it. A hope kept deep inside, iron-


winged, might well be delusion. I have been sent here


on a mission. What I lack in discipline I will make up for


in stamina. I’m looking into the matter, the mirror, the abyss.


I’m looking into the camera: it’s hidden in a rambling


plastic philodendron, escalating my soliloquy up the face


of Mount Olympus. Comeuppance is informal. Music is


from the Greek. The gravity is palpable, the gravity and light


septifurcating endlessly into threads like felt mathematics


or an ordinary sunset shredded by surfactants in a birdbath


made of clay. Hephaestus shaped Pandora out of that.


Athena taught her to weave. Aphrodite gave her grace


and, at Zeus’s behest, a bitter longing through the limbs.


We are her children. It must have felt like hoisting up


from the sea’s bottom a big blonde octopus, pinning wide


her baffled arms, then staining them an unreal white.


The highest point the podcast said of wisdom is to know


what you don’t, which is everything, which was a quote.


I have filled the feeder up but the word still hasn’t gotten out.


Persistence of the past depends largely on technology,


including one’s offspring and the four-poster bed.


I have come to notice, to understand, and bearing light


snaffled from a star so minor only Alpha Centauri doesn’t


take pity on us. I am here to take pity on us. I am here


on a dare, a dime, a lark. The universe tends inexorably


toward disorder. I have come to set fire to and come to set


things right. I am hovering over the flame like a father


assembling a cradle, or as Prometheus did it with it stuck


in a fennel stalk, an aroma of smoldering anise trailing


behind him the whole way down, knowing he could turn


around before anyone noticed, cover his tracks, return


things back where they belonged, and what didn’t belong


anywhere could be destroyed, but that’s not what he did.












Gifted




My breath sounded more like a recording of breath


than actual breathing, and not a high-quality


studio recording, but something cheap and muffled,


something made on a small, lightweight device


designed to be placed inside a plush white bear


presented to a child on some special occasion—


plush white bear with the sound of my breath in it,


a gift for a child with such low expectations


a toy of this kind should be cherished instantly


and for a long time to come, but no, not this child,


child who isn’t quite what we thought, child who takes on


inhuman proportions, who damages surfaces,


who tears the bear apart with both hands and holds


the recording device in victory against the sun.


What comfort is it that the child is ambidextrous?


What he will do with those hands is unspeakable.












All Through the War




I couldn’t remember any of it any more than I could feel


the corporate brotherhood at work among my breakfast flakes


or in those protein shakes I drank to keep my strength up.


I couldn’t feel the toxicity the way I thought I should:


little silver pinpricks in my liver and then all over my body


steadily proceeding to a brownout in my limbic system,


the not knowing when I was, if or where we were at war with


and for what reason now. All the time I stopped eating


meat again. I stopped eating sugar. I bought four watches,


each watch stopped. I bought a pound of raw rough bulk


lapis lazuli from Afghanistan and I couldn’t stop my tongue


from licking a certain piece of it like a dirty blue wedge


of Toblerone to know how it would feel. As for time, I didn’t


always feel right with it, especially when alone especially


by the sea, where time widens to include more of itself,


partly because of the motion and partly because of sound,


which is also motion. A decade of drone strikes in the north


couldn’t stop Pakistani street vendors from salt-roasting


sweet corn in pans like steep-sided woks. My eyesight grew


worrisome, I felt light tingling in my extremities and left cheek


I imagined meant diabetes, but it turned out to be nothing.


I turned out to be fine. Last week an airstrike in Somalia


targeting an insurrectionist youth group killed a dozen or so.


Yesterday they seized a village in the center of the country.


After my father’s surgery, I went to Ireland on my own.


I told the lighthouse keeper I was worried something was


wrong with me because I couldn’t stop looking at the water


with all its changing shapes and color. She said we are all


the same here love, all the same. Often in quiet I can still feel


the stone’s abrasion on my tongue. I pulled a lichen from


the bronze age megalith with intent to burn it back home.


I made Syrian red pepper and walnut dip flavored with cumin


and pomegranate molasses. There is nothing more delicious


when eating this. How many seeds did Persephone take?


I thought I could cry for my friend no further until I opened


her armoire to lay to rest her scented shirts in an appliance box:


white, off-white, shell pink, true pink, lilac, lavender, blue.


As polar seas warm up, the shrinking difference in air pressure


between the poles and the equator weakens the jet stream


and makes its path wobblier, explaining all this erratic weather


we’ve been up to. The Senate voted against the resolution


to stop support of the Saudi intervention in Yemen as Trump


took lunch with the Saudi crown prince. I wake with scratches


I can’t explain. I order herbal supplements at night online


and forget what for by the time they get here: ashwagandha,


schizandra. I read objects are more like events with longevity.


On average 130 Yemini children died each day last year


of extreme hunger and disease. A Saudi blockade on seaports


stops the ships delivering aid. These are casualties of war.


The instant the technician’s needle found a vein, the seascape


on the wall rattled uncontrollably. She whispered the clinic


used to be a funeral home. Trump showed the prince posters


of the assorted planes, tanks, ships and munitions his oily


billions might buy him like an infomercial in the Oval Office.


What use is an adaptogen when I worry my own daughter


should soon prefer the hazards of an underworld to those of this


and social media? I dropped a fossilized trilobite in the toilet


and it cracked in half. Millions of years of structural integrity


finished just like that. Without Persephone it all froze over.


No crops grew. It was almost the end of us but Zeus her father


pulled strings to get her back. This service won’t reactivate.


I have come to love catachresis because what’s wrong with it is


right: I light my heart with so much emptiness there’s room


here in the dark for everything. War-related violence in Libya


left 47 civilians dead this May: 38 men, three women, four boys,


and two little girls to dust returneth. One version of the myth


says Hecate leads Persephone to her mother with torches


at the end of winter. Mother with torches at the end of winter,


some days I just sit back and watch things tear each other


apart. It is winter on and off now through the end of spring.


Emotion is everything and nothing. Same is true for structure.


I said to my daughter on the phone: Be an honest person,


just be an honest person. Be honest, be honest, be honest.


Some days I can’t believe what it means to be alive some days.


Some days I think about tearing myself apart but not exactly


with pleasure. Some days I know the strongest feeling is grief


but I believe it must be love: it has to be, has to be, has to.


Some days I feel each cell in my body has its fingers crossed.












The Endless




I saw a yellow butterfly


flying


in my opinion


the wrong way, flying across


the sound


to Connecticut


I saw a cormorant


oily-looking


flying


close to the sea’s surface


precisely


as I floated on it on


my back in


the attitude of the crucifixion


minerals in my body


in


conversation with


the minerals of the sea


about the sun


how can I possibly


add


to what’s already been said


so well


by the ancients


and said with


an austerity I’ll never


know


it is an honor to take


a backseat to the ancients


who knew how


I was a fat white fish


dissolving


under the sold-out stadium sun


like a god


but like a god


I could live through anything.












Apologies from the Ground Up




The staircase hasn’t changed much through the centuries


I’d notice it, my own two eyes now breaking down the larger


vertical distance into many smaller distances I’ll conquer


almost absently: the riser, the tread, the measure of it long


hammered into the body the way it’s always been, even back


in the day when the builders of the tower Nimrod wanted


rising up into the heavens laid the first of the sunbaked bricks


down and rose. Here we are again I say but where exactly


nobody knows, that nowhere in particular humming between


one phoneme and a next, pulse jagged as airless Manhattan-


bound expresses on which I’ve worried years that my cohort


of passengers’ fat inner monologues might manage to lurch


up into audibility at once, a general rupture from the keeping


of thoughts to oneself—statistically improbable I know but


why quarrel with the dread of it. I never counted my own voice


among the chaos, admittedly. I just figured it would happen


not with but against me. A custom punishment for thinking


myself apart from all the others. But not apart from in the sense


above but away from. Although to stand in either way will


imply nobility, power, distinction. As for example if you step


back to consider a sixteenth-century depiction of the tower


under construction, you rapidly identify the isolated figure as


that of the king, his convulsive garment the red of an insect
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