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honey pit of despair

Dear honey pit of despair Dear nights that are too hot
for me to get a good night’s sleep and so I don’t
and I’m just cranky all day long and trapped
in the honey pit of despair Dear way out
of the honey pit of despair
Dear guardian monkeys with your wretched wings
Dear trampolines of exhaustion: I get it. 
We had a great time. Everything smelled nice
and then we escaped. I just checked my email
for the first time in days and I have to say
I was surprised by your conduct. In addition:
I will no longer be attending the annual end-of-the-world barbecue
because I no longer believe in it because my belief system
got lost in a fire. I would like to send you a copy
of my letter of recommendation but it got lost
in a fire. I would like to tell you a story
but it got lost in a fire. I would like to take a nap
but the nap got lost in a fire and the tide is rising
and all the oceans have an attitude problem
and the firemen are either dead or on vacation
in some port side town where chocolate flows
molten from fountains and everyone’s resume
has a gold star and the rents are reasonable
and so are the interest rates and the love affairs,
o!, the love affairs!, they are a silver-plated scorpion
just shredding your heart to pieces until you finally
collapse in the corner, open-mouthed and begging 
for more, yet unable 
to find the words.
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and that’s the end of this story. I liked it
because the trees could get up and walk around
allowing them to murder whoever they felt like
which is kind of terrifying when you think about it,
right? And so, because I am nothing if not the root of my own terror,
I got up and I walked and I walked until my feet fell clean off
and it was just me and the stumps
and we became best friends and we got matching tattoos
and I broke out into a sudden fever because of course I did.
After that I collapsed. Obviously it was an ambush.
Traditionally an ambush is what happens when bandits
set upon you unbeknownst, 
and they either take all your possessions
or just mow you down like a combination 
of a poorly maintained lawn
and an unstoppable rampage of slaughter, the camera panning
up from your blood-soaked body
as the wind rustles their masks which hide their faces and we can tell
that if the masks weren’t there, they’d be crying.
And so the sun starts to set
and a wind begins to whistle, all rattled and low, and the bandits
are weeping now, openly, and their tears
cut their masks right to the ground, 
and the bandits take off all their clothes 
so they are completely naked 
and they whisper in my ear
Hi, it’s us, it’s Gloria and Madeline and Siobhan and Ethel and Eloise.

We did not bring the rapture, but we brought you some new feet,

and a sliver of self-respect, not too much,

just enough to get you going. 

The lumberjacks were drawn by the sight of breasts and shocked
at the body in the ditch (did I mention the ditch? 
because obviously the body is in a ditch)
and, hoisting their axes, they demand an explanation. 

pine trees

To better attend summer camp
which has always been a dream of mine
I am working on my letter writing skills
some examples of which are as follows: 
Dear ghosts in my phone
Dear twist ending Dear summer camp 
Dear blowjobs Dear girls that I used to know 
who bring about that moment
wherein I close my eyes and try to get an erection
without once picturing your face or the sound of your voice,
look! Over there! It is a subject change addressing the terrors that lurk
in the forest that is slowly intruding
on this well-lit cityscape of hopes and dreams,
urging the emails marked Urgent that,
although I hear you, I am not at present
in the mood to answer. And so here I am, in a forest, 
in my bed, for no reason I can conceive of,
and all of the contacts in my phone 
have been replaced by ghosts
and labeled IT IS A MYSTERY
and boy do I love a good mystery.
Over to the left is the line of pine trees
that seems to just go on forever being chopped
by an endless amount of lumberjacks
singing softly to themselves
Dear Gloria Dear Madeline Dear Siobhan Dear Ethel

Dear Eloise Dear Rapture That Was Foretold

Have we got a story for you. Well I do too
so listen up. Everything has grown dark
and we are surrounded on all sides
by an army of trees. In the distance is a campfire
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porch light

I could tell you about the moon but listen
we both know what I’d say so let’s just change the subject.
It is huge by the way, thanks for asking. 
When I was in kindergarten
I was awarded the enthusiasm award 
and it hangs  below the porch light like some kind of beacon
for the man with the pizza who claims to be coming.
If I were to tell you Dear Wendy Dear Becky Dear Lisa
Dear Liza that what we had was special
then I would in fact be the opposite of a liar
because what we had 
was pure magic. What I want 
is the kind of darkness
a body can drive a submarine through and also 
I want to go undetected
through the library carrels of history
which is just another way of saying that I am tired
and your phone is off 
and in all likelihood
this magic is as man-made as man-made can get
in that I made it up and then I blew it up 
like an inflatable map of the world
or some other piece of demolition. So fuck it.
Dear Wendy Dear Becky Dear Lisa Dear Liza
how about you come on down and we eat us some pizza 
and then we head out into the woods
and build ourselves a giant monument of pure glory
in tribute to whatever awesome things we have left inside of us 
while overhead the sky

The bandits raise their heads to the heaven and are sucked skywards, 
their flesh piled on the ground, leaving me and the lumberjacks 
dumbfounded in awe. I guess this is the rapture, go the lumberjacks. 
I guess we don’t have a heart, go the lumberjacks. What’s your excuse? 
Dear lumberjacks, the whims of heaven 
are not a thing I care to get into, as I am easily confused
and prone to terrifying fantasies of self-defeat. My bank account
could use some work but my heart, as far as I know,
is a bleeding beating miracle. 
My excuse is that, for the time being, this is my story, and I want it to end 
on the veranda of some vast palazzo of grand proportions, cut 
from a glowing gleaming marble, renovated
in a painstakingly careful manner, with a killer view of the sunset
and its easily relatable beauty, as my children gather together for the first time
in years, and we embrace each other, and we are closer than we had ever been,
we are made of nothing here but love, and I well up with pride,
it fills me to the brim and spills out over my edges, blinding those closest to me, 
as my body begins to rise from the ground. Some of my children
try to hold on, but they soon stop, as I begin, very slowly
and in the manner of a stop motion video, to explode. 
The grounds are taken over by a forest of pine trees. 
There is no memory of our legacy. Yet its grandeur
will never stop. 
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gently

Dear Wendy Dear Becky Dear Lisa
Dear Liza climb on top of the roof and
using a megaphone for a megaphone
they call out Dear Gloria Dear Madeline
Dear Siobhan Dear Ethel Dear Eloise
we are going to have us an event
and so everyone gathers decisively in the yard
which is basically a clearing
that got cleared by setting fire to that which was unwanted
in this case the absence of a yard
and they play a game of shirts v. skins
in which one group takes off their shirts
and the other takes off their skins
and they have themselves a knife fight
which is what happens
when you braid your hair so tight your eyes
smell like knives
in that they smell alluring
and will fucking cut you. Eventually a winner is declared
and everyone eats a pile of pizza and the shirts 
put on some skins and the skins put on some shirts
and they all sit around and shoot the shit. 
Hey they say Isn’t this just the best? And some of them agree
that this is indeed just the best but the thing about sarcasm
is it doesn’t translate well to the page and some of the others
they just cut themselves down right there
because who doesn’t like a little attention now and then
which is a joke, let me tell you. Let me look you in the eyes
and tell you a joke. Once upon a time

is just an upside-down shit storm
that has yet to beat us into the ground. What we are
is a set of undefeated sorcerers with money to burn
and little left to live for because success is a thing we invented
back when bedtime stories were a thing that concerned us 
and quite frankly 
I cannot recall when bedtime stories stopped being a thing that concerned us.
So Dear Wendy Dear Becky Dear Lisa Dear Liza
let’s tell ourselves a bedtime story. 
One where the bears gather at the shore 
and just stare at the ocean
with this look in their eyes that says we are going to swallow the fuck out of you

and the moon comes down because the ocean is going crazy with terror
and the bears look at the moon and the moon looks at the bears
and there we are in the background, with our hands on the plunger
and a sincere desire to effect a powerful and lasting change
on the direction of our lives, to eat more roughage, to exercise regularly,
to attempt to live in a manner that does not profane grace,
basically we want the kind of lives that can be seen from space, 
but listen: fuck all of that. Because right now we are going to go 
and eat a mountain, and then fuck that mountain, and then go to bed
like no one has ever gone to bed before, because we are alive
and that’s that. End of story. Get happy.
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certain doom

You make me nervous like that When you go out like that
When you talk about money like that When you’re just hanging
from the tree like that When we’re just sitting around like that
At the ballgame like that All devoid of beauty like that
and needing badly some new pants
that will finally make us feel new and unforgettable, or at least
worth setting yourself on fire over, and I get nervous like that
When I see you talking to him like that With your smile like that,
the kind that just eats up everything inside of me
until I feel like I’m floating and the ceiling has parted
revealing above us the sun, and it is shining down on this moment
because what I am is a greeting card, and I get nervous like that 
When you get a new job like that When you improve your life like that
When we get tacos and by we I mean me When I call and say
Hey let’s get tacos and I pretend to be you and you say
No thank you I hate tacos, because let’s face it any kind of girl
who hates tacos is not a girl worth talking to at all,
so I don’t. I get some tacos all by myself 
and they are fantastic and after that
I go for a walk and 4 feet of snow falls right out of the sky
onto the world around me and I am loving every minute of it
even though I am not dressed for the weather, but I could be
if I wanted to. But let’s forget about that. Let’s move forward and onwards
with our lives, through these walls of snow dropped upon us from on high
as we shiver and shake our ways to certain doom. Dear Certain Doom
is this it? Really? Where are the wolves? Dear Wolves, I was about to start,
but there they are, on cue, standing on the snow like it was a mountain
made of something other than snow and snarling with their mouths
as only a wolf can snarl, peeling their lips back one tooth at a time.

there were two people struck directly in the chest with lightning
that kept hitting back and forth and back and forth
until their insides were nothing more than vapor
and they grew old like that and they died like that
and they never had kids like that and they never said I love you like that
and they never fucked like that and at no point ever did they have a nice dinner
or shove a gun down a mouth and say Suck this then asshole
or some other kind of tender moment
like when you’re drunk at a bar and they just grab your hand
like this is the thing that will bring us all happiness and for once
we can just grab hold of each other and navigate the snow banks
into the taco store and eat the tacos with our mouths
which can’t stop smiling and why would they?
Isn’t this enough? I know that it isn’t, I know there’s supposed to be more
but for once can we just pretend that this,
right here, is enough? Because I could gut you all here and now
I am just so happy and satisfied, I swear to God, said Eloise, crying, gently,
looking around at all of her friends who had just died laughing. 
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failed love affair in a port 
side town

And so the town, yes all of it, gather with their torches at the windows
of what came out of the wolves while their love clouds the room
like a cloud clouding a room. The townspeople
view this as a sign of things to come and wait for the moment
when they too can press themselves against a body in a room
and fill everything around them with clouds. It is at this moment
that Eloise arrives in her submarine, jet black
and streaking across the landscape. The submarine is massive
and totally disguised by the kind of darkness
you could drive a submarine through. In the distance are the torches
burning a hole in our dignity. I am on the porch
with a light on. She says You left a light on
and smiles a bit. She says I was going to go down to the train
and wait for some friends, so she turns to the area of town on the map
marked THE TRAIN and says Dear Michelle
Dear Tamika Dear Tanya hurry up I do not have all night.
We do not have all night I say and she says Quiet you
and so I do. I tell her real quiet like 
how I heard of a part of town called
THE PART OF YOUR HEART THAT HAS NOT YET BEEN BROKEN
and Eloise looks at me and says You stole that from the map
and hikes up her skirt where on her thigh
(her wondrous fucking thigh)
is drawn the map. Sure enough, there is the pier by the park
with the lake and it says THE PART OF TOWN THAT BROKE
YOUR HEART OR AT LEAST THE PART 

Dear Wolves, thank you for giving me a chance to assert my masculinity
in the kind of way that I believe will win me fame, renown, love,
and maybe even get me laid tonight, because without these beliefs what I have
is a pile of student loan debt and a distinct ability 
to not know when I should just shut up already. 
The wolves stop. They walk away.
They head down to the park
where they have heard the pond has frozen over. 
They light small candles and place them into paper boats
and float them out on the icy surface. Slowly, the wolves venture out
between these softly burning bits of night, eyeing each other cautiously,
their tails down, their hearts slamming against their ribs with enough force
to cause trembling, and then the strings kick in, and everything holds
perfectly still. The wolves are done now. They are tired. They take off their skins
and put on their eveningwear. They grab hold of their partners
with a certainty seen only in films, and the snow dusts their shoulders
as they go home to their beds, where they fuck for hours
before settling into a comfortable haze, holding on to each other
not for life, but for the moment, for the feeling of this body
this one right here, pressed against you, if only for another instant,
because what else is there, if not this moment,
right here, right now?
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I could be the failed love affair in a port side town 
that you’ve never wanted and said love affair could be, at best, unforgettable. 
I am writing this in the space where your neck slopes just so 
and it’s ok if you don’t see it
because who knows what could happen when the fireworks go off
shouting out WELCOME BACK into the night sky
while the townsfolk with their torches are taken aback and touched
by the beauty of a gesture that was never meant for them
but that’s the thing about grand gestures Eloise
I say to myself as she pulls out her locket and waits.
 

THAT WASN’T BROKEN ALREADY.
Get in the sub she says. And turn out the light. So I do.
The deer stand up, lifting the submarine on their antlers
and careen us wildly to the train station. Once upon a time
says Eloise There was a time
when I was more than a symbol of the kind of woman
you wish you knew better, back when I was just the kind of woman
you wish you knew better, living in a port side town, 
finding new ways to break my heart wide open and grow it back 
in new and more interesting shapes
like a fist or a canteen or a breast or an unstoppable flying battle fortress,
and there was this old man there and he kept talking about his daughter
and how she had gone and drowned and he would never see her again
and he kept crying all the time
and drawing her face with his tears in the sand and weaving his fingers
around her dead invisible face in the sand,
and whenever I’d see him like that I’d just crack and crumble
and go out back and get housed on salt wine and my feelings.
And so she said I went out and I sat next to him and I said
I’m your daughter using my fingers to draw his tears
and he held me for days and days and he would point to the stars
and move them around to spell out my face in the sky all the time saying
Dear Daughter Dear Drowning Dear Stars Dear Inescapable Loss

That Has Just Torn Me Apart look at what I found 
and he put my face right up there so he’d never lose sight of me again 
and he started to weep, like we are talking the kind of sobs
that could tear up a sidewalk, and I have to tell you
it moved me. I wanted to feel that loved for ever and ever
so I took out his eyes and I put them in this locket and whenever I look at them
I just break wide open. Dear Eloise 
did you know that over my heart it says
NOT A LOT GOING ON AT THE MOMENT but if you want
we could change that. We could carve off a piece of the night
and keep it for ourselves for when we needed it. If you want
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and if so why? Do you smell nice? Do you think I’m interesting?
Did you know that there is a swan in the lake?
The thing about swans is they mate for life
and are fucking assholes. The other thing about swans
is that they do not take kindly to criticism. 
The swan in the lake rises up from the lake, 
and, multiplying itself,
surrounds me. The thing about you, the swans begin,
but I don’t want to hear it. The swans circle close,
shitting everywhere. You bore us the swans say
but I disagree. You just keep pouting they say.
The office earlier bored us and the unseen coworkers
they bored us too and in addition
the heart is not a pout they say. They say Live better
and Die faster and You smell alright
but could stand to lose a few pounds. I present them
with a certificate for fact-finding, which they accept
without grace. I consider threatening gestures. I make my eyes
into the shape of a flame thrower
but it does me no good. They circle in
and make such a horrible sound. Their eyes bulge
and pop. Their beaks explode
along with their heads and their necks slide out
into Eloise and Michelle and Tamika and Tanya
and several ghosts I can’t even remember. 
We don’t need you to invoke us anymore, 
chorus the girls. Swans are combustible
goes the facts. Eloise is looking right at me, 
I can tell. Dear Eloise, when I said earlier 
that there was not a lot going on in my heart at the moment
I was lying 
but that doesn’t matter 
because there is room enough for you.
I mean I want to fold you up and just shove you in

pout better

Dearly beloved we are gathered here today
in this part of the office with no windows
and row by row of empty desks
to discuss the annual convention of beating ourselves up
because that seemed like a good idea at the time.
Dear lunch break
the food truck you love so much exploded downtown 
and so lunch is cancelled! Dear everyone
I am not sure if I am doing this right,
but I am trying my best. Dear you goes everyone
If trying hard was enough

you’d have a participation trophy

and a framed certificate that reads

HE IS NOT A GOOD MAN BUT HE TRIES

AND THAT IS IMPORTANT ENOUGH TO BE REWARDED!

And wouldn’t that be something? 

After getting my trophy and certificate
I’d go down to the park by the forest 
to collect my blowjobs and my high fives and my steady job
with a 401k and dental and vision
and then I’d commission a ballet to be performed of my life
that was just a bunch of dancers trying to get up
while holding themselves down and it would be like a metaphor
or some other name for being devoured by wolves
in front of a gazebo next to a lake under a full moon
in place of a second date. If I stood naked in front of you
with a ribbon pinned to my chest that read
THIS DUDE IS REAL SINCERE
would that convince you of the depth of my sincerity
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and I have to say, I am into it. Dear you, goes Eloise,
in my head, but that’s as far as I tend to get. Dear things left unsaid
let’s go down to the parking lot and punch each other in the face
until we throw up all of our secrets all over our shirts
and then collapse like that in a pile like that 
and then let’s pick ourselves up and dust ourselves off,
let’s get a drink and maybe make out for a little,
because the sun has gone down and the moon has come up
and it smells like it might rain. I have got a light jacket
and a serious case of feelings and what you do to me
is a spooky kind of love that grips my insides
like it wants to throttle them. What I want is to hold your hand
like it will save our lives. Here we are, stumbling along
like we have any idea what we are doing, with the clouds
hanging so low they could drown us. 
Dear unsung love songs of the great days ahead Eloise says
We are over promises as they don’t do shit for us
and that goes double for you she says to me.
I grab her hand like I am going to break it
but I don’t and we start running through the clouds
which are by now actively trying to drown us, and we are running,
we are just gunning it, hand in hand, and there is the cliff
because of course it is, and it is a waterfall, 
because what else could roar like that,
could crash and break like that, and we are just going for it
because Eloise the absolute worst thing that could happen
is that we fall to our deaths and our bones liquefy themselves
as we hit the water and we never build a life together
like in all those letters I never wrote you shaped like prayers
or bedtime stories, and so what? If the worst thing that happens
is this kills us then that is just how it goes and Eloise
turns to me and says That is not how this story ends, kid.

and then obviously you’ll unfold yourself and my heart 
will have to stretch to fit every bit of you 
and when you eventually leave me
in what critics will widely regard as the third biggest mistake of your life
it will leave a giant Eloise-shaped hole inside of me
and when people tell me that I am just being melodramatic
they will be in for a real surprise. Eloise eyes me warily.
The ghosts ask me my plans for the summer and I tell them
I was planning on crying myself a beach this summer 
because who couldn’t use a vacation. They tell me
that that sounds like a good use of my inner resources.
Dear Michelle Tamika and Tanya
how was the train? They tell me 
You know that part in that movie 
where everyone is on a train 
except the compartments are their lives? 
We mean it is like you are looking at their lives
and you think Oh so this is their life 
but as the camera keeps moving past the train we see these lives 
are just their compartments and the illusion 
is both shattered and reinforced 
and let’s say that this train ride was exactly like that 
and just move the fuck on
so that is exactly what I do. 
Eloise opens her mouth like a semaphore
spitting colors and shapes like warnings at my face
and her eyes start smelling like a knife and everyone
takes a long slow whistle at it all. Dear Eloise
my love is not a jury-rigged event but my life
is at times cobbled together from the better parts
of several failed attempts at success. My loans
were shot in the face to death and then forgiven 
by a priest earlier today and the chorus
confirmed it. The days are growing long and so are the nights
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building a boat from the chairs,
waiting for something larger than everything
to sweep me away and pull me under and fill my lungs
with something heavier and more potent than air
and I can see that alligator surfacing again, 
I can feel myself choking up as its red right eye rolls over me
and blinks once for yes, twice for no, three times
for I forget what. Dear dreamboat goes the alligator
If this is you trying to say I am a wild animal
good job. You did it. Tonight I will take you by the hand
and lead you adrift. If you make it back to shore
we can get married and I’ll let you put a baby in me
and we can eat spaghetti in the tub and give her three or four names
and teach her to grow up into a boat that will sail
in all kinds of weather and then I’ll let you put another in me
and another and another and their names will be like mountains
because they will be magnificent to behold
and one day one of them will fall down a well and you’ll dive in after him
and break every bone in your body 
and use those bones to build a ladder 
and our son will climb to safety
and in the morning there you’ll be, naked, in bed,
preparing to construct for us a porch, and just in time for summer!
and every night you’ll realize 
that there is not enough money to take care of things 
or to put away for the future because the future 
died years ago and all we have is this, right here, and it’s terrifying,
and you’ll stand there watching the children sleep
and I’ll sneak up beside you like a knife in the dark
with my hand in your pocket stealing the last bits of love
you secreted away, because they’re mine now, because you’re mine now,
and as we stand there, waiting for our children to grow old enough
to resent the burden we’ve become to them, it strikes us
that it is a real mystery to us all how we’ve made it this far.

dreamboats

Today the air conditioner exploded 
in a scene of silent and totally imaginable futility.
Here I go again, starting to talk about the sunset
as though you couldn’t imagine it yourself.
A tree grew in the yard last night and we hung lanterns from it 
like it was any other night 
or any other dream. Dear Eloise
you are the albino alligator lurking in my heart
at unknown intervals and I
I am the top 40 station you conveniently forgot
and together we are a documentary that will be spoken of for years to come.
In the yard were the neighbors calling out
Another night Another dream

But always you as though we weren’t all thinking this
every day of our lives. The lanterns from earlier
hung low and beat with every sharp breath
as we pulled each other closer and loosed the fabric 
of our lives slicked with sweat and piled
in the corner. Someone got excited
and set off some fireworks
and the neighborhood committee got together 
and shot them in the head. They said no one
is to celebrate on a school night but me
I could not disagree more. What better thing to celebrate
than a school night? Dear Eloise
I hear tonight it is supposed to storm
like nobody’s business and the heat will finally break
open as wide as the sky. 
Dear Eloise you can find me on the roof, 
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private pool

Dear summer we get it you’re hot Dear pool parties
where are you Dear guy addressing the pool parties
we the pool parties have dressed up like ghosts and you’ll never find us
until you suicide all over the grocery store
where you are hiding out in the ice cream freezer until things get better
which they won’t, not on their own anyway,
or you could always contact a psychic
as we hear they are pretty good with ghosts.
Thanks I guess is what I think to myself. Well that and:
If I were a better man I’d walk on down 
to the private pool on the edge of town
the one where the women have the sorts of thighs
you compose letters at summer camp to
for the rest of your life, and their hair frames their faces
in a real museum-quality sort of way
if museums were living monuments to the potential of beauty
to really elevate the atmosphere of a room,
and since we’re outdoors, 
the room would be the whole entire world.
That’s the kind of private pool party we are talking about,
the kind with food not even worth imagining 
because you’ll just fuck it up, the kind that ends
with a volcano in the shape of fireworks
and the sort of total disaster remedied by helicopters
and an infinite checking account. So I walk on down to that party
because regardless of what kind of man I am
I still possess a sincere desire to break wide open with awe,
so dear private pool let’s high school dance this summer away
let’s make eyes across the vast expanse of status

Then we turn slightly, and speak our vows to each other,
and they go something like this:
I will put up with you until we kill each other

because I will love you from now until we kill each other

and I will build you a home inside of me

and we will cook each other dinner when we’re hungry

and knife each other in a soft place when we’re angry

and I will hold your hand until it breaks 

because I will never let go of your hand

and I won’t mind your problems because they’re a part of you and I love you 

I love you even though that is a decision I deeply regret

and if you ever need a presence to keep things from getting too quiet

give me a call. I will be there with you when the lights are out.

If you want to know if that is a knife at your throat

the answer is that I will love you for as long as we both shall live. 
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summer camp

There is a sunset and then it’s gone because really
what better way to start than with a sunset
that we’ve already forgotten about? So it’s dark
but there are stars in the sky all lit up
like a broken-up gang of light houses spelling out warnings
we can’t see and it’s not that this is a metaphor
it’s just that we can’t stop staring
at what we now recognize to be a coffin
that is (and trust us, there is really no other way to put this
because we have tried) dancing its way across the field towards us
and we have called for our relatives to bring beer and refreshments
and then it stops, and so does the music, which we did not even notice
until it was gone. This stop though is, as it turns out,
nothing more than a pause, an instant, and then it’s gone, and the coffin
leaps upright, and spits out a grown man in a cowboy suit
with a skull for a head under a hat that could hold
several gallons of something. And the man reaches
for what we can only assume is a gun, as the birds in the trees
begin to chorus like a murder, and listen, because this
is the important part: we did not come here to die. We came here
to go to summer camp says Rebecca the camp director
who is a person that Michelle Tamika and Tanya just invented
to direct the summer camp they have started
out here in the woods where they have gone
to invent their own dreamboats in this kicked-up excuse
for a party we call life. Rebecca the camp director
leads us all to our bunks, which are well appointed, let me tell you.
We have got some bunk beds and the floor has those pelts
you see in romance novels, and they are everything you think they are

and parking lots, let’s brush our knuckles
until lightning strikes our crotches and jolts our hearts awake
did you know your heart had been asleep your whole life?
me neither so let’s do something
until your boyfriend gets back from the bathroom
and finds our tongues pushing past the walls of our teeth
and filling our mouths until there’s no room for anything else
because air is for people who have something else to do
and he just melts, your boyfriend, right there
from heart break or heat stroke
or the death ray aimed from the ceiling
the one nobody noticed
because nobody expects the high school dance
to turn into a sci-fi blockbuster. But I guess that’s just the sort of summer
that’s in store for us. Orgies at the private pool.
Volcanoes at sunset. The world so humid that I just slide inside
and we don’t stop fucking until we both get pregnant and the helicopter
helicopters us home. But let’s be clear
that’s not how this little dream ends. The helicopter
drops us off at our split-level ranch the payments upon which
we are just barely meeting, the heat when we touch
is because the ac doesn’t work, and I’ve been running a fever
for five years straight, we’ve been using it
to power the TV, to just power through one more night together
trying hard not to think of the lives we would have lead
without that death ray, without that moment
when our knuckles brushed. Then we reach for the remote
and our knuckles brush. The TV explodes
and the children scream with delight. And for the first time in years
I am rock hard, and you are just dripping wet, and there are tiny explosions
happening all over us, and the kids
are otherwise occupied, and we take on the appearance
of newly chiseled marble
and then that’s it. We’re gone.
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if I spend one more night carving his face onto my heart

and ends I should really call my father/

for he was never there for me in the ways that counted/

but that doesn’t mean he can’t be set on fire/

we’re speaking metaphorically here/

we are in fact addressing desire/

because desire go Michelle and Tamika and Tanya
is a sad-bound train headed past the sea/

whose spray we could smell on a bad day from miles/

and miles away./ If we had a submarine/

things would be different but if our lives were based/

on all the things we were lacking then baby/

what a glossy magazine we could run/

O baby what a glossy magazine/

we could run. They have a discussion about dreamboats
and the discussion is as follows:
Michelle has finished her dreamboat
and set it on fire. Tamika has finished her dreamboat
and set it on fire. Tanya started but did not finish
five dreamboats, all of which she has set on fire. 
Rebecca the camp director
sets the camp on fire. Summer camp has not yet ended
but our dreams
have just begun. Everyone
piles into sports cars. They do donuts in the parking lot
that sprouted up from the ashes of their dreams
which will not be mentioned
because dreams are private
and the door is closed
and it says DO NOT DISTURB
and if you are reading this that that means you,
obviously. The girls leap from their cars which crash
right into each other, and then explode,
and the flames spell out GOOD BYE SUMMER CAMP

if what you think they are is comfortable and vaguely scented with death.
The loudspeaker mounted on the roof of the porch announces
For breakfast today we are having everything and we are having it

on tables like the civilized people I yearn for you to be. Without dreams

we are little more than figments of someone else’s imagination

and I don’t know about you but I did not spend my life

waiting to be someone else’s light bulb. Today’s activity

is building a dreamboat. We are building our dreamboats

to better get to our dreams. I am not asking you to play nice

so much as I am saying that a dreamboat is not a dining hall.

There will be a cool breeze off the lake at lunch time. That’s all.

Lord knows who invented the Public Address system
but we are the ones who will live with it.
We can feel the breeze on our hair and it is not unwelcome.
There are certain advances that are still miraculous.
At this moment the camera zooms out and pans
rapidly in every direction, which is obnoxious
and disorienting, until finally settling on the lumberjacks
who ask themselves Where did all those girls in the woods go
with their long legs and their fierce eyes
and their barely discernable hospitality and next
we see Eloise and Eloise has got some ideas that she is writing down
onto the pages of a journal and then eating the pages
in order to better understand herself and her thoughts.
She stops. She thinks about his hand taking hold of hers and,
in that moment, she smiles with her whole face
and next we see Sasha writing out his feelings on the sky
as though that is what it was there for and in the distance
of his barely present interest in the world around him
he notes an absence. Meanwhile Rebecca the camp director
dusts the bunks of their insecurities because insecurities
have no place at summer camp. The lumberjacks
start singing that song that starts That Man don’t own me/

and that man don’t want me/ and I’ll be damned/
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feverage

Dear Eloise 
I have often thought that what we most desire
should be placed in a box and buried
deep beneath the ground
where it can never whisper in our ears again.
So of course here you are, whispering in my ear,
running your hands across my chest and down my pants
grabbing hold of my cock like you have got some intentions
as a tidal wave of death erupted
from the sea, as was foretold of the rapture in scripture long ago.
We are a product of fever power now,
and this is our life. It is in our hearts and also our blood.
I am a car crash of emotion I said. I am biding my time.
I have often thought of you as one kind of disaster or another
you told me, and kissed me, right here, on my sadness.
 

WE HAVE LOVED YOU SO and then the flames
turn into heart shaped balloons and the girls
are at a diner, drinking milkshakes and laughing
at the times they have had while all the ghosts
of every man who ever tried to invent a better reality
in the hopes that it would be better than whatever was already there
watch them and drool, and then walk away
because even a failed idea is more than the sum of its failures
o we hope we hope we hope we hope
goes the audience. And they do. And we do.
And you do. And the girls are indifferent
because their failures are real, and personal,
and said failures are weights around their hearts which are coated
in glitter and in the process
of becoming diamonds. Rebecca the camp director 
reaches for the loudspeaker one last time. She is standing
in a burned-out cabin with a window and a wall and a roof
at the shore of the lake she made the parking lot into
because she has always wanted a lakeshore view
as she announces Summer camp is over ladies.

For dinner you are having milkshakes and you are having them

in a diner. Your sunburns are extensive

and beautiful to behold. Your hearts are glittering diamonds

because that is what you say they are but mine

mine is a big bloody thing that hangs by a thread

and I love you all the more for it. Then the camp director
sets the loudspeaker on fire and goes off into the woods
where a party has gathered,
and she begins to wind up a coffin to better represent death,
because summer camp is over, and death is all around
and that is just that.
 






