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Behold the word: destroy, destroy, destroy.

- Marcel Schwob,  
tr. Kit Schluter, The Book of Monelle

Images of rapture / Creep into me slowly
 

- Mariah Carey, “Fantasy”



THE EASY 
BODY
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OK, let’s take a
poll:

how many of us 
grew up praying for

the end of the world? Is it
so bad to desire 

the end of the world?

Transcribing a codex for
the dissolution of self 

as I sit on your
face, calling for the

end of the world.

Oh, yes.
I see.

How you retreat from 
my love into the safety

of myth. 
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On the day after a fierce autumn wind everything moves 
one deeply. This is a book on fire,

ignited thru an act of avolition.
Words carried across continents, 

in chests eventually cut, opened and offered to a black sun, 
held thru an extermination so comically Fordist that it 
could only exist in this 

bright modern world

with no room for

this fire 
which is detached from the land 

just like me just like my illness;

the words in this book 

are offered words on a wing 
in a godless month.
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Casual rebellion
against 

vocational loneliness

turns into bargain orgy. Never

is a promise. Never
is something so good that 

it covers your mouth as you 

turn in the night. 

Skates slit the ice
bringing forth a sexless world.

Grace stabs me like a melting lust.

Love fails.
Words turn into doves.
Hands turn into bread.

Feast on this terror
choosing you

and

calling you 

forward
into a boring salvation

that will leave you hanging
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a sculpted exposure of meat

from the clouds.

I BELIEVE IN WHATEVER GETS YOU THROUGH 
THE NIGHT.
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Taut shatter of heat

went ahead & just, 
like

felt the whole body being 
unzipped. 

A swaybacked river of tears
with a salt wedge

between 
breath and words caught dissolving

under tongue. 

Ocean supposedly 
never wanes 

unless to strike back. Lifting its
hem

to expose its bones 
before swallowing.

O—to be a diver 
in a false tautology.

Floating as I nursed an untimely obsession
with how

the sky wears its hair. What 
to do. 

An undying, claustrophobic 
expanse we refer to as the night.
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&, here I am again, 

in Los Angeles, 
in a field of cadmium yellow

among bright letters, leaning against their angles.
On my knees, nursing wolves as I drink decaf coffee 

in the shattering plastic lunar light of dismissive recycled air. 
Taylor, she, sitting across from me, she says to me,

I feel like I have such a hard body, and all my friends,

they have such soft bodies.
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And of course, I, the most impure of any sort of woman, 

at this point in the ceremony for the dead, 

just fall forward and begin vomiting jewels onto the mirror
before me 

as the 

mire that supposedly 
birthed me 

begins 

creeping up to swallow me whole, 
incense still clutched to be offered in between my forefinger 

and thumb. 

Decaying gegenschein 

dripping down my thighs, 

a credence surface for the confirmation 
of some sort of satorial lust. 

Caught the eyes of my reflection and we both understood 
the need to dissolve in order to survive, to shift shapes.

My body became a flat blue arc, then a half sphere, static in 
its empyrean tendencies—

decadently reactionary in its sorrow.
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After an afternoon spent watching the embroidery of the 
revolution being undone,

I go home just to shiver 

and scratch myself. 

I’m remembering a recording of you reading in what I 
know is a huge space and in front of what I can feel is a lot 
of people and I know we’ll never be able to talk again. 

First: 

let me guide your eyes back to the humid still color of the 
heat. 

The sleepy way we greeted. 

A rose opened so wide enough to make the concavity 
before your heart ache. 
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Nothing happened. 
The asphalt is taut 

and 
bleached. 

We live in stucco. Finding pieces of concrete in the dirt.

Layers of manchas of oil 
bruising the driveway. 

Tears of juniper. 
The raw Saturday brightness of pink Zote soap. 

At night, we 
float in a glum ekstasis,

thick with demons. 

The last thing we see is a starry sky of asbestos. Elbow deep 

in curved back. 

Rows of stars coming towards us 
like panic attacks. 
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Fluorescent lights hang above me 

as intimately as the bones in my arms. 
All the trees

are to die soon, at the same time. 
I am ugly here.
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Never will I be 

a hand, coy with uñas holding a rose,

dismembered on tip toe wearing tight jeans,

or an angle of cement laying with the river.
The jacaranda that stains the windshield

will never share its beauty with me.
Almost bleak uncertainty, a giddy blindness.
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It will be convoluted 

and casual 
and the deaths of our enemies will begin with sighs. 

Cigarettes rubbed out and into the dust. 

We’ll all get used to holding broken objects certain ways. 
Some of us will do bad things, 

like press ourselves against those who did not wish to be 
pressed. 

It will be boring. 
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Wreck your body fully and remind it of me. 

Today’s a day of shrouded dicks and hills: 
gore-spitting donuts at midnight. 

Every chest a cradle, every wound a liability. 
I hate you all, I hate this place. 

Sure somewhere in this body 
there’s a memory of the 

bite of the waves, 
the fall from the helicopter, 

or that last breath of plastic bag. 

Are you ready for life lived on your belly. 
Have you seen your name tagged on a wall yet. 

Which side will I be on, 
everyone is asking me with their eyes. 

Whichever side gets put behind a fence.
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My mother, the short tone of a light golden bell.
I am polluted. 

Waking up from another dream of a writhing torso,
of only smooth, rounded belly and thighs being shown to 
me. It looked familiar in its reactions: its wet open cunt, 
the person displaying it to me handed me their pistol. 

I knew what to do, 
remembering the day in the wild fields 

by the freeway and the river 

that I’d stroked my own cock to an absurd length, it 
coming and turning into a pillar of blood in my hand. 

I woke up in a box on my grandmother’s patio, 

the sun seeping through the weave.
Fisting myself as they discovered me. 

Bodies that are borders, hiding. 
Never have I ever

possessed the pleasures
of having the easy body.

Hair and skin changing tones in the seasons,
gender changing with the tides and how close the moon is.
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My maidenhead was thrown in the trash as my dress 
disappeared. My lovers wrapped me in plaster, in plastic. 
They hung me up to dry, told me that they’d be back soon.

The police were called, and they waited; and waited for the 
coyote that slept next to me to wake up, too.

But I slept the sleep
of white girls, 

& ultimately woke up 

with the telltale bruising

of someone acting a god-
damn fool,

by a brick 

hidden under 
five hundred and twenty-four years of mattresses,

instead of through a window.
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Got tired of being a house on fire,
so I became a poet. 

Got tired of being a plastic bag,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of being a flower in the wind,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of being a faceless daughter,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of of being a rotting altar,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of being an oil spill off the coast of Santa 
Barbara,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of being the Santa Ana wind’s girlfriend,
so I became a poet.

Got tired of hearing white people read,
so I became a poet.

And anyway,
everyone knows that poets

are the first up
against the wall.
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Somehow the authorities were under
the impression that I was good with children

or,

possessed the knowledge that I’d at least worked with them.
A misguided drawbridge of solidarity,

a failed attempt to reach a mother of a body like mine
in a night of sirens and broken windows

had lead them to me.

I longed for the hissing 
that my family passed to me:

“do you not understand that to be a freak is to die that 
assimilation is life do you not know what happened to her 
she was a freak and she disappeared your mother painted 

her name on a wall and we had to send her away —

“let the dictatorship answer
let the state answer

are you listening to me — 

“girls who don’t listen end up on 
the sides of the road and you, you

invite this upon yourself —

“es porque a ti te gusta la mala vida, ¿no?”
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I am a child of the death of the revolution. Weapons

are now covered in cement. 
I am not a mother 

who stood up in tenderness & heroism, 
caressing the delicate skin of my children with one hand, 

& the other hand ready on my gun. 

I am a mother 

who saw a rocket hit my daughter’s shoulder, 
who saw her heart and intestines, and 
        saw her in pieces, 

destroyed. 

I am a woman 

who tried to put her daughter back together again, 
who tried to put her little arm back in place, 

and hold everything inside of her. 

A woman 

who let capitalism tell her that 

she couldn’t protect her child, to not even bother trying—
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—I stood up, and looked behind me. Didn’t
turn into a pillar of salt. 

Think of it as a mass of cells,
think of it as tissue. 

Think of it as your own blood.

I turned into a soft, melting hell and lost my slight, brief 
beauty very quickly. 
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Invoked the absence of the goddess who eats only chile 
and the goddess of like-boys.

The goddess of precious things, the goddess of destroying 
the hearth, the goddess that hunts rapist uncles.

The goddess of velvet voiced deep song, the goddess of 
things grown in bloody soil, the goddess of tongues flying 
through air to meet ears.

The goddess of anti-appearance, the goddess of clitoris 
blossoming and melting under tongue, the goddess of 
menstrual cramps seen like a storm over the ocean.

The goddess of the color indigo, the goddess that whispers 
second sight into your ears, the goddess of house fires set in 
the rage of domestic rejection.

The goddess of apples with blushing flesh, the goddess that 
appears as a bird trapped in the living room, the goddess of 
asbestos constellation ceilings.

The goddess of seduction as assassination technique, 
the goddess of lost memories, the goddess of no no no 
y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no 
no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y 
no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no 
no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no 
y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no 
no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no 
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y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y 
no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y 
no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no 
no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no 
no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y 
no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no 
no y no no no no y no no no no y no no no no y no —

The twin goddesses of ¡ya basta¡ & please, stop, the 
goddess of the buried and broken mirror, the goddess of 
languages only spoken by ghosts.
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Tell me please 
about your living in such a lunar body. 

Lumps of fat ebbing and flowing across ribs and that 
metal plate. 

Tell me please 
about your life lived revolving around those of others. 

What of the broken column in your right thigh or of your 
time on your knees nursing wolf cubs. 

What of your memory of long pins and their rounding 
and digging. 

Each night reunites me with the feral tenderness of my 
own evil. 

Imagine today that you are holy, that you can walk into 
your father’s house and eat your brother with blood on 
your hands.  
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May I please just say — please let me just take this time — 
to say — please, one moment — that

it hurt. 

It hurt so much. That I didn’t wake up and resolve to get 
hurt. It hurt like the freeway. 

Abandoned the heaven for warriors and women dead in 
childbirth, let my tears turn into sparks.

No place for the bad girls to rest, or those of us with fatal 
staph from a bra clasp.

Set fire to the altar of a debilitating dress.

Vomit turned into a dove,
and they cut off your breast for better aim.
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I had feared becoming fat, 
suburban; things foreign to me. 

Of longing for things molded in plastic, in chrome. 

A staircase of women were sewing their hatred and failures 
into their fat, 

gestating a cancer of hens while standing in the room 
with me. 

There had been a silent consensus that all of my sins are 
the simple sins of a woman who is only trying to survive. 
And all of those simple sins are crimes against the state. 

I’d been at a meeting. I didn’t say anything, there was no 
one to listen to what I had to say.
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In the basket I hid in, 
placed among the reeds by my older sister,

I found myself wondering if it was wrong to think of you 
with your hair in a hand (a blur at the moment in time I 
try to remember), your elbow’s pressure raising the sleeping 
man next to you, to think of you watching while laying on 
your side while I lay in my black bed and in my cold body?

Somehow: through the shape of your eyes, their held 
blackness—

You’ve reminded me to be very tender. To pause over the 
gaps between clavicle and collar until my tears fill that 
space & we’re sure that our demands have been met.

I imagine that same tenderness is the crux of how you live 
your life.
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It was a bright day when they came for me. My family 
stood quietly on the patio as the basket was split open, and 
I rolled on to the concrete, coming to a stop by my uncle’s 
dead car on cinderblocks. 

I presented them with my personal property: 

one (1) paper conical cap perched upon red hair; 
one (1) gold filigree ring with a hand of Miriam; 
one (1) statue of Our Lady of Grace broken into 
four (4) pieces.

In my coat pocket, I’d found some wax in different colors, 
that was malleable and I made shapes for the children who, 
like me, it seemed, either had hyphenated names, or no 
father, or their mother had probably been asked if she was 
their nanny while carrying them, or she had to work two 
jobs and left them with relatives who also had to work two 
jobs and left them with other relatives who either ignored 
them or beat them or raped them; in some cases it was all 
of these things. 

Together we sat, criss-cross-applesauce, playing games 
while they were getting ready to murder us during the 
morning rush, in front of the Ferry Building. I was the only 
adult, and arranged us to sit in a circle.

Other adults, people who didn’t fit into the seemingly 
arbitrary categories deemed fit for execution, passed us 
by with lattes, looking at their phones. The authorities 
were distracted.

The death apparatus wasn’t working. (It was a train. They 
were going to run us over with a train.)

We were all kind of hungry. 
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I began to look up at the commuters (they didn’t deserve 
to be called adults, I decided), and scowl and gesture with 
my eyes through red rover & improvised four square with a 
ball of trash.

The commuters then began to brush against us and would 
gently and discretely take a child’s hand. Like ground 
maíz one spills from their metate, I blew on each child as 
a blessing. I’d then pass them on to the commuter, and 
they’d disappear into the crowd.

Eventually, I was left alone in the plaza, as if caught in 
some glass ceilinged bardo, due to probably inscribing some 
sutra while unwittingly impure. 

So, I ran away.





37

The war started a while after I said I was “going the fuck 
home”. 

The war started soon after I turned around and walked 
away from you. 

The war started at some point while I was lost between 
San Pablo & Adeline or right as I heard a whistle from afar 
then the carrier of the whistle passing me by on a bicycle.

The war started around noon in November when the 
mornings feel like noon, noon feels like the afternoon, 
the afternoon feels like evening, and the evening is 
devoured by one long night and morning comes when 
no one is around.
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I couldn’t even tell you which parties were at war, only that 
it’d been determined that I was unable to choose sides. & 
my inability—the perceived inability considered suddenly 
characteristic of people “like” myself— made me a piece of 
gristle in everyone’s jaws; so, of course, I must be spit out. 
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Everyone in considerably less peril resisted in the only way 
they really knew how.

They spoke slowly.
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It was agreed that I was barren. It was agreed that I was 
crazy because I was barren. It was agreed that I was in 
danger. We’d separated. We’d been separated. I had 
thought I would see you at home, at your home, but then a 
war started. 

I went to what everyone else called my home, back to the 
room that my grandmother died in, and was not allowed to 
leave the house, or have visitors, or go out onto the cement 
patio where we’d once held rosaries and bautizo parties & 
my mother had the giant image of La Virgen installed so 
that my grandmother could see her from her death bed. I 
could only look out onto it, beyond the twisted wrought 
iron bars painted white where my mother had claimed to 
have had a vision of Christ crucified on the morning that 
I was nine and my grandmother’s eyes rolled back and she 
bled from every orifice. 

Webs of capillaries beneath skin turning into paper. Fur in 
autumn light. 

A stain peeled back, revealing red violet tights that I’d put 
aside to destroy later. Pretend with me that there’s a print 
of the Dream of the Fisherman’s Wife over the bed. Spirits 
file themselves into my hair & head like sheets of ice. 
You’re crouched in front of your oven as your hard drive of 
porn bakes to save itself. Your mysterious lust, coded and 
corrupted. The pointed toes taunting and summoning lovers 
in handstands; fractured search engine entries. Glimpses 
of bareness through a slit in faded, printed cotton. Vaginal 
interiority of a wrinkled satin sheet. The hair under my 
arms as I squeegee the shower. My hair scattered in the sink. 
Maybe some things are completely different. Your fingertips 
under your chin. Watch you in the garden from above, 
leaning out the window. Notice how you smile in your sleep, 
away from me and all my panic.
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A mollete made with yesterday’s beans, the bollilo hard 
and dry. As I eat meals left for me on the stove, I notice my 
great-grandfather’s sickle still between it & the wall. Rice 
mixed with beans mixed with sour cream. Plátanos cold 
and solid with oil. 

The sky is always purple here, the water from the faucet 
is white.

Cream of Wheat that is all lumps, with Blue Bonnet and 
either brown sugar or soy sauce. 
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I began visiting myself—unaware, that I had company, 
so, feeling ill at ease, yet—watching myself panic. 
Barely missed gestures interpreted that I was unwanted, 
disbelieved, and/or a threat. Caught glances before they 
dissolved into more focused contact. All food became 
reduced to violent texture, violent smell, violent color. 
The sensuality of jam demanded as ransom to a barely 
tolerated ghost. Feel your throat gradually tighten, until it 
becomes like the eye of a needle. At night, you brush your 
many tails as the spirit possessing you bounces and plays 
with a ball inside your chest. In bathwater, you dissolve. 
Light plays on surfaces while it sings. All things have 
songs, not all songs are joyful. 

The night is thick with demons.
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I woke up alone.

In the morning, there were halved lovers in the streets. 
We found our tears had turned to bullets and we couldn’t 
find those we’d fallen asleep with. Our bodies adapted: we 
grew and split into mirrors; we blistered and replaced the 
meadows. Our milk became fire. My own body gradually 
faded into a prism, and I bled rainbows onto sidewalks as I 
crawled on my hands and knees calling for you.

I wake up alone here. 
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In hiding, I go on walks. A plastic lake to see a hawk. A 
palm tree stump rotted to the core. River rock satanic pit 
where I used to fuck. Climb up the clay trails to gaze at the 
smog. Heavy veil of sage. Crows are diving. Where is the 
air clear? Translucent sycamores, root searching for water. 
A specific gold, fading to grey. If I died anywhere, it’d be no 
more coming to life. Buried with a house key in her mouth 
and a TAP card in her back pocket. Tracked dirt onto the 
Gold Line, sitting in the back of the 81. Key doesn’t fit; 
climb in through the bathroom window. Knock over the 
altar. Marigolds in a carpet, plate of snacks, clothes in my 
mom’s taste lay over the back of a chair. Reluctant portrait 
in a frame. Shower head still broken, wrapped up in tape. 
Watching Veronica heat water to wash her hair with an 
electric kettle. Veronica wrapping her hair up in a bleach 
stained towel. Veronica quietly singing. Veronica writing 
in beautiful cursive a note to me, unsure of what to say. 
Veronica singing to herself in the mirror, preening. The 
brown birthmark like an island on her breast.

Veronica, your arm is glowing.



47

I stop talking and eventually I stop eating, preferring to 
erase myself than live in hiding. I hear people come into 
the house during the day. My aunt comes in when it’s still 
dark to wrap me in more blankets, and to tell me that my 
grandmother’s roses are dead. “Is it winter?” I ask. “This is 
Los Angeles,” my aunt tells me, meaning, 

we have no winter here.
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The only roses I see anymore thank me from plastic bags. 
My aunt asks me, “do you need anything”, and I am always 
needing, but never asking, but today I say, “yes, a rose” and 
she looks sad because I’ve only asked for one thing and I 
never ask for anything and I know she is about to tell me 
something awful so right as she says “there aren’t anymore 
roses anywhere” I, anticipating that, scream which, if you 
know me, you know that is something I never do. 
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I ask for a pen and paper;

I’m given an envelope
and a burnt match. 
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You went away, and when you’ll come back, I could be a 
mother, or dead, or living in an other place. You could die, 
you know. No one would tell me. 

Why is it so hard to say “I love you” but so easy to say 
“I am hungry” or “No, I can’t” even though those are 
typically difficult for me to say.

What a selfish letter this is.
What a selfish woman I am.

I want to tell you
where I am —
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Weeks later, I read the statement the police had given the 
prosecutor. They’d watched her cross Adeline, carrying 
a cake. They said that, upon her resisting arrest, she had 
yelled, “please don’t touch me, I shoplifted.” They held 
her down and stomped on her ankle. The screams brought 
people out of their houses. Her bra broke. The cake was 
somewhere out on the street. They put her in a squad car 
and drove her away. It was her twenty-fifth birthday.



53

A big box store 

on a cliff 
overlooking 

the ocean. 
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Women making piles of rags guiding other women holding 
children dressing wounds in lines. 

Women rubbing charcoal of burned buildings onto their 
eyebrows, putting each other’s blood on their lips, cheeks, 
and eyelids.

Women braiding other women’s hair.

Women feeding other women.

Women breaking open cinder blocks that stashed seeds.

Women tapping on beehives to let the bees know of a 
queen’s death.

Women teaching other women how to set a fire, how to rid 
a wound of venom, how to rub a leaf and smell if it is safe 
to eat.

Women preparing the dead.

Women in circles, writing poems, building off each 
others’ verse.

Women listening to other women.

Women believing other women.

Women being bad victims.
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Welcome to the City of the Single Mothers.

Somewhere beyond the parking lot,

among young trees
timidly fecund and bearing fruit

sour and small,
it was said,

lived the bad girls. Who escaped the institution,

feasting on placenta 
and

nursing their illicit shame.

My mother had once been among them,

in the worse days of severed joy. 

I was a traitor to their kind, but also

a different kind of bad. 
Enough for sororal love,

enough for sororal caution.
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You are either one who walks a tightrope or parts the sea. 
We are each other’s boyfriends. We are each a penny in the 
ashtray of each other’s useless car. The car is always out of 
gas but it belongs to us all. The bus will never come. Here, 
there are no court dates. Woman kneeling on folded fleece 
sweatshirts, on clearance, biting on rope, giving birth in 
blue wave etched kiddie pool. 

Dip the rag into the bucket underneath the leak. Suck the 
rag; now kiss the woman behind you & let her drink from 
your lips.

I remember things seen on computer screens or perhaps 
upside down scrolling under a former lover’s thumb while 
waiting for a thick, viscous drink of water.

Who is seducing who here. Who is imagining the hand of a 
rainbow cupping a genital. Caught wishing for a bed.

The baby gets the thickest spit.
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A cut throat upon a knife
a saint upon a spit.

My lipstick ‘round the lip
a cup of molten lead.

Wring out the rain cloud
my cuddly gem.

Oh darling darling
my sweet and careful darling.

My stupid lover
fuck me leeward.

A panting wave 
burned in effigy.

Picking through rags 
while wearing your face

to a meeting of
a working group.

Working towards the destruction
of the idea/belief that women that are a natural group.
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So, into the bonfire went: 

abortion in the age of mechanical reproduction;
fake solidarity;
our biology;
borders;
male violence as bio-inevitability;
professionalized midwifery;
scheduled birth.
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I find you next to a battlement, gazing into a tide pool. A 
gasping brooding anemone, their young nestled among 
their tentacles, hiding from the sun.  A plasticine foam 
comes with the waves and then lingers on the beach, 
decaying. Eel grass, bulbous seaweed. Shiny trash, 
styrofoam mussels, some of it flows into the tide pool, 
floating, its bubbles dying against time and dryness of the 
surface of the sky.

Point to the tide, just beyond it. A little boat, just sitting. 
Inside it are women. The women are gazing at the space 
around us. Depending on the arc of the wave, we see them, 
and then we don’t.
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But did you see those miles and miles of hair.



63

I was imagining crawling into this massive fur garment you 
were wearing to hide your nakedness. It was the last time 
that I saw you. We were watching a man have a seizure 
on a street corner as the other bystanders did everything 
wrong. The jasmine vine was destroyed in a raid. The 
little girl fell into a trench and broke her head open. The 
hospital only had one stitch. Twenty years later on a saint 
day, she tells you this story. It’s a party and there are snacks, 
she covers her mouth while her mouth is full as she is 
telling you, but with the other hand she is parting her hair 
and letting you feel through her scalp. Later, you tell me 
and I am sure that I appeared unfazed.
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Ghazal of the woman who was in love with everyone she 
knew just enough to make her weep glass shards. 
Ghazal of the woman who drowned her child. 
Ghazal of the woman being reorganized. 
Ghazal of the woman still alive being told she is dead and 
no one knows where she is and that she doesn’t know 
where she is and then being lied to that God is doing this, 
that they are God. 
Ghazal of the frozen woman placed strategically at a bombing 
in order to make the threat of socialism loom larger.
Ghazal of the woman’s mother, disappeared.

I had forgotten to mention that this is a love poem. One 
without rhymes, unless, of course, this repetition of loss 
and determination to excavate or extract beauty from any 
of this blood enriched earth like a blackhead, with the 
same visceral pleasure and ease yet unrequited nausea, 
constitutes a rhyme.

This, by the way, is a love poem.

“‘Ah:’” he says, describing the text to me, eyes aglow,
“‘the modern style!’”
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So, seven youths—all enslaved from now-colonies, taken 
from ruined cities, and into the capital--escaped and on the 
first night, they hid in a cave. They fell asleep and a coyote 
watched over them, slept a little, too. The coyote would 
stand at the mouth of the cave very still and people who 
passed by were frightened and sure that something more 
threatening than seven teenagers descended from the people 
before the city or from far away who’d lost their freedom and 
bodies to whims of and work for others taking a seemingly 
eternal nap lay in wait within. The cave was somewhere in 
the hills, of which there were also seven. And the youths 
fell asleep together, laying on each other’s hips and between 
thighs and on bellies, and held their hands between their 
necks and the metal rings around them. Sometimes the 
coyote would curl up amongst them and sometimes would 
nip them. They slept and had figured that eventually their 
masters would find them and they would be killed; but for 
now, they slept a sleep of apples. And they thought not of 
the frescoes depicting their services rendered overhead, the 
feeling of reflecting copper under fingertips and weight of 
a mirror from their arms, the rawness of nipples healed as 
milk dried up. As they slept, they forgot that a slave has 
no persona. June beatings were forgotten, as well as August 
hair washings. The fields under their care grew fallow and 
fell wild and the cave was sealed somehow. In their dreams 
their mouths made such different shapes and their tongues 
no longer felt like tin and the sounds that fell out became a 
length of a lover’s hair, the softness of their mother’s arm, a 
plume of a bird only seen and heard at dusk. Coasts where 
the sun did not fall into the ocean directly in front of them. 
The taste of sugar cane grown in volcanic soil. Songs of 
frogs. The caress of someone long murdered. Dreams of 
a very different sky, of a different wind, of different gods. 
And they woke up, thinking, it’s only been a night, let’s 
continue on, fearing a branding on their foreheads. They 
were cautious in their garments and found themselves 
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outside, greeted and welcomed to waking life by a deep red 
sky with a blanket of rolling smoke over the city that had 
despised them for not offering at its altars. And the youths 
fell to their knees, understanding that everything that had 
attempted to destroy them failed and, in their joy, they fell 
over dead, free.
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I stopped in a mirror to put on lipstick, and I see you 
behind me, holding a baby. Just as beautiful as I ever 
imagined. The three of us look into the mirror together 
and I know the baby is mine. 

I also know this is a dream from the devil. I don’t mind. 
The devil is what brought balance to the world, and the 
world is dying from too much of too many good things. 

I am truly an evil woman. I am probably from that eternal 
and lush paradise to the south, beneath the permanent 
frost. A rotting garden melting ice and flooding the world, 
releasing what clouds breathe to seduce the sun. 

I till the soil with my hands, to mix it with the clay and 
the compost. I reach deeper into the earth and uncover 
a pair of hands, with dirty fingernails and abrasive scars, 
olive, yet also rosy toned. Fine, feminine hands; likely, 
I think, belonging to a mission’s virgin, with a hollow, 
cloaked body. But then, they turn to grasp mine, revealing 
themselves to be the same, yet different.
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That’s how I know I was lied to. 

We took off our silver crowns of thorn and we broke some 
windows, and we broke the jars of Madre Perla. And we 
told our families, with the snakes in our mouths: get real 
with yourselves, while cutting open our palms and our 
insteps and placing their hands on the knives and helping 
them cut our hips. Get real with yourselves, as our darker 
blood ran from our lighter bodies. We stepped off of the 
moon, we stepped out from in front of the sun. Lifted our 
chins. Took the universe off from around our shoulders. up 
off the knees. Un-flattened the backs. 

We turned over, instead of being sold for a cause larger 
than our bodies.

The snake beneath my feet coiled around my thigh and up 
to my nipple to nurse.
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Some things I need you to know before we proceed:

The dictator of the small country fashionable leftists 
seem to know enough about to try to explain to me was 
assassinated by a poet. In this country, the most noble 
thing to be, besides a volcano or a lake, is a poet.

There is a lake in this country with freshwater sharks.

As a child, I was afraid to swim in this lake for fear of being 
turned into a shark maiden, this country’s version of a 
selkie. This continues to this day.

It’s widely accepted by my family living in this country, 
that, due to my willful spinsterhood, upon my death, I will 
turn into a cegua, and haunt the mulberry plantations, 
lonely roads, bars, the Mercado Oriental, wherever 
wayward husbands may be found. New form being a lusty 
maiden with the head of a filly, I will be tasked with 
luring men to some death by, probably boring, definitely 
heteronormative, sex. 

My family is from a town that, besides being recognized 
as a UNESCO World Heritage Site for a tradition of 
people telling the most longwinded stories while utilizing 
polyvocality and masks, lays on a windy plain on an 
isthmus within an isthmus, between a lake and an ocean.
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O! And did I mention, 

how I’m wild and unhappy. —But couldn’t that be

—Isn’t it
the dust of first world malaise settling on 

a third world heart?

I really am an American, aren’t I? This rejection is my 
naturalization. I wake up first with an arbitrary line drawn 
through my bed. My house is suddenly filled with faces that 
blur together and strange sounds come out of their mouths 
making shapes that I can’t read. What a gruesome sight — 
can you imagine? On our grandmother’s plastic encased 
sofa, parting the Fallas Paredes baroque cortinas to look at 
our dresses hanging on the lines. Eating the curtido they 
find in the warped tupperware in our refrí. Dressing their 
blonde daughters in our blusas and huipiles. Can you teach 
her Spanish? They walk us up to the coffin and we spit our 
words into it. 

I set the fire myself.
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Fell asleep on a depressed hill of ashes and bones, pieces 
of soap formed during the rains. My tongue fell out of my 
mouth in seven layers of skin, each remarking their own 
claim to my accent. Broken and fading, yet still insisting 
on singing from my mouth. 

Words formed by colonizers, from a body collaged by them,
too. 

The cast off skin sang in my hands a harmony that only 
a globalized despair could produce. Tones from every 
continent, every possible lallation. 

Turned tears into blood into sickly wine they flowed from 
my palms and into the ashes.

First, a rainbow goddess rose up before me and opened her 
chest. A magüey fell forward out of the wound, and began 
feasting upon her vibrating corpse of pulsing light. 

This is your name, I heard in seven voices.
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Devouring the ashes, it pulled me and I found myself 
inside the piña, swimming in a fibrous flesh that burst 
into flames. I drank like a lapsed and tumbling dream, 
stroking the currents until two pairs of hands appeared 
and took my own.
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Everyone moves in relation to a place that no longer exists. 

Among sweet water sharks, through sunken ruins of 
empire, looking through the lakebed for words taken out of 
our mouths three times over.
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What’s the story again?

A childless woman and a mother fight over a bar of soap. 
The gods took turns trying to form people out of mud, 
then pollen.
A person shaped gods out of clay and made them sing and 
dance in the palm of his hands.
The fields had a high content of lye, turning the bodies of 
those killed into soap. 
Their tongue is cut out.
The childless woman boils the little boy of the mother.
I love elote with mayonnaise, butter, and parmesan. 
The sky is blushing so late in the day. 
The childless woman apologizes for the argument with a 
bar of homemade soap.
Virgin mother tied by her hair to a chainlink fence.
My mother’s silver earrings against her brown skin. 
The horse jumped and left her behind. 
She hangs upside down, 
caught by her hair.

It’s the summer of disappearing children.
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—Who names all the colors? —The same person who 
names all the flowers, I guess. —And who is that? —When 
I was your age, someone told me it was Archangel Michael. 
—And who is that? —The patron saint of cops. —Cops 
name the flowers? —Twenty years ago when I was learning, 
yes. Now, you name them.
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Outside,

which I knew as intimately as an oblivious neighbor 
watched thru nighttime windows,

everything was on fire,

and everything else
was golden.
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I was handed a child to nurse,
I was handed a gun,

I got on my belly. 
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We sleep thru airstrikes in old strip clubs with crumbling 
pink ceilings. Waves of roaches that die in the migrating 
fires. Killed a chicken with my thighs to feed you the 
coagulated blood. Wrapped your feet in my hair before 
laying down under pornographic murals.

I’m not much of a liar. 

I wanted you to have a beautiful book written on pages of 
skin with histamine, only viewable in the dark. I wanted 
the pages to cut my fingertips as I tried to turn them. I 
wanted everyone to have your book, to never let me read 
it, I wanted your book to be inaccessible to me.

I burn copies of it to warm you, read you some of the ashen 
fragments.

My mother wrote a book and she wrote it every morning.
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Keloid on achilles heel;

stab wound on right breast;
poorly healed right arm; 

disappearance from the front yard.

Machete behind the driver’s seat. 

Blue ballpoint pen.
Capital T looks like capital Q.

A postcard signed “Saludos,”.

Photo of a little brown girl in an easter dress, holding a 
parasol, “Tatiana, age 5”. Blurred photo of my mother in 
a white dress and veil, jumping rope, “Vanessa, primer 
comúnion” in browned ink on back.

My mother tells me to guard my heart.
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Instead of any kind of supper, we play a new game that I 
call “see you in dreams, maybe”.

Rules: 

1. You have to be asleep. 
2. Before you sleep, you make a meeting place. 
3. Before you sleep, you agree on a task. 
4. You can take as long as you need to accomplish the 

task in your dreams. 
5. The game ends when someone else that you’ve made 

another arrangement to see them in your dreams, too, 
shows up.

We decide to meet at a beach with black sand, 
and there will be plants that we’ve never seen before, 

and we’ll get to name them, 
and their colors.

And there will be no cop-angels to beat us to it.

6.     Before you fall asleep, you say aloud: “See you in 
dreams, maybe” then tie a string around your knee 
and tie that same string around the other person’s 
knee. 

If the person isn’t physically present, 
sleep next to a candle 

and burn the tip of the string that is tied to your knee.

I take off the bra I don’t even need, 
and tie a strap around my leg 

and the other around hers. 
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Take off my shoes to use as a pillow, 
and lay your head on my belly.

Under the blinking fluorescents and in an aisle of 
irrelevant things, we fall asleep.
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Did you know that beauty comes the death of the world, 
a herald of the end? The sky that glows, in colors both 
explosive and womanly, is in rapture. The warm waters rich 
with death from across the hierarchy that we swim in will 
flood our cities soon.

A rose fell victim to the devil’s flattery and asked to be 
made useful and was turned into a cabbage.

My beauty is a weapon.

And besides, the devil is a fuckboy supreme,

patriarchy’s very own icy dicked independent contractor.
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—Oh god, this story is a disease. This story is a parasite. 
It’s a parasite that was spat into my mouth as I screamed 
“NO”, and made love to my organs and swallowed them 
whole. This story has replaced my flesh. This story has 
become my lover. 

My lover isolated me and made me into a liar and made me 
see things and know things that no one believed and when 
they came to pass everyone forgot.

I ran away and dove into hell to get away from this 
story, I swam across a river of molten fire; but still the 
visions floated in front of me, still the not-yet truth fell 
out of my mouth. 

I cut out my eyes and I cut out my tongue and I cut off my 
hands and walked through the winds and walked through 
the floods and my blood still wrote prophecies on the 
ground and the other damned mocked me. 

And at night, I would be in non-consensual ecstasy, feeling 
the lover swim through my veins and arteries, sucking 
me dry. They would regurgitate me and feed on me and 
whisper sweet nothings that I would offer as prophecies 
instead of moans. My body became a sacrificial altar and I 
would watch my skin pulsate and ripple with oxytocin.

But sometimes I would feel my hair being brushed and 
braided, a light fingertip rubbing a balm on my lips, a 
warm drink poured into my mouth, hands gently grasping 
my wrists and guiding me. I would hear other moans and 
incantations and rants, and I would hear whispers of 
solidarity and promises of vengeance. 

Then suddenly my lover left me and my hands grew back 
and my eyes were my own and I felt my tongue between 



92

my lips and my teeth. And my heart with its irregular beat 
and my stomach with its Virgo tendencies came back and 
the pain in my right thigh returned. So, I settled into hell, 
not worrying about whether my rent controlled apartment 
would burn down or about chronic pain or whether my 
Medi-Cal would be canceled or about being killed by 
a Google bus while riding my bicycle or by the police 
responding to my mental health crisis. 

I met women who’d been buried alive for falling in love, 
I met women who died having back alley abortions, I met 
anarchist whores, I met witches and women who had been 
accused of being witches, I met women who had killed 
rapists, I met women who couldn’t feed their children and 
drowned them. And we wondered why we where there, 
we figured enough people believed that we belonged there, 
we tried to believe that we didn’t exist to get ourselves out 
of there. I’d come there on my own, unsure if I was living 
or not, but between our tortures and humiliations that 
felt like life under patriarchy anyway, we organized study 
groups and skill shares and mocked our torturers and flirted 
with each other.

Then my lover came back and the women in hell tried to 
hide me and misdirect but I was blindfolded in a field of 
flames, swinging some sort of weapon, I’d say a bat—not 
knowing that, what i thought were tiny demons crawling 
and clawing up my body, were, in fact, my own children— 

I was dragged back up to the land of the living, my lover 
not caring that I was sick of love, and actually preferred 
living in a perpetual storm. My protests fell on deaf ears 
even as my friends tried to hold me back I was allowed to 
the surface, but given the head of a bull. 
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The lover moved me somewhere lush and beige and 
complicit, into my childhood home, a white stucco 
dollhouse relic of single motherhood and academia. The 
neighbors stared at my taurine head, and avoided me at 
the market. I was barred from kaffeklatches, and no eggs or 
sugar were lent to me. 

During the day, I was locked in the house. Sometimes, 
the lover took me apart limb by limb, and placed me in a 
long, flat box. At night, when the lover came home and 
turned into salt, and lay me down onto our bed of ice, until 
it melted. I rose up, a cloud. I floated and wept thru the 
house, and my hair grew and serpentined through all the 
rooms, weaving itself into a braid that brushed the lover 
awake, then tightened with my hidden rage. 

I birthed two wolf cubs that I nursed on my knees, and my 
hair went about sweeping the floors, polishing the knives, 
washing the windows. I dressed them in my yellowed, 
mildewed baptismal gown and veil, and they chased the 
seed pearls that fell off and rolled across the dull wooden 
floor. For lunch we ate my placenta and lapped up water 
from the glass under the bed. In the afternoon, I swaddled 
them with my hair and carried them on my back as they 
napped. 

One evening the lover left the door open and we ran out, 
and the lover ran after us. My cubs told me to skin them 
to protect myself, which I did with my mother’s machete. I 
wrapped their furs around my body and threw their corpses 
in a clay pot with rosemary, linden, rose, bloodstone, and 
obsidian and they leapt out anew and at the lover’s throat. 
I screamed and threw myself on everyone’s doors. I saw the 
curtains part and I saw the other women try to come out 
and I saw the men hold them back. 
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The lover was bloodied and bitten in the middle of the 
cul-de-sac and begged me to cut them up and heal them. 
I did cut them up, wordlessly, as my braid whipped back 
and forth and knocked on doors. Everyone came out of 
their houses to watch me as I scraped the quartered lover 
into the pot and watched me not add the herbs, not add 
the crystals. I picked up the pot and smashed it against my 
house and it immediately combusted. The fire jumped to 
the next house, then the next, and so on, as the neighbors 
recoiled and watched me removed my bull’s head and I 
showed them my face for the first time. I threw it into the 
fire and told them all that the world hates me and I hate 
the world and I will accept nothing but the destruction of 
the world. 

The venom of my words put the fire out. 

Plucking some hawthorne, I offered it to the women and 
they took the branches and stabbed their husbands through 
the heart. We ate the berries and we ate the leaves, we spat 
the acid onto the asphalt.
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And I wonder, 

at what age does every girl learn about her evil. 

I resolve to always burn the house down instead of clean it, 
go naked instead of doing laundry. 
To eat pussy instead of cook. 

I resolve to put pleasure before any labor that facilitates 
anything that puts any capital towards incarceration. 

“Your tax dollars at work,” a nurse says as a patient is sedated. 

I’m asked if I dream. 

Yes, that I accepted that I was an evil woman. The night 
was a heavy reluctant blue, azure like a demon’s skin. I 
rose up into the sky, and could tear at the clouds with my 
hands, eat them with such abandon. In a parking lot, I set 
a carcass on fire and moved through the night with the 
fluency of someone who decided to only be against what 
wanted her dead. How could someone oppressed not be 
viewed as evil? 

I came to a wake lit by candles meant to repel women like 
me, bright with incandescent lights bouncing off shining 
skins of good girls. I laughed and laughed and laughed. 
Dust to dust, ashes to ashes, trash to trash. 

There’s a gang of us. Women from now, women from 
my childhood. Hair long and streaked with light against 
California sun. Black braids. Loose curls undulating 
against cheekbones. Clutching peonies, bloomed open 
like a pocketknife. In white, in wool. Joy the color of the 
platonic ideal of the sky. In jean jackets, in black. Thin 
hands that float into fists. Skin with white ripples, creeping 
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up thighs and hips. We run in the street. Spreading open 
the cunt of a bird of paradise to eat the pollen. Machete 
slitting open belly of gentle beluga, hands bailing micro 
beads of eggs, bursting at lips.

Long hair pulled taut by mother’s hands and a comb at 
the crown. 

The other women hear us. They’ve boiled their water, 
they’ve thrown out their aprons. 

“Isn’t she lovely,” we all sing. 

I see my aunt throw the tear gas back. 

We’ve collectively birthed a riot.
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They always say the prettiest girls have it the hardest. 

In bed with your husband, there are no rules. What a 
loathsome system. What a labyrinth. Use your veil to find 
your way back to yourself. Slit his throat and have that be 
the blood on display in the morning. We burn the mattress 
of your staged deflowering under an overpass, and high five 
and our hands clutch and I finally feel true love. 

You have to understand that I come from a place that if a 
man with power saw what he liked, and if what he liked 
was you, there was no refusal. That’s why you were born 
where you were. 

Driving on the misty road from Costa Rica with a 
California girl who speaks with an accent. She raises one 
shoulder and dips her chin into it to say “¡Buenas!” in 
greeting. Taught her how to make bombs with sugar and 
gunpowder and disguise them as tampons. She carries two 
pistols and changes out of her platforms into boots. “No 
one catches us alive, and we definitely don’t die alone,” in 
her same singsong. 

Watch her free all the horses on the hacienda just for the 
ecstasy of the ensuing desmadre. 

Women should be paid wages for the work they do in the 
home, she’s told. 

What home, she asks. What work? 

Won’t live to see her clenching and unclenching her fists 
next to her knees in white silk stockings.
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The corpses showed up on saturated Pasadena lawns. 
Cavernous wounds between the legs, blood thick with clots 
and as dark as shit.

It had taken us long enough to declare that we’d had 
enough. Maybe because we all had varying degrees of 
tolerance, but I suspect it was because the violence had 
ranged from being ignored, being noticed, accused of lying 
and or faking it, to—

—Some of us had scars that fanned across our bodies, 
bajadas of raised tissue. Maps to why we responded to 
threats with saccharine sweetness or refused to smile.

One girl smirks just to show a missing incisor. I wear my 
blouse open and let my nose run.
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—My dress was soaked in sweat and then the air 
conditioner came on and it froze to my skin. A 
houndstooth bodice, an a-line skirt, sewn by my great-
aunt and given to me the day she died, my mother’s sister 
cupping my breast just like the sheriff ’s deputy, except she 
said, “I’m pretty sure we can tailor it for you” and another 
saying, “you sure are a lot smaller than Veronica”. The 
wool will never not smell like plastic cupped juice or 1% 
milk or my neighbor’s shit. 

Depending on what language I am in pain, there is either 
a wooden spoon in my mouth or a sedative in my blood. 
Learned the leisure to be sorrowful wasn’t mine. This time, 
there is sand in my hair. 

I wanted the couple working the snack stand to turn 
around and see me. I wanted people in the parking lot to 
see me. The nurse asked me to get off the chair and to stop 
looking outside. Are you afraid of me being seen? She told 
me to get off the chair. Why when I was on Mission did 
I not shout my name and say they were taking me away. 
Instead I turned my purse upside down and asked them not 
to touch the crook of my arm after they handcuffed me. 

Do you ever see someone here from your everyday life, I ask. 
The woman who serves you coffee, for instance. Who knows 
how you like cinnamon steamed into the milk for your latte. 
Or drew a line on your pint glass to remember how much 
room to leave you. The room had a bench the length of 
it with mirrored windows on each side. They’ll kill me, I 
thought, interrupted when the deputy says, you’re so poised. 
I raised my leg up, still handcuffed. He looks away. 

You can go into the bathroom to take your tights off but I 
am already stripping my thigh highs off with a list of phone 
number tucked into the garter. I keep the list in the arch of 
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my foot, between a sock of what was formerly my favorite 
color with white rubber treads. 

Pasta shells stuffed with ricotta, peas and carrots. Cling 
peaches in 100% juice. Woman next to me moans as 
she eats. How was your cheek injured. Let me have the 
number for patient advocacy. How was your cheek injured 
did it happen last night. Motrin 800 milligrams, please. 
The doctor wrote you a script for naproxen. How did you 
get hurt. You’ll find out. They take her to the ER, and ask 
me if I want her soda crackers. I decline. I ask for coffee. 
They look at my chart. You’re bipolar. I fail to see the 
connection. I have a headache, may I please have a cup 
of coffee. No. 

The occupational therapist is uncomfortable around us, I 
can tell. Talk to a doctor. What are your goals for today? 
Mine are to drink more water and make sure that I eat, I 
get crabby when I don’t eat. Tatiana, what are your goals 
today? To get the fuck out of here. Talk to your doctor 
about that. Have you been in here before, I ask her. You’re 
very flexible, she tells me. I call this warrior pose, it helps 
me clear my head to face the day. There is no day in here. 
Does this woman hear herself. 

How long am I here for? Maybe a week. It looks like a 
week. Can I go outside? No.

Fried rice with pork, graham crackers, tapioca pudding no 
sugar added. Substitutions made, our apologies. Burning of 
the bottoms of feet. Cutting off of tongues. 

Your heart rate is very high, your blood pressure is perfect. 
I’ll let your doctor know. You’re so beautiful. As if me being 
beautiful disqualifies me from being in here. 
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On the bulletin board next to “patient’s rights” in four 
languages, a poster seeking submissions for an anthology 
of “outsider poetry” edited by a psychiatrist. The only 
books in the unit besides a copy of the New Yorker with 
the cover torn off (which I covet) are editions of this same 
anthology. I am too scared to open them. You have the 
right to an interpreter.  

I want nothing more than to be a mother, I tell the 
first psychiatrist. But the earth is dying. How can I say I 
love someone, but bequeath them my own sadness and 
heaviness, as everything around them is on fire. My child 
will be born in a new sea, on a new coast. 

They will drown.

She misses weeping. I am tired from and of weeping and the 
glass that appears in the corners of my eyes each morning.

I find myself wondering if any of the nurses or doctors 
consider themselves feminists. 
 
I hand her the bushel of slowly dying roses covered in 
aphids, blossoms so heavy with despondency that they were 
kowtowing. Tints of pink and yellow. Oh. A fan of softest 
tears in white. “I think,” she says, looking down at them,

“by the end of this decade, every girl/woman we know and 
love is going to be diagnosed as bipolar.”

I wonder now if I’m writing outsider poetry. 

Greetings to our misfortunate friends.
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I wrote this book for you. I will burn every copy and I will 
breathe in the smoke so that all of you that lingers in me 
can read it, and maybe forgive me.
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I lied when I told you that if you were anything like me,

you would fight for your life.

Your mother’s throat is the size of a needle’s eye

as she begs you to not let her hurt you.
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One last thing, for the others, that I need you all to know 
before we continue:

on Friday, June 20, 2014,
I had an abortion. 






