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I live in a time that has benefitted from the invention of the bicycle, so when it is dusk, I can be seen 
pedaling from the crowd. 
 
The street is level though the planet may not be. 
 
I am subject to innumerable laws, though it may not appear that way. 
 
I expect violence from some I see; from others, I expect no more than permission to continue cycling, 
which is all I request. 
 
Of course I am tempted to run red lights as though racing my regrets. 
 
An accounting takes place in my average-sized brain while the street numbers increase.  
 
Though I would like to do so, it is dangerous while pedaling to study anything in the tactile world: I 
would be bound to wreck. 
 
One exception is the straining, bare calves of the cyclists in front. 
 
I synchronize my exertions to the shadows leaping with their pedaling. 
 
Police idle like the fog and obscure my vision. 
 
For some, this is a leisure city, however much I sweat on the incline that slowly develops. 
 
A breath of queenly grace straightens the backs of those able to be leisurely, while others wait to be 
made able. 
 
I am not quite here, as everyone can see. 
 
I am still in disbelief that the alphabet before you stands in for the sounds that I have been making.  
 
While cycling, I am in a kicking fetal position arriving at the following moment. 
 
I may as well have never left my mother’s insides. 
 
My black jacket and the small silver body, a pendant against my chest, are my I.D.; my sweet and 
scowling face is my I.D. 
 
I wish to be admitted continually to a gentler order. 
 
My panting is a kind of script: a writing that secures me among my readers who hold me bodily in sight.  
 
My eyes display a kind of writing read by attentive passersby. 
 



It is idiotic to think that my genitals are enough of an alphabet in situations when I am taken by desire, 
yet it might be enough when I best enact my affinities. 
 
I still have a reason to believe I will be delivered. 
 
I arrived at this belief through everyday positions, locked lips, and a kind of transience. 
 
I absolutely feel love for creation. 
 
It stands in for song. 
 
As far as I understand these sights, they are mine, and as far as I do not, they are, I suppose, God’s. 
 
I am at a red light, and my heat is my transpiring. 
  

• 
 
I take a new book and inscribe it with my day and the demands in my upkeep. Hydration is one 
demand of this body, so it should surprise no one when droplets fall into my book. Even one 
move can warp its pages. 
 
My memory is not very dependable, so I make faint pencil marks alongside helpful or inspiring 
passages. I figure it is better that a book be marked up by me than shelved by someone about 
to collapse from boredom. 
 
A common emission among the living is the oily imprinting by palms, forehead, even chest and 
thighs. My palms often smudge ink from the pages onto the book’s sides. A reader like me is 
little more than a smudger working tenderly in the world and its approximations. 
 
I have no idea who works behind me to clean up my everyday mess, but my book is a mop that 
accelerates its efforts at absorbing my fluids whenever I accelerate my destructing body. My 
book is a bib, rag, or chestplate. Thanks to its defenses, I could finish the day in fine shape, like I 
just toweled off from the bath that begins my morning. 
 
Whatever could compromise people’s first impression of me is minimized by my book’s terrific 
ability to take such a beating. I would never be able to sell it to anyone. A bookseller would take 
one look at its condition and know that I had been through a battle informed by its contents. I 
should not even try to part with it. 
 

• 
 
I was kissed on the lips by someone who knew the ways of enacting joy in countless others. It 
was a soft and wet kiss that created within me a sensation of floating. I wanted to float and 
continued to do so. While heading home, I pursed my lips toward my nostrils to smell what was 
left of the kisser’s scent. Hadn’t my lips always been shaped by desire in unexpected fashions? 



 
With my lips in this position, I had the sensation of having disappeared up my navel. The wind 
carried smells that interfered with my intended scent, but I gave my surroundings no attention. 
I would sooner spit out my lungs. It was a city where I was prepared to applaud a kiss that could 
invade it like nature. It was nature where I was prepared to applaud a kiss that could invade it 
like a city. I was not due any time soon to fail and fade from what was demonstrated on my 
very mouth. 
 

• 
 
When despair about the world grows in me, on me grows an ecology.  
 
Any part of my body is precedent. My eyes exemplify the rippling seen in shallow pools 
inhabited by the smallest lives, even singular cells, and where roaming animals refresh 
themselves. All are welcome to rest around my eyes and whatever has taken root. 
 
At my collarbone is a chasm with shade. Beneath are the blood vessels and nerves that assist 
my structure. Unheard-of colors are seen on the flora and fauna found on and inside me, a 
terrain of musculature and fatty deposits. 
 
The rolling of my hips is a place of relaxation; the pits of my arms two sources for watering. (I 
always spill essential materials when making my love comprehensible.) Blooms extend from 
damper regions, so beehives later appear, little economies in air. The canals of my ear may 
rupture from their buzzing, but I have been busy, too, marking my methods of self-
preservation; this includes replenishing my fluids so that you can find me fecund. 
 
The hollow of my groin attracts forms known for their resilience through the seasons. Many are 
familiar. 
 
My legs, covered like others with a light down, have hardened from everyday activities in 
curtailing my terror. These legs are negotiated by climbers and traversers intent on lengthy 
journeys. There they may learn obedience around the places I am tattooed, a scarring 
synonymous with testimony. 
 
Any living thing can approach me, but I would never let them grovel at my feet, because it is 
often my feet that resist my conscience. I have a difficult time hearing it through the scum of 
my appetites. 
 
You must take me as just one erotic and neurological, sensate and creative totality: one nose, 
two eyes, two arms, two legs, ten fingers, ten toes, though my description here becomes 
presumptive: I have not recently verified these figures. 
 
When despair about the world grows in me, on me grows an ecology. 
 



• 
 
We spent enough time together to amount to a life. You still appear to me a wonder. I refer to 
what you said to inform my discipline and disobedience. We faced losses that couldn’t impact 
the likes of us. I gambled and lost your money, poured and spilled your drink, picked and 
spoiled your blooms. I owe you all these back, though I continue to lack the essentials we 
declined, such as sleep and breathing. 
 
If it was violence that loitered outside, we toured our rooms. I buzzed my hair close and threw 
the clippings from the balcony, then we put on black clothes. Styled for self-preservation, we 
walked out into society. Shame in our lives was unhelpful. If there was an outside world then, 
we still meant to float within our conversation. It was love and less importantly a model for 
living. 
 
Each part of your body articulated. I made a habit of observing you when you were eating, 
drinking, pissing, fucking, walking, standing, sitting, sleeping, waking, speaking, and keeping 
silent. I could feel myself being seen doing the same. A watchful moment was a unit of 
measure, as was the length of our limbs, or our tongues. 
 
We rested against one another; it was a sign of our resilience. I relied on you in my independent 
study, and you carried my work in your pocket. It wasn’t amazing that the sum of my labor 
could fit in a pocket but that you chose my work to carry with you. It made no difference 
whether our thinking was universal or only verifiable on the ground that our shod feet 
occupied. I replicate it by asking the same questions we posed to each other, and expecting 
your responses, I sometimes reach that fugitive feeling. 
 

• 
 
You make for the two of us a passing world, so there is no time to compose a eulogy for every 
cell of ours that expires. 
 
When you indicate a form of life, my biography becomes no longer expressible to me. 
 
I choose you to resume my narration, and if you don’t begin in the following moment, I will not 
assume that my life is over. 
 
I trust that you will start later, maybe when a clearing centers itself in our flux, a quiet moment 
to begin again. 
 
In this request, I won’t yet be pleading, so I speak like you are in the room, or I speak to you 
silently, or I write to ask that you resolve my trouble. 
 



When I listen—no matter that I look inattentive, incapable of learning, at one with idiots—a 
word from you is enough to orient myself, to break my being, to make a coffin for the worse 
facets of myself, such as my helplessness. 
 
Forget the eyes and whatever it is you show me (it passes): the ears are respondent organs of 
affection, by far. 
 
It is unimportant whether I lose these sights and words; their feeling will still be had. 
 

• 
 
You asked me what was on my mind, and I said that I was thinking of how to reply. When you 
asked, To what?, I said, To how you indicate a life. I also said, It’s difficult to follow the 
tenderness of your ethics. You said, It’s not about imitation but sustaining the care shown by 
your friends. I asked, Even shown by me?, and you stepped back and said, No, not quite you. 
Maybe a moment from time to time. I kicked the ground and asked if this moment occurred 
because you were present, a reminder, and you answered, I would not have been able to watch 
you otherwise. I agreed. There was a pause in our conversation, though all else continued. By 
this time, it was either dusk or dawn, and a passage opened within me, and I said, 
 

• 
 
 


