
What a strange thing it is to have this device, this computer, this thing small enough to put on my 

lap, and watch the sixth mass extinction in real time. I obsessively watch YouTube videos hosted 

by climate scientists, physicists and environmental biologists (Paul Beckwith, Guy McPherson, 

Peter Wadhams, Jennifer Francis) for information on the state of things as they unfold.  

Deteriorate. Disintegrate. Collapse. 

The planet is out of whack. It’s not working the way it’s supposed to. The clouds are 

broken. The sky is broken. The air is broken. The plants and animals and ice are broken. We 

broke it. I don’t think we’re getting our deposit back. 

Jennifer Francis: We’re seeing a new feedback develop between the Arctic being so warm 

and its effect on the jetstream and vice versa. The very warm Arctic in the early fall is causing 

the jetstream to take a wavier path and those bigger swings are transporting more heat and 

moisture up into the Arctic…that water vapor is important because it’s a greenhouse gas so it 

contributes to the already warming effects of carbon dioxide and other greenhouse gases, but it 

also causes more clouds to form and those clouds are also very good at trapping heat down by 

the surface.  

End result: September Arctic sea ice is now declining at a rate of 12.8 percent per decade. 

We will soon have our first blue ocean event. In which case, hold on to your hat. Ginormous 

blizzards will bury the Midwest and eastern coast and the melt in the spring will cause more 

flooding, wiped out roads, flooded barns and silos, eroded fields, the inability to plant and 

sustain crops such as wheat and barley and corn and oats and beans, i.e. food.  

I like food. I always have. Not so much broccoli or liver. But bean burritos and pancakes 

and macaroni and breadcrumb chicken. Salade piémontaise with boiled eggs and pickles.  

R and I walk to Safeway to pick up a prescription for Nortriptyline, a tricyclic 

antidepressant. I worry about the ability to get pharmaceuticals in the future. Pharmacies rely 

heavily on trucking. It may be one of the first things to go. There are a lot of people who rely on 

medications for heart disease and a gazillion other maladies our fragile biology is prone to. What 

are they going to do? It’s a grim prospect. 

We go to the Queen Anne Farmers Market. There’s a booth there that serves the best 

hamburgers and fries I’ve ever had. We sit down at a long picnic table with our hamburgers and 

peach lemonade and I watch as a woman in a three-wheeled motorized chair travels slowly east 

toward the end of the food aisles. She comes to a strip of contoured rubber for covering the cable 

and attempts to go over it. Her chair capsizes. Two people at the Kiss My Grits booth come to 

her aid and help her back into her chair. The woman’s legs are completely paralyzed. She has no 

use of them whatever. And yet the woman has an athletic look. I wonder if she injured herself 

doing gymnastics or high diving. She also seems to be pretty grouchy about the situation. But so 

would I be. I’ve had a beef going with the universe my entire life and have enjoyed and continue 

to enjoy the full use of my limbs. I’d like to get the universe into a ring for a wrestling match but 

don’t think I’d do well. How do you get the universe into a headlock?  

It’s comforting to visit the Farmer’s Market, which operates every Thursday until early 

October. I like to think that if the food disappears from the grocery shelves people will still be 

growing food locally and bringing it to open air markets like this. 

I notice a lot of children. This is a cause of wonder to me. What kind of future do they 

have? There seems to be a taboo on talking about such things. There are no taboos in poems so I 



get to talk about it here. Though there’s nothing, really, to say. It just makes me feel sad to see all 

these kids. 

It’s a comfortable 81 degrees Fahrenheit with a mild breeze. I’m able to hold the napkins 

down with a bag of peanuts I brought to feed crows. I’ve been feeding crows for over a year 

now. I love crows. I love their intelligence, which shows in their acrobatics and agility in flight 

and the way they hide peanuts to eat later, which is a sign of strategy and planning. Yesterday I 

was watching three crows peck away at the peanuts I’d just tossed on a lawn when I felt 

something like an egg breaking on my head. There was a crow perched on a branch just above 

me who took a dump. I wiped the poop off with my running shirt. It smelled of peanuts and there 

were tiny, miniscule bits of peanut in the poop. Bird poop is the least gross poop of all possible 

forms of poop. It’s white. White poop. That’s amazing.  

If you read Le Crottin by Francis Ponge he will tell you all about poop, the poop of the 

horse (“brioche paille”), the dog, the cat, and human beings, the poop of humans being the 

worse, (“pour leur consistence de mortier pâteux et fâcheusement adhesif”).  

I talked to a woman earlier today about feeding crows. She fed crows too. I told her I got 

pooped on by a crow and she tells me that’s good luck. I hope so.  

We bought a pound of blueberries grown on Fir Island near Mount Vernon, Washington in 

the Skagit River Delta and headed home after I picked my medication up. The breeze was 

picking up and the sky was becoming overcast. The waning sunlight shone through a diaphanous 

filter of cloud and three crows flew down to greet me near home. I tossed some peanuts and one 

of them flew down, grabbed a peanut and flew high to the peak of a roof to start pecking at it.  

We watch Parks and Recreation on Netflix after dinner and the final episode of GLOW 

and then, laptop on the bed (the datacenters that power our digital services produce 2% of global 

greenhouse emissions, same as the 2% produced by aviation), I watch (that is to say, I feel 

compelled to watch, it’s a frigging addiction) another video about abrupt climate change. Paul 

Beckwith sits in a chair with a bunch of plants behind him, white wires dangling from his head, 

and discusses the fires in the Amazon and how it relates to the hydrological cycles of the rest of 

the world. It’s not good. We lose all resiliency in the climate system once we begin losing the 

biomes of the planet, including rainforests. When the chain of recycled rainfall is disrupted you 

risk getting an amplified feedback effect: more destruction, more desert, more draughts, more 

hurricanes and monsoons. All hell breaks loose.  

I get agitated whenever the pronoun ‘we’ gets bandied about. ‘We’ need to do such and 

such if ‘we’ are to save ourselves. But there is no ‘we.’ There’s a megalomaniacal, oligarchic 

billionaire class and the rest of us. The real ‘we’ are people who do what they can to stay afloat, 

navigate the Kafkaesque bureaucracy of a collapsing healthcare system and buy unsalted peanuts 

to feed to crows. Blocks of suet and seed for finches, wrens and chickadees. We hang them in a 

little cage from the limb of a nearby tree. They go through it fast. Edward Abbey said the 

antidote to despair is action. I think it might also be peanuts. And suet.  

  

 

 

 

 




