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“When the so-called normal world is doing increasing environmental harm and eliminating species at a rapid rate, it is the poet’s job not to 
sing normal, comforting ditties.” 

 
 

Brenda Hillman 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 

 
                                                                           



                                                                                                                

set 
 

 

   

  
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We bow down  
 
before dark. Strung 
 
above us 
 
laundry, text. 
 
Think of the words you wear. 
 
Fold yourself in the arms of the writer. 
 
I can whisper now. 
 
Ear of the inter-genera-nation. 
 
ssshhshshshshshshshshshshshshshsh 
 
don’t forget 
 
 
(not) a toy 
 

 



                              
 
a billet 
a ticket 
a skein   

 
a beltloop 
a unicorn horn 
a broken box 
a  
 
 
arms crossed 
arms crossed 
 

frayed hem                                       
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
What only looks like a sun. 
Also, looks like 
 
same as as in like or as 

rub out 



 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
Standing prayer.  
 
To pray still. 
 
And then, without    



                   (    )                                         
 
 

 
 
 
Where is the heart?     
 
   my love 
 
 
 
My hands, up 
from inside the vase 
blooming. What hole  
fashioned between. 
 
Heat making space. 
                                                    
                                                       
 



 
How to grow all that             that we live. 
 
 

 
 
 
                                             
 
black wet walnuts (stain  

 

 
 
  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Planet, we 
 
want more 



 
 
 
In winter gone. 
 
my face, milk white 
 
 
 
coconut milk 
cow milk 
goat’s milk 
milk of the moon 
milky eyes 
onion milk 
shepherd’s milk 
breast milk 
evaporated 
reconstituted 
tea with milk 
milkweed  
mother’s milk 
bone milk 
the crop milk of pidgeons 
automated milking 
curds large and small 
milk of the yak 
chocolate flavored  
 



 

 
 
 
I want a soundtrack. 
A taxonomy of experience. 
 
See how I wear my wings, publicly. 
 
 
 

 
 
 



Underscore, madame. 
 
Undergarment. 
What uniform for the missionary. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Smoke hangs in similar patterns to fog, so  
 
something ahead on the road is burning 
 
or clinging as moisture. 
 
 
 

 

 



 

(not) a  
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
                
 

 
 
 
when two plus two has no  
 
 
  

 
 

 tread water careful eat sod light spider  
 
  

  
 

 
 



Pushing on a rusted Toyota flatbed – a jump. 
What rots by salt and what is preserved. 
 
 
 
…and the palms 
 
 

 
 
 
 
My narrowing eyes forage for searching’s sake. 
 
I want to find. To come upon. 
 
 
What comes to me.  
 
I stake I  
am. 
 
Up from the root and shattered mirror each tiny human reflection – that we know of. 
 
Twinkling consciousness in everything! 

 

 
 
 
Crab claw it! 



 
 
 
 
 
 
whisper now 
 
 
no why 
 
 
 
Jade stonepersonplantcolorname    r  e    l    e       a          s              e                         d 
 
 
 
)breathtaking balloon and the tether, the line 
 
 
Mama’s gonna bake  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 
gonna take 
 
 
 

 
irritable reaching smacked back 

 
 

 



 


