
 
January 

 
I am three-dimensional. I want 
the opportunity to slap your face 
and say, “don’t ever do that 
again.” This guy came to visit for 
a week; I couldn’t do it. I cried 
and sent you a text message. You 
responded. I think that meant 
you miss me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
That big bar of rose soap you 
gave me, because I told you I 
dreamed of bathing in rose 
petals, it is almost gone. Every 
time, I shower: When this is gone, I 
will be over it. When there is no 
more, I will feel better. Sometimes I 
lather my whole body and leave 
it under the running water. 
Sometimes I can barely stand to 
wash my hands. Wash. Wash 
with the rose soap. Wash. When 
this is gone. It is almost gone. 
 

 
  



February 
 
 
 
I gave away the little rubber 
chicken you gave me to K. K is 
the first person I’ve had a crush 
on since you. The little chicken 
expands in water the longer you 
leave it in water.  I left it in for a 
week and a half. It got bigger and 
bigger and bigger.  
 
You never saw it so big. 
 
You took it out and let it shrivel 
up, before it had a chance to fill. 
K named the chicken Acorn after 
Chicken Little, who said the sky 
was falling. But it was just an 
acorn.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
You came to me in my dream last 
night.  I couldn’t be sure if it was 
really you.  
 
I mean, the you I used to meet in 
dreams, or a you I’ve created to 
fill up a hole of you in dreams. 
But you came to me and you sang 
it in gospel. You were singing. 
You were telling me: I love you. I 
want you. I need you. You sang in 
an old black man’s song. I sat 
listening, but I couldn’t speak. 
 
Last night in my dream, I saw a 
succulent bloom bright red. I had 
never before seen a succulent 
blood. 



March 
 

Do you remember that time in 
my bed when you covered my 
whole body with your whole 
body? You made me shake and 
then you climbed on top of me—
your feet covering my feet, all of 
your fingers covering my fingers, 
your legs, arms, belly, sex, scars, 
cheek on my cheek, my face in 
the cave your hair made. You left 
bruises all over. You made me 
feel safe. You made me feel 
connected. I wanted to feel like 
this forever. Do you remember 
this? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Today you wrote me that I make 
you feel unsafe. 
 
I have felt unsafe. 
 
unsafe? unsafe? unsafe? unsafe? 
unsafe? unsafe? unsafe?  
 
 
I make you feel unsafe? 
I make you feel unsafe.  
 

 



When I broke up with a woman a 
long time ago, she sat outside my 
house for many days. She went 
crazy. She knocked on my door 
and held my cat in her arms. She 
cut off her hair and left a pile on 
my doorstep. Some nights she 
would not stop calling. I cut my 
hair and sent you a picture of the 
braid, because I think you still 
want to pull it and now you 
cannot. No one can. I hope that 
you still think of me. I hope you 
are crying and missing. I know 
that you must cry for me. You 
must miss me. You love me. The 
moments when I think you are 
not loving and missing, these 
make me want to not stop calling, 
and so I know I must call.  
 
  



April 
 
 
I still drink every night. Usually a 
bottle of red wine, and sometimes 
one and a half bottles. Sometimes 
two bottles. Sometimes I drink 
whiskey. When I drink whiskey, I 
do not measure. 
 
There is a knock on a door. There 
is a hope that this knock is you. 
This knock is never you. There is 
disappointment. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The sadness comes like cigarette 
cravings. I try to count to 30 
seconds. 30 seconds and it will 
pass. One. Two. Three. Four. 
Five…The sadness comes like a 
panic attack out of nowhere. I am 
crippled. I cannot breathe, I 
cannot think, I cannot finish what 
I was doing. I have things to do. 
 
 
 
  



May 
 
Last year you were sleeping next 
to me tonight. We were waking 
early to drive to Mexico. It was 
for my birthday. For the ocean, 
laughter, baby clams, and for 
seven mariachi bands. For tacos 
and sex and pineapples filled 
with mangos on the beach. For a 
fish market and margaritas and 
writing under white cloth. For  
joy, for smiling, for Baby, Baby, 
Baby. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I always cried. You only cried 
once. 
  
I said, I love you. 
You said, Everyone loves a Taurus. 
You said, I didn’t say I didn’t love 
you. 
 
  



June 
 
 
 
 

You are just a person with a bed 
and a desk. You have tiny objects 
that look like my tiny objects. 
You have a couch.  You have 
clothes in a small closet. I did not 
see your scooter. I did not see 
your dildo. I did not see you. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
You told me you wanted us to 
live in a tree house. I looked up at 
those palm trees in the courtyard. 
I saw old windows that still 
worked, wooden slats, and 
broken bits of blue glass. I saw 
chalkboard paint and a canopy of 
words. I saw a spiral staircase 
and a waterslide—right there. It 
would have been a beautiful tree 
house. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


