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“We will all have to learn to live

with the wind,” said the qgirl.

Her voice was quiet

lIke a lake.

“There’'s probably a point at

which you need to give up,”

someone said.

“Probably,” someone else said.



“We might as well get used to it.”

“Wind and shadows
provide good openings.”

The boy in the blue tunic
scratched himself.

“You don’t actually believe any of
this crap?” asked the girl.

“There’s probably a good reason
for it,” said the boy.



“Probably,” said the girl, nodding
absently.

The girl reached up

from where she was lying
with her head nestled In
some guy's lap.

She touched a cheek.



The boy felt sad.

[t felt ke his privates Were Wet.

He sat on 3 public toilet.

He could hear what was $3lling.

He whispered,

The air in front of him seemed dewey.

He could feel the smell of himself.



| had decided that over the
course of the next few weeks |
was going to try to get into an
effective rhythm for managing the
dishwasher — for the way it got
loaded, for how often we ran it,

for when during the day it got run.

On weekends, you

could run it anytime.

But on weekdays, you had

to wait till after 7:00 p.m.



That's when the hydro

rates dropped.

There was really no way to run it

and unload it the same evening.

We were too tired to stay

up till the cycle finished.

It was imperative that you wait

until the dishes cooled.



Someone was behind the bar,
reading Proust.

Light fell through the door.

A young woman stood 1in the
doorway looking around.

The fry cook let out a belch.

Shakespeare Is just another

word for nothing left to lose



come home after work and Kitty

nas her sewing machine apart,

ying in pieces on the kitchen table.

She opens her mouth, but all that

comes out is a little squeak.

Her eyes make me think of an
animal that has been shot, but
didn’t fall down.




Bill looked old, but
somehow beautiful,
which made me
think I'd magbe
been lookRing at
him for too long.



Small planets crawled up out of the

mud, then somehow made their

way into the kitchen.

Far up the street a baby cried, its
voice tumbling through the evening
air, arriving at the boy through a

trap door in the wind.

The girl’'s words rolled over like

armadillos exposing their soft

underbellies.



Chatty crows flung themselves

from the branches of Douglas firs
outside the second storey
bedroom window.

The girl dressed.

She looked nice.

[ had no idea what time it was,

but I started the car anyway.



She awoke one meorning.

She was lying in bed.

She looked down at her bedy.
Her head tipped up off the pillow.

Her chin pushed against her chest.

She threw off the covers.



wake me up bekore You 90,

she wh\s\aereo\.

She was Ihaving
tihat clream agalmn.
&he one with the pigeons .

Grey pigeons.

Specking at crumbs

in a public square.



Her knees rose under
the tent of her nighty.

“Nighty-night,” she said.
“Nighty-night,” he said.

“Stop patting me like
'm a dog,” she said.



[t wasn’t so much that she suddenly
felt unreal, more as if she'd never
been real in the first place and was
only now discovering it.



| thought of it kind of lke
putting a bra on my
sentences, +hereby
oloscurin@ their beaquy.

| didn’+ reolly wont to do this.

| wanted people to be able to
see my sentences.

Even if they were a little bit hidden.



She was looking for the place
where the evening filtered
into day.

She opened the glove box.

It wasn’t in there.



“What am | trying to catch up to?”

she asked herself.

“God only knows,” she answered.

Anything, she thought.

“If | could just catch up to

something,” she whispered.

It's myself, of course, she realized.



only in the manner in
which things tumbled
from her mouth did she
recognize the semblance
of anything familiar.

The words themselves meant squat.

She Was Wearing 3 ﬁ\my blouse Which

| took to be made of ﬁne\y woven silk.



Kitty wou|d want me to use a

knife to cut off Propet SliceS

of my medt like 4 nermg|

humgn being, | told myself,

I'T WAS AT ABOUT THIS TIME

T

HAT | STARTE

N

ORE SPACES

D LEAVING

BETWEEN THE

WORDS | WROTE.



He nodded ©oFfF,

I+ was kind of Idte fFoy him

1o be Up.

He dlways arese edrly teo

Watch the sSun rise,

He fFelt it was the ledst he

could do.



So he has this crazy dream abeut a girl,

Morning comes,

He wakes

Goes 1o the window

Pulls the curtains back.

Peeks out.

There's a girl out there,

She's asleep on the lawn,



ilihelboyiwastinkthellolyby,
oifalhotellsomewhenelo

thelscihthishonen

ifhenelwasta
WONYANINV.O V.o

Wereyesiioorea

widelandiagutateds



At the beach, they set up chairs
that unclenched like white flowers

opening their petals to the sky.

The prince was the first to sit.

The king's kid sister and a
cousin from up north were in
the lake up to their knees, their
royal garb rolled up to their

waists to keep it dry.



The elevator went up.
It stopped.

The doors opened.
The girl got off.

The boy got off.
They were on the

fourth floor.



They looked around.

They didn’t know where

they were or why.

The girl was talking.

The boy couldn’t

understand her.



When she talked,

her lips moved.

Sometimes her

teeth showed.



Clarissa said: | wish you would
tell me what you're talking

about right now, Marvin.

I'm just talking, Marvin told her.

Well stop, said Clarissa.

There was a whale going by

far out in the bay.

They could see it spouting
water up into the grey sky.



In the war
between the
chapters
of this book,

I am never the victor,

said Victor.




I do often feel like I don’t

quite know what I'm

talking about.

But maybe I do.

Sometimes I do.

But this time, no.



I most reecently imagined

I Saw the dog going hby.

The men from the tax
shelter looked like Hobbits

wearing dresses.

) guess the meeting is over,’

one of them sad souncJ]ﬂg sad.



I saw g little bird. It was outside the
sliding door, near the deck. A
chickadee, I think, and it reminded me
of yesterday down at the beach when
I came out of the watepr and there

wepe two Sandpipers Punning togethep

along the shore. They didn’t ook fike

the sandpipers I Femembered from



when I wag a Rkid. But they behaved
like sandpipers, punning together, just

the two of them, dodging the waves

that lapped up onto the sand. They

stopped for a moment when I came

out of the water. They looked at me.

Then they ran a bit further along.

One of them stopped, and the other



Rept punning, but then circled back a

tiny bit when the other one didn't

Follow. They looked at each other For
a gecond, then they both darted off
in the direction theyd been going all

along, which was north.
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The qirl gave the boy a book to read.

[t was about some people who ride
around in hot air balloons.

At the end of July, tThe boy wrote @

letter fo the girl-

elling her that he

didn't think things were working ouf.



The entire episode seemed far
away, and possibly metaphysical.
The girl looked at the boy like
she was seeing something
hovering around him, like an
aura, or just a miasma of
coloured mist. She squinted her
eyes. “| sometimes think about
the kinds of questions | would
ask people if | were a television
interviewer,” said the boy. The
girl stopped looking at the boy.
Her eyes looked like white lakes.



I Should Go To The Gl'ocely
Store one Of These Days, he

whispered Into The Fridge



Thursday arrived ano

i still needed milk.

On Friday, | went tor a walk

along the beach.

0 aiready been here

three weeks.



The womah hext door

is wa+china TV.

Her TV maokes a sound

1+ sounds like wind



I went up to the beach
to get some sunshine.

I was having coffee on the porch.

I went inside the cottage.

T got some books.

I took them out to the porch.

I put them on the wooden
table beside my coffee.



A woman was walking through the

dune grass, down to the beach.

She stopped whewn she got
to the edge of the water.

She stayed there for a while
looking out over the lake.

I picked up a book.



The bay made a plan.

£ Was ahbigplan



Somebhow, | missed the sunset.

I'm not even sure whg | looked
at my watch that dag in June.

But that's when | saw that it
was seuen-thirtg-seuen p-m.

| looked up at the sky.

Then | turned on my heel and
stumbled through the sand,
back up into the dunes to try
again to find where I'd
parked the car that day in
the summer of 1952.



Sometime, late in the night, the
girl thought she heard a baby cry

but when she sat up and listened
all she heard was the boy
breathing in the bed beside her.



Suddenly, the (aws of nature

seemed pretty unstable.

Risen like silk walls, broken (aws
beckon to us from a place where

we can go and cavort and not care

if we get caught, not care

about anyone or anything.



ALL OUT VAINGLOrIOUS
dl1D MISMdNaGED
MOMEencsS FLOOD BACK

(0 EMBArrasSsS us
BFIEFLY BEFOIE

WE mMave 0N dGaln.



There was enough sturdy
ground below the slabs
and posts to make the
slabs and posts seem
suddenly insufficient. | sfill
can recall the engineers
scrambling, dazed, like men

made mad by rubble, until



they stumbled into the
streets, running south. The
streets were dll pissed up
with rain that was running
into gutters riven info rocks,
like cracks in the world
overflowing onto the

sidewalks of our memories.



VWe'd had our voices p'\ped in

ON ocCccasion, sure.
And Yes, you're abso\uTe\y right,

we did sometimes

find it necessary

TO UsSe autotune.



At three-thirty, Kitty

arrives home with jam.

We toast crumpets.

A car radio thumps in the road

outside the kitchen window.

Parky will be home soon.



The luwPs of hev breasts and the
dowe 0% her belly blocked her view
of the valley wheve her leqs
ewxe\rgec\ Svom her tvunk and thewn

tvavelled \n two Separate



divections as though trying to

get away Svowm eadch otherv.

CHILDEEM ARKE FLAYIMG

IM THE MUD,

MOTHER:= AMD FATHER:=

HEE DREIMEIMNG TERA.



TOoU HAYE TO =TOF

HLL THI= HORM=EMZE.

BUT IT MEYWER =TOFZ:Z,

DOE: ITF

The g'\r\ imagines the boy in the
\obb\/ of a hotel somewhere in
the south, with palm frees lining



the circular drive outside the
big plate glass window at the
front of the hotel, and that
smell of plastic and carpet you
get in a new hotel. She pictures
the boy sprawled in a chair, as
though he owns the place or
something. He is reading a book
but she cant make out the title
clearly in the picture she is
holding inside her head. It isnt a



book the girl has ever heard of.
It's some new book. Something
experimental, full of random
words that fall like detritus
over the edge of a waterfall.
Knowing the boy. it is probably
0 book of weirdo poetry



“d am mob a hoch,” d 60 aloud.

gmeWe 16 NG oNe N Bhe Y’oom C\Dwk me.

J 566()/ lilee such a boob.



There Are So Many Excellent
Opportunities To Just Stop
Right Now And Do Nothing



He wes o Al dark man with
hedwiy whiskers, lding b gnic ot
bndeuldrs. He ket the plass 4
WS Lt o e Aimg, then drygped
e bineuldrs wer the elidt. His
lips moved. He might ot oven
have bLin Speaking. He might st
hawe beon mving Wi lips a8 he
formed wards i Wi mind.

West leads to the grocery store.



| knew | was doing i, buf
| just didn't care anymore.

| was sick and ftired of being
quiet for the baby, drinking decaf
in the mornings, and taking drugs
to get myself to sleep at night.

| wanted o be the
secret ingredient in

something wicked.



With the girl on the tennis
courts, it was the getting
out the ingredients stage

of the game.

‘I am,” Cecillia said in response to

her husband’s most recent query.



The world 1s so beautiful

this morning.

Everything I see

makes me want to stop

and just stand here.

I can’'t breathe right.



The other night | was lying in bed,
and | could see something down

there on my foot. A hair, maybe.

'his hair, or whatever it was, was
on my big toe. | was hoping it
wasn't some kind of insect. The
thought had crossed my mind. It
didn't seem to be moving, but who

could tell in the dark like that. |

didn't want to wake Loni. | didn't
want to have to tell her that | was

worried about something on my



toe. I'd have to explain to her that
I'd seen something on my toe that |
didn't recognize. The thing down
there on my toe, that hair, or
whatever it was, wasn't making
any noise. None that | could hear,
anyway. Of course, there are
sounds that a man cannot hear.
Dog whistles, for example. But that
was no dog whistle down there on
my toe. Thinking about how this

thing on my toe might or might not



be making some kind of sound that

| couldn't hear only reinforced my
feeling that there is an awful lot of
distance between a man's head
and his toe. The toes are sort of
down there on their own, really. |
lay in bed staring down at my toe,
which was poking up in the
moonlight, and | was hesitant to

move, for fear of waking Loni.



They showed up at a time when
| wasn't really ready for them, but
that's always the way, isn't it. | had
just gone out to get the post, and

when | got back to the house,
| stood on the porch for a whilg,
just looking around. There were
dark clouds crawling across the
sky like scary monsters. Melinda
was at the spa for the day, and

there were four or five dogs

| didn't recognize prowling around
down by the pond. The fish were



rea

lly jumping, and | remember

thinking, Good God, can this really

be happening. And then suddenly

there they were, like aliens arrived

after a four hundred year journey

in stasis, all gooey looking, like

they'd been swimming in slime.

Maybe it was the long flight they'd

hac
rea

to endure, but they all looked
ly crabby, and | so very much

WIS

ned that | didn't have to have

anything to do with them.



Every time the sadness drops
into my stomach, | force

myself to hold onto it tightly,
to keep it near me, to not mess

with it, to not try to make it go

away — to not describe it, or

circumscribe it, but just to feel it

float inside me.



Like as if we were sitting together

In my living room holding hands
and you had to go home in a little
while and we were just sitting there

talking about nothing for a while.

And nothing big was happening.

Everything that was

happening was small.



Last time I saw her was

November. She told me

she had a gerbil in her purse.

She sat in the dark and

touched the letters in her head.

Quietly, she spoke to herself.
“Sorry, | didn't mean that,” she said.



Her ears were in contact with felt things.

It was rdining in her hair,
and puddles reflected light,
and every fime someone
said, "l didn't mean that,
princess," she smiled the

smile of the smiling.



They could change Hheivy voiceg at
will, and falk in other voices.

The\.' Wwere young.

We, oh the other hand, had
picked our voices long ago.

And while we eXisted wHh the
knowledge of our ability to change
ouY Voices, we had hevey changed
ouY voices since that day,
particvlar Yo each of us, but
common to us all, when Wwe picked

our final voices.



Finally, | saw the angel in the thing.



| was trying to remember what it

was we kept laughing about.



| pbut oN My coat and

went out the front door.

| walked to the end

f my street.

IE was snowing.




PART FIFTY-FIVE



Mom was dumbfounded anytime
anyone didn't like her. It broke her

heart. When she was a child, she

must've cried a lot. As she got
older, of course, she began to lash
out. She came home talking about
certain people: "Why do they treat
me this way?" With certain people,
this could only lead to spiritual
diminishment. But with Mom, this

is how she lashed out.

And also, she always gave examples.



Rt gt mad i vyclled at
me - well, she didnt renlliy
aplly st ettt e
what she remdlyy did wis mare
ke Shping ML hnrsh wards

n & remdloy Seirvy valed.



| kept crumbling off bits from
the tiny cinnamon cheesecake
loaf she'd brought back to me
from the Christmas fair she'd

attended with her sister, Jill.



He psced and turned

h'S head and the dark

QQQACCeS OVer NS evyegs

turned everythtng dark.

ACYrOSS the vard a man

wWAS CcutttnNQ Qvraca.



It Q00ked Qtke the man

was dvriviNnQ the moweyr

OVver hS doqQ’ S tasq.

The dog wWwas howltnNa.



The man took the

dark QQOSces away

£fyrom hig evecd,.

Theé cun made t hard

£fOr htm to cee.



The PSS wWaS

COoOmMNQ out Of htm

vyeQQ0ow N the sun.



—He put the

SuUNQQACcesS bacCk oOnN.



Lately, I've been listening to the
white space in between my

sentences in order to try to hear
what the sentences are prying

apart. I want to see what they

look like pried apart.

I might put them back together later.

Or maybe I'll just throw them out.



You can hear the edge of the
universe echo in the sound of lawn
MOWErs mowing grass on Sunday
afternoons. The universe looxs like a
map. You can follow the map down
to the lake. Modern maps are
useless in this respect: when vou
arrive at a lake, thev cannot
accommodate vou. But in the pauses
hetween blue moments, modern
maps do serve a kind of purpose.



Sudderuey, 2 d1dn't
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If you convince yourself
of something, you can

make it happen, he
tells himself. He's read

this somewhnere,

ne realizes or heard it
somewhnere. His aunt

must have told him.



A SOUND LIKE HIS HEATL
BEdLING [N HIS B4drls.

A SOUND LIKE FEQr

IN CHE EMPLY COVE
WHEre HIS SLOMacH acio

WdSHES dSHOI'E

IKE WdVeEsS OF

JF HIS TMMINET

[

LHE BEdCH

Norealk

LY.



I never felt a part of it.

[ never even knew what it was

[ never felt a part of



I close the book I'm
reading 1n the midst

of a great battle

scene and find myself
alone 1n bed at 7:00

1n the evening on a

quiet summer night

when no one 1s doilng
anything but waiting

to go to bed.



He tries to be as quiet as a mouse.

Quieter, even.

He imagines himself as a mouse,

then as the shadow of a mouse.



Liberty enJoys drawing at
home. When asked how she
put the googly eyes onto

her dragon, Liberty says,

“l got my glue out and

sticked themon.” Liberty

agrees that the dragon’s

eyes dre pretty funny.



What really freaks me out

is that hat on the hatrack

in my cubicle.

Whose hat is that?



Lualltn svas a
former olympic

higdh jumper
WihO vsva s

comstantly

seeking some
way 1o integrate
her past glory
Into her curremnt

JOob as a

datTa-enitry clerk.




How many times

do I have to tell you,

God can't be your friend.



A guy named Taylor

had long black hair,
but that was all he had.

Mondale had to wear a brace

on his arm even to dial the phone.

Pony Express had a mahogany desk
In his office on the top floor,

and he had an American Express card.



Jacob’s job was to fill out forms

and then send them to people

who had filled out forms

they had sent to him.

Gradually Grady’s office
was becoming more

and more automated.

After Frank retired, Milicent had
less and less to do each day.



The boy stopped reading and lay in bed with
the newspaper on the Floor beside him.

‘That's insane, someone said.
The boy turned to the girl. 'Who said that?’

The girl put her fingernail between her teeth.
"It's just someone out in the parking lot,” she
told the boy. "We left the window open last
night, remember,” she added.

"Do you think they can hear me from out
there?’ asked the boy.

"Maybe,” said the girl. She thought for a
moment. "Probably,” she said.



yellow heads
dip gently

ih the wind



Felt a [ot better today.

Less pain in the abdomen.

Less pain in the crack of my ass.

Why am | feeling better?



€ventually things pile up.

You have to clear a little space

on your desk.



{7“{ saw the end coming

frem the cupbeard

he Was hiding in,



	 
	The elevator went up.  
	It stopped.  
	The doors opened.  
	The girl got off. 
	The boy got off.  
	They were on the fourth floor.  
	They looked around.  
	They didn’t know where they were or why.  
	The girl was talking.  
	The boy couldn’t understand her.  
	 
	When she talked, her lips moved. 
	Sometimes her teeth showed. 
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