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From the sauna we burst out onto the snow. Another ten steps to the streaming pile of soil, and I am �rst into its loving weight. I push my arm
s into the gritty loam

, fee ling  a round for the hand l e , a n d insid e, w
here the  b am

boo ribs ho l d  the little cham
ber ope n ,  b y  the light of the g l ow

ing m
yce l i um

, w
e conduct o u r cerem

ony. The �rst to attend are the knee-high—no—waist-to-neck-to-tip-toe—recovery plants. Fire and green and white and hairy. Flu�y and squirting and shootin
g 

an
d 

to
uc

h -
m

e-
no

t.  
W

e 
he

ar
 p

eb
b l

e 
fo

ot
st

ep
s;

 th
ey

 c
on

du
ct

 fo
ur

 p
aw

s 
an

d 
a 

s t
in

k y
 t a

il—
w

hi
te

, b
la

c k
—

to
 k

ee
p 

th
e 

ra
co

on
 e

ye
s  

aw
a y

. T
he

 g
ar

ba
ge

 g
ro

w
s 

a  
m

ou
se

 t r
yi

ng
 to

 e
sc

ap
e 

a r
ub

ber bin as new kinds of �ies join our party. White ghosts we call “muah” like kisses from heart-shaped wings, sloppy wet cheeks, garden tears falling from
 t h e  s k y . M

aggie grow
s deep da rk light, w

hite ac tually, starburst;  I  see  th e  m
oon, then  agai n, then again then ag a in then again t h e n  again. Kurtis, are you  going now? Time passes in and amongst intervals, the shapes of which I can barely interpret anymore, and anymore is years long and anyway: it

’s a
 p

le
as

ur
e 

t o
 b

e 
he

re
. W

ho
 is

 g
oi

ng
? W

ho
 h

as
 a

rr
iv

ed
? W

ha
t d

o  
I m

ou
r n

 in
 fu

ll 
an

d 
w

ha
t d

o 
I j

us
t s

ig
h  

ab
ou

t?
 I 

si
gh

 to
 m

ou
r n

 b
ec

au
se

 ju
st

 is
 ju

st
 e

no
ug

h,
 is

 w
ha

t i
t m

ea
ns

 to
 ke

ep on breathing. Maggie and the moon have taught me that the shape of a sigh is well-enough for a form of mourning and a form
 of longing and a form

 w
i t h  w

hich to  m
eas ure ti m

e. They m
irror each other im

pecca b ly; a full sigh , a full  m
oon, a full tree ful l  of blo o m

s. Body, earth, s pace. A w
an swan solidity, a gust of breath and a breadth of shrub and a whole rock of dust that shapes the water we feed on. To �nd an

 in
te

rv
al

 o
f s

o i
l a

nd
 k

no
w

 it
s 

m
ou

ld
 is

 s
u c

h  
an

 o
ld

 th
in

g,
 li

ke
 n

o d
di

ng
 a

t t
he

 c
al

en
da

r i
n 

th
e 

sk
y 

as
 th

e 
sh

ap
es

 p
as

s  
by

. W
ho

 is
 g

oi
ng

? W
ho

 h
a s

 g
on

e?
 E

ve
ry

 h
an

d 
a l

ight, throwing seeds that fall as constellations. I whisper out a list, a wish, a �st (the end of an old poem, another croon about shapes) …
s o in m

y w
ill I’ll w

ager for a st i c k - s h i f t  in  th e  m
ud.  There’s seed to be  sow

n and th e  m
ind is a s h aping, it’s a cavity of m

ol t en stone. Clay body clay bodies body of clay clay body clay bodies cranium grey. The thinker is melting in the rain, crumbling an
 up

sid
e-

do
w

n 
s u

n  
ac

ro
ss

 th
e 

sh
ad

ow
s .  

Cr
a c

k e
d-

o p
en

 b
e v

el
s 

be
t w

ee
n 

sp
ec

ie
s 

co
ev

ol
ve

 th
e 

c o
l o

u r
ed

 n
ub

s. 
Le

af
 s

ha
pe

s  
tw

irl
, s

pi
n,

 �
ip

, o
r s

w
ay

 d
ow

n 
to

 th
e feeding of the lepidoptera amidst extra�oral nectaries. Any creature small enough to travel underneath your �ngernail know

s how
 valua ble these l i t tle su g a r b uttons a re. Som

e ap h ids w
ill spen d  the entirety of t h e ir lives c l i m

bing a tr ee,  only to come to a leaf that has already been claimed by another. “Why not just �y there?” you may be asking. The a
ns

w
er

 is
 b

ec
au

s e
 th

ey
 n

e e
d  

t h
ei

r s
ug

ar
 b

ut
to

n 
g o

- g
o 

ju
ic

e.
 N

ot
 re

al
 ju

ic
e,

 re
al

ly
.  M

o r
e  

l ik
e 

w
ha

t y
ou

 m
ig

ht
 c

al
l a

 “f
ru

it 
dr

in
k.”

 O
ra

ng
e,

 m
ay

be

—watered-down and sugary. The kind of drink served from a big, orange, plastic thermos at half-tim
e alongside a few

 poorly cut w
edges of real orange (m

o re of a pale yel l ow
, really ) .  A

s i f  n o  o n e  w
ould not ice the di�er ence! Eye roll emoji. You would never buy such stu�. Your friends would judge you, and you would judge t

he
m

, t
oo

, i
f y

ou
 ra

n 
in

t o
 o

ne
 o

f  t
he

m
 a

t t
he

 g
r o

ce
ry

 s
to

r e
 w

i t h
 a

 p
la

st
ic

 tu
b 

of
 T

an
g 

in
 h

an
d.

 W
hi

ch
 is

 w
hy

 y
ou

 w
ou

ld
 n

or
m

al
ly

 n
ev

er consider it. But budget won’t allow for the real stu�—real juice is cold-pressed and m
ore valuable  a nd ephe m

eral than a bottle  of VQ
A

 w
ine, freshly decant e d, Pi n ot N

oir. O
r  m

ayb e  a c h illed Pinot G
rigio w

ith a bowl of warmed olives. Now you’re getting side-tracked. There’s de�nitely no bud
ge

t f
or

 b
oo

ze
, a

n d
 th

er
e’

ll 
be

 c
hi

ld
re

n 
at

te
nd

in
g—

it 
w

ou
ld

n’
t b

e 
fa

ir .
 L

et
 th

e m
 h

av
e 

th
ei

r  “
ju

ic
e.”

 A
lth

ou
g h

 th
e 

po
pu

la
rit

y o
f modern “healthy juices” continues to rise annually, most of what is referred to as “j uice” w

o uld be m
o r e accurately d escribed as “fruit drink .” M

eanw
hi l e, e v ery year, m

illions and m
illions of infants su�er premature tooth decay due to nocturnal fruit drink nursin

g. 
An

d 
ev

er
y 

ni
gh

t, 
t h

e 
j u

i c
e  

n u
rs

es
 re

�l
l t

he
 b

ab
y 

bo
tt

le
s 

w
i th

 fr
u i

t d
rin

k 
an

d 
co

lle
ct

 t h
e  

di
sc

ar
de

d,
 ro

tt
en

 b
ab

y t
ee

th. Maybe let’s just have water. Juice is no replacement for water. W
ho ever suggested such a thing? W

e c a n’ t drin k m
u c h else. I keep  loo p i ng b a ck to grey w

ater .  That in-between stu�. Maybe it’s the end. I dream of an infrastructure,
 an

 in
te

gr
at

ed
 s

ys
te

m
, a

 d
eh

um
id

i�
er

, a
 g

ar
de

n ,
 w

a t
er

ed
. R

ec
en

tly
 a

t a
 �

oa
tin

g 
ho

us
e 

I s
aw

 re
ed

s a
t w

ork with the grey water. They were in a cast concrete basin w
ith a st eel grate. Very sexy. A

 voyeurism
. Like w

a tching the w
orld from

 m
y secon d -�oor w

indow and noting how much stu� is falling from the s
ky

. A
lm

os
t d

is
ap

pe
ar

in
g.

 B
ut

 th
en

 th
er

e 
ar

e 
ou

r b
od

ie
s. 

O
ur

 m
at

er
ia

l. 
I l

au
gh

 u
nc

on
tr

ol
la

bl
y, b

ecoming warmed by huge vanishing roots criss-crossing over m
y b ody, a forest of t ree s w

ith each b ranch a nd tw
ig supp orting m

e, pressed against brick walls warmed by t
he

 su
n,

 p
ea

ch
, c

he
rr

y,
 m

an
go

 tr
ee

s, 
ok

ra
, a

vo
ca

d o
, a

nd
 l o

of
a 

ha
ng

in
g 

ab
ov

e.
 P

ar
is?

 Ph
oenix? I don’t want to be in either. W

e are in an are a w
here  the trees ar e like a fence; through the  vines w

e see a disrupted sky. Try to place the sh
ap

es
 o

f t
he

 c
lo

ud
s. 

A
 h

am
m

oc
k.

 A
 s

ec
on

d 
�o

or
. P

er
fu

m
es

, p
la

nt
s. 

Ru
n 

yo
ur �ngers through them and contain them

. W
ait, they contain you. M

allow
 �am

e abo v e a checked path and pebble unde
rfo

ot
. W

rit
in

g 
an

d 
w

ai
tin

g,
 m

ys
te

rio
us

. F
is

tu
al

 a
nd

 ia
m

b i
c ,

 li
ke

 re
am

s of tethered industrial s tones, draw
ing  our e x pe r iences  toget h er into �ts of taste, �ts of la

ug
ht

er
, n

ic
e 

�t
s . 

Ch
ec

k 
it 

ag
ai

ns
t t

he
 re

al
ne

ss
 o

f w
he

re
 th

ey put their feet. The y put them
 on sand, the beach ,  t hey ate meat

. T
-R

ex
 is

 e
at

in
g 

m
ea

t, 
re

al
ly

 m
ea

ty
 m

ea
t. 

Th
en

 they drink w
a t e r.  



Th
en

 t
he

y 
dr

in
k 

wa
ter, then th ey dri nk m

ilk, then they nest, no they
 re

st
, t

he
y 

di
ge

st
.  N

o  
th

ey
 g

o 
in

to
 a 

co
rner and lick their w

o u nds. The corner, com
post is sacred. They trip on ou

r f
un

ga
l m

at
te

r. 
H

av
e 

yo
u 

lo
ok

e d
 c

lo
se

ly
 in

sid
e y

our fridge lately? The Germ
an Toil et. M

y fam
ily eats shit. This apple is turning brown. Brown gold

. S
he

ep
s’ 

po
o.

 G
oa

t h
er

de
r. 

Th
e  

Sh
ep

he
rd

. W
ee

ds
. I’

m
 tu

rn
ing th

e soil. I’m separated. Luring the bait. H
o lding hands. Rotting. D

ust. Cold dirt. Breaking ground. Last shift. Roots. T
eth

er
ed

. F
ea

th
er

s. 
D

ea
d.

 W
or

m
s. 

Cl
ea

rin
g 

th
e 

s k
y.

 S
m

el
ls

 d
i�

er
en

t i
n 

here now. I’m
 panicking. Toothless. M

ore. M
ove over. N

ow
. Start.  Take a picture. W

orst January in history. Hasn’t rained in 20 days. It’s never b
een lik

e t
hi

s b
ef

or
e.

 T
im

es
 a

re
 c

ha
ng

in
g.

 D
ry

 s
pe

ll.
 It

 u
se

d 
to

 g
et

 so
 c

ol
d.

 M
y c

o�ee is 
too hot. I n

eed to nurture a sentence. There are em
pty barrels a nd th ey  just �ll w

ith rainw
ater. I have som

ething. I have something in my hand. My hand is 
a �st 

an
d 

I h
av

e 
so

m
et

hi
ng

 in
 m

y 
ha

nd
. H

an
d 

fe
lts

 h
ea

rt
. H

ub
ris

 c
ov

er
in

g 
th

e 
fa

ce
 of a

 th
inking man. All the moss in the world, but no organism

. W
hat none sense . All the  p ots and pans in the kitchen. The forest lies to you while trees drop in barren comfort. Left a

lone by t
he t

ho
ug

ht
 o

f a
n 

ea
r. 

G
ra

sp
y 

�s
ts

 fu
ll 

of
 s

ee
ds

 a
nd

 e
ar

th
.  S

te
ad

y,
 w

at
ch

in
g,

 h
un

ch
ed

 lik

e a �st o
r a knuckled spider. These embodied delights sw
ay. Juicy and listless w

ith the  reader . H
ere I am

 in the m
ost intim

ate part, tangled up in letters stuck to a page. You’re with me, teetering over a
 w

ord
. It

 fa
lls

 ri
gh

t i
nt

o 
m

y 
ha

nd
. I

f w
e 

ar
e 

pe
rs

is
te

nt
 th

e  
w

o r
d 

sa
la

d 
ev

en
tu

al
ly

 g
et

s m
as

sa
ge

d 
en

ough to
 a point where we can digest it with relative ease. I'm

 grateful that you brought the cucum
ber  lem

on s, g rateful that they sparkle a bit in the sunshine. I’m
 grateful to the spin �utter �ower petalbird. Have some sa

lad. H
ey

, b
ug

s l
ik

e 
sa

la
d,

 th
ey

 a
ct

ua
lly

 lo
ve

 it
. R

ig
h t

 u
p 

un
til

 th
e 

�r
st

 d
a y

 w
he

re
 th

e 
su

n 
m

a k
es

 it
se

lf 
kn

ow
n an

d heat is
 palpable, it is nearly forgotten until suddenly it is not. Get into it. Clouds part and  w

ho am
 I to  d i sa gre e w

h en  she sees god in the loom
? Sunshine intensi�es, thank u I will keep that in my back pocket tho 4real. Oh, there will b

e w
ool to

 b
e w

or
n 

an
d 

sh
or

n,
 fo

r a
 m

om
en

t t
ha

t w
as

 th
e  

cl
o u

d 
I s

et
tle

d  
in

 to
. S

un
sh

in
e 

in
te

ns
i�

es
. S

lu
g 

zo
o,

 sl
ow

 ca
ttl

e, sl
ime pops. I’ll b

e here all the time, please eat salad and enjoy the sun. Is there enough space to fully land a  car t w
he e l ?  W

h er e w
ould the nearest landing strip be? I can’t m

ake it out. All I can see are clouds of gulls! Clouds of gulls and baddie bald eagles—
Am

er
ica

n 
ea

gl
es

 w
ith

 fu
r-l

in
ed

 o
ne

s, 
w

ith
 ja

ck
et

s, 
ni

ce
 p

er
fu

m
e ,

 a
nd

 th
ou

sa
nd

s o
f b

ea
rs

... 
Th

e 
d u

m
p 

ha
s i

t a
ll: 

re
al

 w
ild

er
ness,

 re
al nature. Naturally vibrant mixology at midday atop the bare pile. Bear bears bears bears. O

ne thousand actual bears,  all of  them
 t oothless and sucking on m

agic w
ands that have that sam

e problem where the cord frays right at the handle!!!! What’s an appropriate out�t fo
r t

ras
h sa

fa
ri,

 I w
on

de
r, 

la
yi

ng
 m

y 
he

ad
 d

ow
n 

on
 th

e 
pi

ne
ap

pl
e 

w
e e

d.
 H

ig
h-

le
ve

l t
ho

u g
ht

 fr
eq

ue
nc

ie
s, 

di
sc

ar
de

d 
st

ud
ie

s. 
M

id
-le

ve
l, m

y �ve-in
gredient meal plan for lunch. Low-level, the sun in and out of cloud warm

th, an earthy dam
pness underside, a faint tickle inside m

y ea r. Th e  discarded tw
ist ties and bread bag pinch tags, bottle caps, and twirly straws. Like a fun obstacle course for earthworms, though no one ever con�rm

ed quite
 how fu

n.
 A

ll t
ha

t s
ty

ro
fo

am
 p

id
dl

in
g 

ou
t l

ik
e 

sq
ue

ak
y 

w
hi

te
 b

ub
bl

e 
ba

r f
. T

he
 o

ld
 p

on
d  

kn
ow

s i
ts

 a
nx

io
us

 n
ee

d 
to

 b
e 

in
su

la
te

d.
 B

ut d
eeper th

an th
at? Some layers cannot be accessed. We can only pop the �ower’s deadheads and wonder about roots in darkness. A s m

a ll sky  is  unde r t he ground, q ui etl y  percolating in spirals and w
orm

holes of sum
m

er’s glut. Sorry, but “death needs time for what it kills to grow in!” That is what winter is about. I l
ike thinking about h

ow th
e So

uth
er

n 
He

m
isp

he
re

’s 
w

or
d 

fo
r w

in
te

r o
cc

ur
s i

n 
Ju

ne
, J

ul
y,

 A
ug

us
t, 

an
d 

ho
w

 fr
us

tr
at

in
g 

it 
m

u s
t b

e 
to

 h
av

e 
to

 li
st

en
 to

 e
ve

ry
 so

ng
, p

oem
, a

nd book coming out of the Northern Hemisphere’s giant ego blowhole about December being inevitably snow
y. The relativity of e verything gives m

e peace, bu t perhaps  for  you it gives uneasiness? And thus proves itself? A sm
all sky is under the ground and under the ground there is no snow. Temperature-controlled like a cupboard. It 

is worth
 th

e wait t
o se

e w
hat

 en
ds

 u
p 

tu
m

bl
in

g 
ou

t. 
Ju

st
 k

ee
p 

sh
ak

in
g 

yo
ur

 h
ea

d.
 S

om
et

im
es

 it
 h

el
ps

 t o
 w

ig
gl

e 
yo

ur
 h

ip
s o

r h
op

 o
n 

on
e 

fo
ot

 w
hi

le
 co

ck
in

g 
yo

ur
 h

ea
d to

 one sid
e and then to the other... D

on’t worry what you look like. You look fucking ridiculous, there’s really no avoiding that. If you start to th ink of the  people w
ho have stopped w

hat they w
e re  do ing to gaw

k at you you’ll lose concentration and m
ore severe m

easures will need to be taken in order to get back on track. You need to will it out, not that we believe in that sort o
f th

ing. Your b
ody n

ee
ds a

 si
gn

, a
 si

gn
 to

 g
ro

w
, t

o 
re

ac
h,

 to
 st

re
tc

h.
 Y

ou
r b

od
y 

ne
ed

s a
 si

gn
 to

 sl
ee

p.
 A

 m
i ll

ip
ed

e 
w

al
ks

 a
cr

os
s m

y 
ey

es
. A

 p
au

se
. A

nd
 th

en
 a

 n
oi

se
. S

ur
el

y t
he s

to
red w

eight o
f m

y bags and eyelids must surpass my bite’s capacity. Tightly packed. Fully �attened. Little bundle of yarrow and glass. A rhom
bus in the shape of  a little �ghter. 




