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it starts with

an ocean of whom needs her moon



without the moon the ocean’s tides 
are much larger, much more uncon-
trollable... the nights are longer and 
darker...the sun and wind are not 
enough. we need her back! 

thots









how diaries are marketed to be extremely feminine...
how we are taught to lock everything away even as 
children...i remember i really wanted the My Pass-
word Journal “Now girls can safely protect their 
private thoughts and special mementos in a super 
stylish electronic journal! The voice-activated lock 
only opens to your voice!” it is still at walmart...in 5th 
grade i tried to write a novel in my diary it was called 
“5th Grade” also in 5th grade i wrote a lot of scary 
chain emails and sent them to like...my dad 





women’s material 
culture











many gallons 
of water











































sometimes you have to invent your 
own closure, i made mine and served it 
at 2am. 

watching one red light blink in the dis-
tance...wearing a pyrite chip on a pink 
string around my wrist. amethyst helps 
to heal alcoholism, if you put it un-
der your pillow it soothes insomnia. 
if i could back in time i would be less 
scared, more honest. i would tell you 
about my embarrassing dream after 
you asked me for the third time. when 
you asked me if i would bathe you in 
the bathtub i would have said yes in-
stead of no.
but then two or three months pass and 
i no longer care or see things in hind-
sight. lately everyday i realize i love 
myself...i just miss the sun. 

 



pearls & 
diamonds



flesh & body things that 
we’re sorry about

















since i want to be emailed

emails to myself































sonnets





























sometimes i open Photo Booth and walk 
away from my computer to see what i look 
like from behind, what my body looks like 
as it moves towards a central point and 
thusly grows smaller; i am mostly con-
cerned with my hips and my waist in rela-
tion to my shoulders, which are too broad 
but are good for swimming. i walk back 
towards the screen and watch myself. it 
is not healthy to study yourself like this, to 
put yourself through rigorous tests, which 
you will never allow yourself to pass in 
the first place. asceticism feels good like 
how it feels good to press a bruise with 
your finger. the time i told you throwing 
plates when you are angry feels so good, 
and you said something like, anger? you     
feel actual anger? anyway





what is this called? and where do we end? 
are we holding hands? do we share the 
same skin? something slightly erotic: when 
my </3 heart breaks, when my hoops touch 
my shoulders, my dry socket 
it hurts to breath in because my jaw bone is ex-
posed, the fleshy orb inside my mouth no longer 
protects me...touch it w/ your tongue. i was fine 
before



what’s in my bag?
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a candle is lit in times of death, life is safe 
as long as the candle burns. deepening 
and broadening...finding dimes and 
pennies that drop down from heaven,
inhibiting progress and making things 
filthy. a mole on the palm must mean 
something.

get into the habit: people who shrink, peo-
ple who come back, people who wear 
long rubber gloves, people who take 
breaks and breathe a lot. i see the white 
dress in the dark, i see the coin on the 
floor.

god touches me, i carry it all with me. 
revival and the resurrection...like water on 
the ground, which cannot be gathered. 
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maybe some things are just not meant 
to be. i have a complicated relationship 
with destiny. i feel so strongly that there is 
the inevitable…that there is a prophecy. 
maybe it was never going to work out…
we can walk against the tide for hours but 
we won’t really get anywhere. you can 
want to walk into the middle of the ocean 
but that doesn’t mean it’s going to hap-
pen. the ocean will not provide you with a 
sandbank if it doesn’t want to; it will never 
promise you anything.

my future and yours. i already know what 
is going to happen. i’m asking for con-
stancy and it’s not too big of a request.

all things are subject to interpretation as 
in, all things are imprisoned within our in-
terpretation and our gaze and there is no 
such thing as objectivity or neutrality.









the difference between you and me
everyday i wake up and i’m sick, being 
alive fills me with two parts shame one 
part water, which hardens my interior wall 
like how people pour and spread concrete 
to make floors. purlins, pillars, rafters, 
beams...supporting structures. 
eventually every husband on tv is sup-
posed to fix the roof. he has put it off for 
far too long but now it’s finally season 
two.





all the times you were inside of me, yes i 
admit, i still think about it...i am not a full 
person i need somebody to use me as a 
house. does it feel good, does that feel 
good? yes i admit, it feels good. 

it is terrible when you can no longer imag-
ine a future for yourself...what you need 
to remember is that even though you may 
briefly lose your grip, it is always there...
it doesn’t cease to exist. your future is al-
ways there even if you are temporarily 
blind or no longer psychic. 

when i go to the beach i always wonder 
why there are no sea shells and the an-
swer is because i am at a lake. i know this 
is the reason why but it still doesn’t make 
sense. it’s ok because i need something 
to think about when i’m bent over, satis-
fied, collecting rocks.







lingerie, even though i am very alone. 

but remember, we only think about good 
things. i have wisdom but i’m not going to 
use it because it feels like cheating.

sometimes, i would rather not look at my-
self so i decide to go blind. i can still feel 
the weight of some gaze on top of me and 
i realize that all weight is the same. 

i don’t know what anything means, but i 
trust what flows out of me.
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just stop scratching! 
a sunroom, a pearl, a set of rules, a gold 
that’s in the light.

when you rub it between your index finger 
and your thumb, it means grave. every-
one i know is surrounded by four walls of 
dirt...we are all breathing it back. 

there it is
baseless things
we wear it on our face 
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 forced to collect: a bounty is a sum or 
reward for capturing or killing a person. 
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