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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
Flatterers look like friends, as wolves like dogs 
said the wolf to no one, ever. I think about 
the cup of your waist, the way it howls in 
dim lighting. I could almost drink from 
you, you are such a cup, mouth resembling 
a tempered lid. It doesn’t matter how 
many times I turn you off—you hang 
around my doorframe like a utility belt. 
You and your extra pieces, metal, glue, I 
start to feel guilty when I don’t consider 
fixing you. Instead I practice attaching 
things to the names you drop during con-
versation, attach little macaroni paw prints 
to the people you talk about, whom I have 
no intention of meeting. There are entire 
arts & crafts workshops based solely on 
this theme: what to do when names be-
come outlandish excess. How to replace 
names with other, more useful objects. For 
example, this name is now an address you 
might encourage your small child to me-
morize; this one is a piece of jewelry a 
small child might find pretty.  
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I’d like to get to know you better 
 
 
 
 
You are a bridge 
whose feet I can never locate, a bridge 
whose legs have fallen asleep, a bridge 
with limbs in the first place! 
 
You lean like a bad storm, during which 
I get incredible food cravings; I say 
I am on my period to make sure 
I still seem feminine, say I am a man 
to avoid resistance. 
 
All this shape-shifting—my clothes 
have come to look as if they’re full 
of bricks, weathered & worn down 
from being sat on over time. 
 
But you: you are deceptively large 
until the moment I step over you; 
you are a bridge until 
you are a bird. 
 
Naked, you look like 
a bunch of tiny cars, tiny 
and incredibly far away, 
moving together like a giant 
robotic hand made of foam.  
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I’d like to paste you across my body 
 
 
 
 
Your smile is like scratch paper, you 
are both useful and everywhere; on 
nights like this I imagine us stuck 
together, invisible, shapes nobody 
recalls tracing. 
 
You peek over my old age, your 
shoes make you even taller and 
because of the wet ground, you slide 
into various animal shapes. I can 
barely walk straight without the 
threat of your tall shoes, let alone 
without thinking of gender. 
 
I believe you are a good person, 
washing your hands daily; good 
images start from the fingertips, 
move through the wrists, remain 
hot for at least 30 seconds. You: 
clean clothes, clean hands, body 
threatening to go invisible. 
 
On certain days I curl up like soapy 
fingers, like a baby, a thoroughly 
bad joke. Otherwise, I might forget 
you; it’s like you’re the alphabet or 
something embarrassing, I could 
forget you entirely and still revolve 
around you daily. 
 
Instead of forgetting you I write 
letters, “personal” ones, to make up 
for my lack of obvious feelings. Dear 
body, please don’t forget about your body. 
it is so important. not just important, 
but alive. there is a subtle difference 
between the two. 
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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
The thing about nostalgia is 
you can only ever miss it; 
when it’s happening in this moment 
it’s called getting bored with yourself. 
 
I sleep instead of dropping things in your mailbox. 
I sleep instead of opening your mail. 
 
When I’m half asleep, I can 
almost 
hear you 
naming 
yourself. 
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You’re just a piece of meat 
 
 
 
 
Which in any form is often dirty, filthy, 
disgusting, degrading. No gentleman in 
this city is ever seen without it. 
 
Some days, I find you imitating animal 
sounds, I hear a noise and then it’s you, 
spitting loudly onto the ground, a signal 
of disappointment. 
 
Cut it out, you fool! Before you reap 
administration, and industry, and adult 
literature. 
 
Before it becomes necessary to cut you 
out of my smaller, less contemplated 
organs. 
 
Before I recognize you as piles and piles 
of glue, I will paste you on every window 
in every room, I won’t think about you I 
will only stare, even when fervently 
ignoring the meat on your bones, the 
meat you call self-defense, oh gosh this 
town is so dirty I could bathe all the 
compromised streets with my own 
stubby hands, starting first with yours. 
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I am a butcher 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes I think about reshaping 
your body, or renaming the shapes 
a body falls into when it is scared 
out of its skin. I am always so sorry 
for skin when it finally escapes 
its person, sorry for every instance 
of a body part crawling. I feel 
rather sorry for all erratic movements. 
  
I feel sorry for Clip Art. 
I feel sorry for knives. 
I feel bad for eating, even food 
that was never alive. 
I feel bad for too much of one color. 
I feel bad for ugly fonts. 
I feel bad for ugly babies. 
I feel bad for the following things: 
time, the desert, hairy women, 
donation buckets, sugar-free anything, 
feet that grow out of shoes unexpectedly, 
bodies that don’t have any shape; 
It is the worst part of existence, 
I think: the geometry that goes into 
making bodies make sense. 
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I love you better, love you forever 
 
 
 
 
That’s it, there’s nothing to it, nothing more 
than forever-you. Forever-you will do all the 
dishes until my hunger surpasses your OCD. 
Forever-you is seen swinging at piñatas until 
the rain gets too close, you with your flimsy 
arms and come-hither addiction to fun. 
Look, there’s Forever-you sitting by the 
marble docks, glimmering with your false 
forever money. They say gas, grass, ass, some 
combination of one or more, it gets me 
nowhere and gets Forever-you into the 
finest of fine china, so to say. 
 
There is a doorknob rattling and there is a 
roof going home to its parents and there are 
a lot of things I plan to say to you when the 
time feels right but for now Forever-you 
should keep quietly paying the bills, living 
the life of a shy silk blouse, the quietest 
money life there ever would be. 
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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
It’s almost as if 
something needs to happen 
in order for me to 
love someone. 
 
My house is definitely sicker 
than yours. 
 
Things quickly seem wrong 
regardless of whether they’re 
happening/not happening, for 
example, killing is almost like 
kissing, when you realize that letters 
are not that far from other letters; 
I dream about such similarities, 
how easy it would be to just 
call you something else. 
 
The thing about dreaming is 
you don’t always have to be asleep. 
One time, I did something wrong 
I disappointed my parents I aged 
rapidly like a broken piano I pulled 
the emergency brake and kept 
driving I noticed you responding 
to any word I said loud enough 
I woke up. 
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Why sit in the shade 
 
 
 
 
Even when you were younger, you 
were already too old for your body 
which is not a thing, not yet. 
 
Your flesh is made 
of flesh, a composition 
mimicking open seas, 
oceans. 
 
Ice is the opposite of sand, bodies 
the opposite of earth, and you 
are frivolous melting words, 
watering your lawn in the middle 
of a drought, hiding the truth 
of your adaptation, the torrid desert 
you are. 
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What we made from a lover’s cup 
   (an object-oriented schedule) 
 
 
 
6 am every single baby on earth has heard 
 every single language on earth 
 
7:30 bought a time-share piano 
 
9:00 too many children 
 
9:10 “better safe than sorry” 
 
10:00 so there will be a city here 
 
11:15 a herd of buffaloes running across 
 the interstate! 
 
12:30 trying to figure out the patterns 
 of this type of forward motion. the 
 formula that lets you prepare for 
 weak moments, sleep, things which 
 make a body stop just before the 
 muscles give out. there are big 
 machines made for tending this  
 kind of space and there are bodies 
 made for tending to. 
 
1 pm enormous bugs 
 
1:45 mountains can only make things 
 better 
 
2:05  you are not lost 
 
2:15  you are going uphill 
 or you are staying flat 
 
2:50 becoming water 
 
2:55 the only thing that tells me 
 you and I are both in need 
 
2:59 broke a nail, more and more 
 water 
 
3 pm out sailing today #boat #ocean #blessed 
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Dreams don’t always come when you fall asleep 
 
 
 
 
I prefer not to know about food 
ahead of time, this requires turning 
off all instant notifications and 
learning how to compartmentalize 
attention. Uncomfortable pressure 
often involves nothing more than 
your head, it’s the body that could 
use more care, that could often use 
a good pluck in the face. 
 
The body, placed in a small grid, 
which I like to call a city. The city 
made of markets that sell things, 
which sometimes build up when left 
on the shelves, like childhood. 
 
Today I compiled a list of names 
that told me absolutely nothing. 
This is the part where I go home, 
pretend to like flowers more than 
words, consider that there are act-
ual bones in the tiniest of little toes. 
Often it means doing a little math: 
learning how to see the water in ice, 
learning how to break liquid; that 
the body is one giant waterfall; that 
the body is a fish, no, a stick on the 
ground. 
  



 
 

11 

You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
The last thing I want to do 
is talk about myself. 
 
And the very last thing 
is to tell you I’m a magician, 
that I’m a giant man 
beneath these soft gestures, 
that I could be a nature man, 
roaming at night in some 
frivolous getup. 
 
But it’s not true, the last place 
you’ll find me is in nature; my 
muscles are too big, my pride 
too costly. 
 
It’s shocking how often people think 
they love the sky, that it’s not just 
a wall of blue yarn, a big dumb pile 
of string someone forgot to tie. 
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I’m gonna do something wrong 
 
 
 
 
Which is only the shape of wrongdoing, 
a connecting shape, void of memory. 
 
When the body can’t remember its own 
muscles, when the body is a double and/or 
has misplaced its history. 
 
You peel back the shell of time: 
just desire, fluctuation, custody. 
 
I desire those moments where you recognize 
stillness, where you act as if you’re made 
of quiet money, which is often the shape 
of wrongdoing, void of memory. 
 
Today I will look away from you, will give up 
on the ramifications of weather, which is to say 
I will bend down the lowermost half of my 
distraction and roll into an ugly pace of 
genuflect, dissipate, rebar— squandering 
the context of what you’ll become. 
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Nobody’s gonna like it 
 
 
 
 
The flick of what it means to shut down. 
 
The sense that letting go becomes a kind 
of monitoring. 
 
The fact that time is important at all. 
 
That we can’t see time, that we try 
to watch it. Hovering around my 
stomach like certain body parts 
mean more than others. 
 
The difference between the good guy 
& the good girl.  
 
The most I can show you is the house 
of my affiliation, these small acts of 
forgetting, once I’ve carried an entire 
person with me it becomes only easy, 
only necessary, to dismantle their words 
into lighter, less cumbersome weight. 
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I’ve got my pride, and my time isn’t free 
 
 
 
 
For my next trick I will fool you into a 
house for a year, into touching something 
even if you think it’s not there. Lately, my 
teeth feel slightly undone and I just hope 
this house doesn’t fill up with niceties, 
doesn’t rot my brain. For example, the 
word “rain” clawed down on the rooftop 
last night but eventually just finished my 
homework, snuck through the cracks 
around the window and drenched me in 
the shape of a commissioned portrait, 
outlining my clothes better than my body. 
 
This house doesn’t even work, this rain 
isn’t even working properly. 
 
I want you to understand that roses are 
the dumbest flower, that numbers are of-
ten a symbol more than a quantity. Let 
me show you all the ones that have 
nothing to do with math. It’s dumber 
than it sounds. 
 
I folded a paper towel into my beer, 
folded my beer into little origami flowers. 
Anything is capable of being “good.” 
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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
Certain words just belong together: 
elastic collision; dismembered limbs; 
perfect & terrifying.  
 
Time & the slow ground upon which 
we delay. 
 
Beware is less and less of a word, is 
more of a warning against itself, un-
raveling as if made of ambiguous feet. 
The last thing you should be wary of 
is a word, which doesn’t even know 
where you live, doesn’t know how to 
find itself on a GPS, let alone you. 
Unlike the alphabet, I can huddle 
outside the corner of your house 
without ever saying a word. 
 
I would never give myself up like that. 
But no matter how hard I picture 
your house, your body, I can never 
hear you talking through it. 
 
You’d think walls would be more 
useful. 
 
You might just be huddled around 
the corner of my reception, pre-
tending the hallway isn’t a dead end. 
Maybe you grew up too quietly, in a 
space of too much quiet, which is not 
to say immovable; mobility itself, be-
neath its shouting, is always discreet. 
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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
Love is not always made of heat. 
 
Sometimes it’s cold, out of reach; 
I look at you and see kids 
sitting in a giant hamburger, 
which I couldn’t eat 
no matter what temperature. 
 
I’m telling you, I have never been careless! 
 
People think they understand 
that the body leaves an impression 
on the soft ground, on the hardest 
pavement. On any texture you can look 
closely and witness signs of leaving; 
often I mistake your departure itself 
for the dumb ground. 
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I feel a little better 
 
 
 
 
But still I’m always waiting, I never 
feel like myself, or others. 
 
People who are good at mobility. 
People who are good at looking. 
 
Eye contact is never intentional. 
 
Certain things are true, 
like the size of this country 
all the countries put together 
plus you. 
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They found your sweater 
 
 
 
 
If the sea had a voice. 
If the sea lost its body, just a leftover voice 
messy, uncontained. 
Water without a body. 
The flaring voice of the non-body. 
The flaring voice of beauty 
without water, in flames. 
The sea on your body, sizzling, 
murmur, complaint. 
The sea already within itself. 
The sea is split in two consciously. 
The sea makes you feel sad, 
might as well remind you of 
people in love. 
To be alone is almost accurate, 
the same as water readjusting, 
frothing. Water can’t melt, 
only other things. 
Water can’t slowly fall 
out of your hands or become 
smaller than it already is. 
Water is so very small. 
Who knew that letting go 
my entire collection of you 
would involve such dwindling. 
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You’re just an object to me 
 
 
 
 
Always, I find you having the 
same conversation repeatedly: 
how the world is a floor, how 
words all mean the same 
thing (ground, floor, etc.). 
You look stunning with the 
earth hovering below, I could 
tackle you and just assume 
that the surrounding environ-
ment will eventually bring us 
to a halt. 
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