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A Classic Pack of Camel Cigarettes

Some days it feels like nothing
will ever change in this town, 
other days it’s a landscape 
like the front of a classic pack 
of camel cigarettes, exotic black 
angles under a different sun.
We hunt for specifics, anything 

overlooked in the ashed-out
twilight to claim our own: 
bottle cap, earring, a piece 
of blue glass worn opaque 
by the beach, the novelty of egrets 
mating in the green garden 
your neighbour made after his wife 

died in a five-car pileup.
Each spring as he turns the earth
he recalls the state trooper awkward 
at his front door, describing 
interstate constellations of car 
parts scattered like satellites 
that got lost on their way home. 
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The Legend of Zelda

 I wish I could write a beautiful book to break those 
 hearts that are soon to cease to exist: a book of faith 
 and small neat worlds and of people who live by the 
 philosophies of popular songs.
  —Zelda Fitzgerald

Is it so terrible that I want you to think my words 
genius in their own gin-spilled right? 
Oh, and a headband of feathers, rouge, 
and six new dance steps to distract for the night.

I could write, if you gave me a triforce 
smooth as zinc, and heartbreak 
like we know best. I’ll make up the lost letters, 
let them link together in rings 

of condensation where the glass still sweats.
Let’s begin the rumour of a new affair 
where an ocarina sings the song 
your finger makes rimming the edge of a gimlet.

Maybe this time, we’ll really be done with the party.
Then I could don a tiara of typewriter 
keys and settle down to a desk 
at the Skyloft hotel where I’ll begin my high rule. 
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Sirens of the Deep Sea Mermaid Camp 

The state bird of Florida is a northern mocking bird. 

Above the water theatre, you’ll practice dolphin 
kicks and ballet, shimmying into a sequined  
spandex tail and applique starfish bra.

[argon, neon, vapour. water without a treeline.]

Then submerged you’ll be revealed in the belly
of a the glass sided pool, your hands full of serum, 
turtles shunting faux pearls from the mermaids 

before you, then a slow spin, your hair liquescent. 

Your green tail flares under the lights
[with all the direction of milkweed seeds, 
appearing everywhere and then lingering.]

You’re tanked on the coolness of your own skin, 
the way your hair expands and contracts 
like a myth around you, the silver fish flashing 

like cutlery at this banquet of artificial coral, 

imported sand [your hands—hummingbirds 
darting over the water, 
suddenly capable of producing ultraviolet light.]

Soon the prop anchor rises and falls
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as you become a tattoo, the totem at a bow 
of a ship crossing oceans in search of spices, 
or deep green plastic necessary 

to become the you you paid $400 dollars to be. 
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The Barbers of Rotterdam 

 “this isn’t just a job, it’s a lifestyle- 
 we dress like barbers, we live like barbers.”
  —Coos, Schorem Barbers Documentary

A good haircut is the art of negative space,  
an ear exposed as a diamond. To live 
like a barber is to love the trimmed hair 
that falls from your sleeves like cinnamon 
into coffee, salt onto steak. Even 
the clientele are happy to have a few 
of their own trimmings floating in beer,
the Pinaud-Clumbman aftershave infused 
like gin. As far as scumbags go,
these illustrated men are quite grand—
the kind that make a good living pomadeing 
moustaches, drawing new portraits 
with straight razors, muttering incantations 
for manliness into the sound system.
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Sainthood

Backlit into sainthood, wine glasses 
make out in the cabinet. 

We have loved in their expanse,
lakeside and skyscraper. 

Once I found a photograph in your desk 
of a woman who looked like me—

her dress glowed in the camera’s 
flash, the champagne flute aloft 

in the foreground, imperfect smile 
caught mid-laugh. Who was she?

Her pale hands became violin bows
that strummed my nervous system.

When I went back to look again, 
she was gone. As though she got up 

out of the drawer and walked away. 
As though your desk 

were a hotel room where she lived 
briefly, never to return again. 
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