
 

   
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
  



 

 is an Indie Publisher from the State of 
Michigan that moves stuff around to make real books. This is a 
sampler (volume three) and contains various and often out of 
order pages from a handful of published or soon to be published 
books featuring some new and old words and voices.  

 
Remember, these are tentative dates. The art of book making is 
a strange process to calculate—the only thing that can be said for 
sure is these books will be published some time on or around the 
date—but, there is no metaphorical circle in red that guarantees 
anything other than a promise that West Vine Press will always 
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The time is here. A timeless phrase. The time is ours, a 
motto of voices for justice. The time is theirs, a stark reality we 
often fail to acknowledge.  
 All this is true, which means that all these things are 
possible… 

We can continue living in a world in which we are 
placed in opposition to one another, in opposition to life… 

We can continue living in a world that results in the fast 
kill and slow death of the living world… 

We can continue living in a world where narcissism and 
self-pursuit are our highest occupations… 

A world where we find wisdom in doing nothing… 
A world where we dismiss opposing voices as fringe and 

crazy… 
We can do all of this, or we can listen to their voices. 

Understanding that our liberty and freedom can only live when 
the oppressed are liberated and those in power reconcile their 
injustice. We can choose to rebuild communities with united 
minds and hearts; communities, which don’t require a constant 
reminder of power, control and violence... 

We can decide how to best act as citizens, and determine 
which ideas can be left to the representatives and which we are 
personally responsible; there are some decisions that cannot be 
outsourced without dangerous compromise. This may be true 
of all decisions. After we choose the human species, then we can 
reform our communities and reclaim our responsibilities, but 
first, before any of this happens, we will require courage… 

The same kind of courage…it requires a bird to fly for 
the first time… 

The same courage…a fish taps into swimming upriver to 
find home… 



 

Like a bear…waking from hibernation, trusting the fruits 
of spring will feed her for another year… 

Like the eagle who knows… 
The sun rises early at the dawn of a new day. 

… 
 

After I was asked to write the introduction I wasn’t sure 
what exactly to write about. I haven’t read all of it prior to its 
publication. All I know is that it’s a book of voices. I don’t know 
what words these pages hold. I don’t know if I’ll feel hope, fear, 
sadness, joy, despair, or happiness in these pages… 

Actually… 
I’m sure I’ll feel all of these things. 

… 
 
This is the feeling we seek through hours of drinking and 

eating, smoking, walking, talking, watching, hearing and all the 
other things we do, because this is what life feels like.   

And so I hope the words in this collection will spark you. 
I hope you will remember those brief moments when you lived 
a life that was yours. When you sought your own truth… 

I hope you will listen. I hope you will converse. A line 
here, an idea there… 

I hope you will act your truth, and bring some friends 
along.  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
* * * 

Surely it’s the heart before the course 
revolutionary suicide, 
sun sets and rises 
and no reason 
to see the clock’s hands before noon. 
The never-was Catholic 
with all the peregrination of exiled Moses 
and selves so, so, so 
   a trinity and three faces of one 
and the rapture and chaos force dominant 
  behind miraculous technique 
  never to be seen 
and also with you. 
Under the tree with rice milk 
 walking to the sea for salt 
  and on  and on  
all hips and torsos down to the bones. 
Over the Pyrenees by foot, 
through the Alps 
 with elephants and horses’ hooves 
a phalanx against thousands, 
 Ragnorak 
Marvel, DC, Dark Horse and Image 
Faust, Milton. 

Then hitting the snooze once more. 
 

* * * 
 
 



 

Can’t lose track of the streets, 
 lampposts and puddles 
cracks and a penny too. 
A couple of times seen a card or two down there- 

ace of clubs, king of diamonds. 
Promenade has gone out of mode 
 with the arcades 
and decaying boardwalks 
 beside Park Place 
 right near Baltic 
Go look at New Orleans. 

Digression! 
Shadows absorbed by awkward   
 bulbs and bay windows. 
Pied-piping / anti-passive / irrealis / finished / telic aspect 

all subjunctive 
as if the space race still occurred  
 in little kids’ heads. 
 

* * * 
It’s time for a worried song 
 maybe a ballad 
 probably a shanty 
Gospel is always gripping 
 in all its lies, 
regardless,  
 joke time’s up 
stages are playhouses 
 not playpens. 
Listen! 
 
It’s a waltz 
 like so much zydeco 



 

compressed fear 
then released joy, 
 
 how an accordion can soothe  
 with some red beans, rice and okra 
is a mystery never knew 
 when Brooklyn moved 
 to hip hop beats 
fluid upon scratches and sampled pizzicato. 
Shores of shrimp 

so far from here 
where redcoats rode 
 and Hiawatha’s 
 tears and moccasin fell 
or at least the words 
 of the quest. 
Maid Marion, 
 were you a waif, 
Rubens 
 or Botticelli? 
Guinevere, and you, to lead so many knights 
 out to battle 
 without Excalibur? 
Gawain, 
 was he pine or drab 
 as a Communist? 
Back to the beginning, 
 -the song- 
   the refrain, 
  the chorus, 
   the three beats 
Rose and Acuff making melodies of blue eyes 
 and Hank Williams’ youth. 



 

Ira, Charlie still hears the sweet harmony, 
Ira, George’s rhapsody must’ve sounded so blue 
 when it was down to only you. 
A few loose bills and thoughts in the heart- 

abandoned once again. 
How are movies and meals supposed to buy off  
any companion at all?  
What kind of courting is this? 
But . . .  
It’s back to the gumbo again 
and tenderness  beyond slow-roasts 
  and étouffée. 
 

* * * 



 

 
“A picture is a fact.”  (Ludwig Wittgenstein) 
 
If only a fact was a picture. Something to see – even more 
clearly than through the window at street level where 
movement rare is quick when it occurs. 
 
If only an argument could be solved with a sign. 
 

* * * 
 

You are not the nicest person in the world or even in this 
book. 
 

* * * 
 

It’s going to take some work. A real experiment in will and 
intuition. Essentially you will prove possibility 

-possibility of 
what? 

Well, that has yet to be seen but why not address it now? 
 

* * * 
Meaning is (like a) story 
 

* * * 
 

Where’s the invitation? You wouldn’t have gone anyway but 
dammit you want to be asked to attend. 
 

* * * 
 



 

help is to desire as 
  this is to sense 
equal is invalid 
 outside of math 
but no one or thing is outside of math. 
hmmm, so what is the equivalent of a heart? 
 

* * * 
 

Defeat 
 

* * * 
ever heard of continuity? 

Well, that’s enough  
for today 

P.S. think about ‘that,’ don’t forget. 
understand objectively 

 
What interest is there today for you(th) 
For you(ng) confirmed? 
   informed? 
  infirmed? 
 
Hopeful through disbelief. 
Inopportune updating. 
 

* * * 
Part-time pretender. Full-time faker. Don’t bet against 
disquiet. 

* * * 



 

 
Okay, you, should semblance appear or just leave it in the 
wash? 
 
Well, you get it, right? If you don’t then who will? 
Are beds filled of same mates? 
 

* * * 
 

Don’t one-night-stand this! 
Later 

 
Don’t look back that’s how you get deported – get caught and 
sent away. 

* * * 
 

 “Every individual is an exception to the rule.” (Carl Jung) 
 

* * * 
 
A dreamer never awakes the same way or as the same person 
before sleeping. 
If waking is possible. If sleeping occurs. 
If this is not a daydream. 
If this is  

(it is and 
that’s why dreams 

don’t come 
true.) 
Later 



 

 
 
You keep coming back to the same spaces as if there was any 
more education to receive sentiment. Reflection is another 
word for deflection. Introspection is not about retrospect but 
prospects. Always prospects and suspects. 
 
All you know is how to think, it’s what you’re good at. 
 
Good night 

 
You and your self-stand between human unconsciousness. A 
blockade from hibernation. An open letter to whom it may 
concern to stay alert and only mimic sleep as a strategy. 
 
Things are only what they appear to be – what they are 
accepted as. 
 
Slipped disk skips tracks so pain shifts memory – thought and 
process. 
 

* * * 
 

Contrived 
* * * 

 
Neither you nor this is crime as punishment. There are no 
answers only ideas exposed in declarative statements and some 
accidental discharge [read that whatever way it can be read – 
also, dry-fire(d)]. 



 

* * * 
 
Train (v.) 

* * * 
 

Judge (v.) 
* * * 

 
Pragmatic idealism. 
 
Give up the scabs, save the scars. Look at burns, cuts, wounds 
understand the ugliness of healing while remembering the 
potential of health. 

Later 
P.S. Come to pass. Art and life are imitators of dreams 
mimicking a future come to pass. 
 

 
 

Bridges suspend. 

Misdirection. 

No hometown is sick for hero gone away and not inflicted but 
instantaneously cured of any and all and any also homesickness. 

No heroes arise. New heroes descend. Tricksters are murdered 
in the street. 

Ain’t shit funny! Ain’t shit funny? Without a quest there is no 
need for knight, lords, court and stories of such. 

 
 



 



 

  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

that moment when you 
thought getting a brand new 
desktop computer with 
Microsoft windows 98 for 
Christmas was the high 
moment of your life only to 
turn it on, connect to the 
internet, and find porn, for 
free. 



 

pissed that she hasn’t 
responded to you yet, you 
take out your anger by 
changing all the desktop 
backgrounds to animated 
.gifs of bloody scenes from 
low budget thrillers because 
you walked to the library, in 
the snow, because your 
power was out, only to find 
an empty inbox and full 
spam folder. 



 

accepting an invite to a 
party, gathering, reading, 
event on facebook weeks in 
advance and then deciding to 
not go on the day of the 
event because you’re busy 
updating your blog or 
profile. 
 



 

getting rid of your cable 
subscription because all you 
really need in life is hulu, 
vimeo, youtube, and 
spreecast. 



 

sharing more intimate 
details on facebook than you 
do with your therapist, and 
then wondering why your 
life’s still a mess. 



 

playing that game where, 
when you go out with your 
friends to a restaurant, 
everyone places their phones 
face down in the middle of 
the table and the first one to 
pick theirs up has to pay for 
dinner…and being the loser 
who is stuck with a check 
that exceeds your savings 
account amount. 
  



 

PSYCHIATRIST: “Well…you appear to…I mean; you don’t 
sound like you’re hearing voices.”  
 
ME: “Not right now, no. Other than yours, of course.”  
 
PSYCHIATRIST: “Right, of course, it just seems to me that you 
look fine and everything’s in order. I mean…you don’t fit the 
profile of the usual patient.”  
 
ME: SILENCE (LET HIM SQUIRM AFTER THAT.) 
 
 



 

TERMS, LABELS, WORD associations, classifications… 
Attempting to define individual labels is meta-___________ and 
subjective, at best. This need to arrange things, to give order to 
that which is otherwise uncontrollable is something that grows 
from deep within, in the crevices and mossy parts of our beings.  
All it needs is a little attention, some minor upkeep and it will, 
and has already, flourish.  

They said knowing and admitting is half the problem. 
I’ve never met them but I’m sure they’re wrong. Knowledge is 
nothing if in the wrong hands. Implementation is the key to it 
all. But I never possessed the key, wasn’t given the power of 
access to the judgment of others as a profession. I am the lab rat, 
running on the wheel, looking for a way off, an end to the 
mental games inflicted upon me. There is no truth, no right, no 
wrong, just blank space and the need to fill it in with words, 
thoughts, looks, things. Silence is scary but precious. Hold it 
dearly, grip it tightly. Don’t let go. This need to fill the space 
with something is the real disease. Never content until the forms 
are filled, the papers put into the system, documented. But what 
if the ink runs dry? The computers turn off; break just like 
residents’ brains. What then? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 



 



 

 

The irony of nature........ 
 
with the ability to attract through the subtleties of 
environment. 
manipulating the nuances of everyday affairs. 
 
The irony of media, 

and its recurring theme. 
the past becoming the present, and the present just becomes. 
 
the subject of beauty 
the lie of innocence 
and the illusion of time. 
 
like a wheel that goes around 
and thoughts that repeat 

nothing is seen for the first time 
and not enough can be said about it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

slipping back into a mental fetal position 

nervous and shaking  

unsure of things that were once sure, or plausible for the 

matter. 

not knowing how to let go. 

having to accept what's real.  

complications that occur from a love-buzz state of mind. 

 
subject to the scientific method and its 

curse of classification. 

unable to just "be". 

 
too many movies and songs about beautiful things. 

too much opportunity clouding judgement. 

 
easiness of life and lack of struggle, 

fear of being alone and the lack of embrace,   



 

even if it is just a mental one. 

make January difficult to bare. 

 
it's the idea that is greater than the whole. 

the idea that is like a magnet. 

the magnet that attracts, 

then turns around and pushes away. 

 
how easy it is, 

to form an idea. 

how hard it is... 

to forget it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

It’s an interesting time. 

these times. 
times of a certain sort, 
yet, times that aren't mine. 
times like… 
when a woman leaves a man after 11 years. 
when love, becomes a thing 
that you see on tv 
when the illusion.....and the false vision....... 
when everything seems ok. 
 
these interesting times, 
that hold so much....answers and questions… 
and the what not. 
 
times when the wisdom of the old, has to sit back, 
and listen to the experience of the young. 
a time when displacement is on a much broader scale. 
when people that were once comfortable.... 
no longer can feel free to navigate. 
beautiful times. 
these times. 
times like this. 
interesting times. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

it begins with a text message, late night, asking "how's it 
going?" 

"it's been a long time"..... 
this is how it begins. "i can't text anymore cause i am running 
low.” 
but I… 
 
just want to shoot the shit. 
 
a simple phone call to entertain my curiosity and satiate the 
desires to hear her voice again. 
ask her what's going on and how things have been… 
trying not to tell her that i think about her every now and 
then. 
 
but more now... than it is the then.... 
and that's how it begins. 
 
so i reach for the bottle and i make another drink, hoping that 
this one will be the one that makes me forget that i still give a 
shit and that i still care. 
instead it just dives me deeper into a place that i do not want to 
go, deep in a hole that is slowly drowning me with words that 
i tried to forget, 
trying to forget the words that i want to say, 
trying to make the thoughts in my head go away. 
 
and this is how it begins. 
 
getting drunk during the day. 
finding a muse in the sunlight. 



 

finding my muse on the sidewalk. 
finding my muse is my pain. 
slowly forgetting that she's not around... 
 
I’m slow to forget that she's not mine, 
slow to remember that she never really was. 
remembering that she's a bird. 
remembering who i am. 
remembering. 
 
and that's how it ends. 
with a memory. 



 

 
i know that i shouldn't but i do it anyway. 
i choose to remember and i choose to feel. 
there's no reason for this, this way of life. 
slowly dying every day.... 
and for what? 
for a fucking memory. 



 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
      These words are a shotgun-shell from my mind. Most of the 
people in this book are long gone. Including myself. The old me 
is gone and this was the last summer being a writer without a 
cause. But no, that’s not true either because… 

The cause was to write, to survive, and it was a cause to 
me but not to anybody else, and after everything I don’t blame 
anybody but nobody will understand that I needed to write and 
how I understood yeah; I understood all too well how the gone 
people needed distance from the writing. This is reality and 
when you’re older you’re supposed to do dishes and think about 
sleep and watch politics at the end of the day when you’re all 
done with work. Not me though, because I was still doing 
everything I could just to capture the story. It didn’t feel like it 
was ever going to happen but then there it was:  

My road was finally seen and after all these years of 
writing I found part of what I think I’ve been looking for, and 
the story was about those fingers and the infinite rolled eyes… 

I was, I don’t know, just somewhere in a’ safe peace… 
I was lost in Pennsylvania and then when I reopened my 

eyes Slaughter was sleeping so I asked Haiti,  
Why are we were going so slow?  
He said that the road was blocked off and traffic was at a 

standstill for ten plus exits because a white man lost his mind and 
shot cops dead… 

 He was hiding-out in the woods and we were in the 
truck listening to the radio and cops were walking down the 
dark American highway. They waved their arms and the traffic 
picked up for a second before it was stopped after going two 
miles an hour for less than a minute, and you could see blue and 
red lights bouncing up and down from the mirrors as ghostlike 
white vapors were rising up from the pavement, and so… 



 

I leaned over Slaughter, who never woke up, to roll down 
the window to ask a trooper about what happened: The young 
man in a clean uniform holding a flashlight and a shotgun said… 

 Some lunatic thinks America has been taken over by The 
Nazis and he’s playing some messed up war game in his head. 

What the fuck that’s madness I said.  
I know; he’s just shooting people at random and… 
Holy shit wow I said. 
Move on guys the speed limit should pick up soon. We’re 

about to call the search off for the night and, yep, holy shit is 
right and… 

Good luck I said and then an hour later I fell asleep. END 
DAY 
 

 
The friend got back from Eastern Europe with a broken 

heart. He didn’t have much money over there. The old friend; 
he was broken over there like I am in the United States, and he 
said writing and work go hand in hand and I agreed, and I really 
did agree, but you know what?  

I’ve been agreeing with everyone, even if I didn’t know 
if I really agreed or not, and that’s because I want to learn all 
over again and sort it out later… 

I want to capture the entire picture of us and… 
There’s a dream I have where… 
I’m alone in a room made out of clean windows at the 

bottom of the ocean, and this is where I am when I’m having 
trouble sleeping because of the present moment.  

This is the only way I can fall asleep in the tent. It’s 
messed up and my life is hard but life isn’t easy and I get that, 
and then there’s how my older relatives tell me all the time that 



 

life isn’t easy. They’re much wiser than I’ll ever tell them and 
maybe they’re right… 

Maybe I’m just a boy who needs to take their wisdom, 
but it’s all too much and sometimes I want to give up. But tell 
me: GIVE...WHAT…UP? END DAY 

 

 
I miss you all… 
But before the highway there was an endless string of 

hours made of stars; there were these words that are always true 
and a red blood moon and the rolled down windows at night as 
we were looking out with our boy eyes, even though we were 
now men. 

It felt like forever. But it was a shorter drive in our minds. 
END DAY 
 

 
We were looking at the cornfields like an excited pack of 

dogs, and there was a destination but this was before Boston and 
we were going to a music festival in the woods. It was June and 
before Boston and before Farview Lake… 

Even before the truck and… 
It was two months before UMass and that’s when I was 

lost somewhere on a country road in Michigan with Conrad and 
Slaughter, and everything was ending, but we were having a 
good time, because we were friends. END DAY  
 

 
Last night I fell asleep in a car and they woke me up in 

the morning. It was good and I was refreshed and ready for the 



 

day. Conrad and Slaughter stayed up all night and by the looks 
of things it sure seems like they had a much better time than I 
did at the music festival. Last night I was already ready for the 
next day, because I’m always ready for the next day. END DAY 
 

 
The friend who had a motorcycle asked if I wanted a 

cigarette. I didn’t have any left. It was a long summer. A long 
trip. I was down to zero of everything and so yeah of course I 
said, and make it one worth remembering and just write it down 
later. The birds of prey and…it will soon happen, all of it so… 

 Smoke and just one thing at a time, remember this one 
smoke and please slow down and be gone and just go and then 
he said… 

Andrew, just live it up alright and calm down, and then 
we were going eighty miles an hour and there I was holding my 
backpack and it felt like a story, and it was something new and 
old and… 

Then, there I was and after everything… 
I was on a motorcycle only days removed from going so 

many new places on the eastern part of the country that it didn’t 
matter because states became one state of a constant motion, and 
a week ago I wanted to die, but no, not anymore, because last 
night I was born, and so now I was a born again human, and I 
wanted to resurrect everything and this is where I was:  

Fourteen stories up in Cambridge. END DAY 
 

 
I was taking a short breather from the taping and folding 

bubbles and towels around boxes… 



 

I was drinking a cola leaning against the window wishing 
that this was my life and this was my apartment… 

And I was looking at the cooler fall coming into view 
and… 

There I was… 
I was looking down at the streets and at the future society 

and the people below seemed meaningless and beautiful like ants 
on a hill; I was where I wanted to be and they’ll never even know 
that I was watching the leaders in mathematics and the scholars 
of outer space and robotics and that’s all I was doing… 

I was watching the students move in for the fall semester 
or move out to a better apartment in a better city after they were 
done being what they were for so long. END DAY 

 

 
Before that I was in Rhode Island near the water. There 

was a farm house and the smell of the beach. The sun set on the 
Atlantic is like nowhere else and at nine fifteen the orange and 
yellow light made the grass look like a blanket. And I woulda’ 
stayed longer but I had to go… 

I didn’t have a choice and then… 
Well then I was back on the road as the seeing sights gone 

by and driving through skyline after skyline after dark skyline, 
well…I was feeling pretty sick and tired and… 

I didn’t want to write because writing is what got me into 
trouble. END DAY 
 

 
Now; now I was going to work and live and write later 

and grow and nobody cared about me being a writer just like 
nobody cared about me being alive… 



 

All I was to them was a man who was there and then a 
man who was gone. Easily I was forgotten and now I was a man 
going back home and this time it looked different and I’d have 
to scrape my way back to normal. Nothing would be… 

Nope… 
It wouldn’t be easy but I knew that I could do anything, 

and I can’t explain much but I was on a real motorcycle for the 
first time in my life in Michigan and why?  

What is the reason why I write?  
Well… 
I’m not too sure but I think part of it is connected to this 

idea of belonging to a place; I had to make believe I had a home 
because that’s human nature and I’m a human. END DAY 
 

 
July thirty first and I remember two nights ago when I 

was in the pits of the T on the edge of Boston and I was saying 
to myself: How the fuck did you get here man? What the fuck? 
Why does life hate you and boy I was mad and it felt real lonely; 
real dirty and real dismal but when in Rome I said, and then after 
that I was running around with a man wearing a Mets hat named 
Jose from Puerto Rico in Chinatown and… 

I didn’t ask him to follow me into Walgreens, but he did 
and Jose got us kicked out because they know him, and it seems 
like everyone knew my tour guide in Boston and… 

Just real good for me…huh…and… 
What a summer and Jose was my sidekick until he asked 

me for some money. I told him the truth and said I didn’t have 
any money and that’s when it got awkward and he left me alone, 
but not before he said fuck you I’m not no free god damn tour 
guide. No money? No money. Asshole. Sorry man. END DAY 
 



 

 
Boston was a dream and I walked alone at night looking 

at boats and everything was locked up and there were people 
looking for drugs at every other corner and…I’ll go back, but it 
won’t be on a literary adventure broke lost and stranded after 
taking a job with a Russian moving company traveling the roads 
with a veteran and an Israeli citizen, and I remember waking up 
and we were still on the highway and then… 

Hey Andrew. Isn’t this what you live your life for?  
And in the morning Haiti said this life seems perfect for 

a writer, and he said this to me when I was sitting in the grass 
and… 

Sure I guess whatever man I said, and I said this when we 
were in Rhode Island. END DAY 
 

 
In Boston I was walking on all parts of the highway, 

going back and forth and jumping over downhill triangles of 
lawns and divisions between gas stations. I was trying to find the 
right one and somehow I found my way to Fenway where a cop 
said… 

Get in I’ll give you a lift to the station.  
Exhausted he asked me… 
Where you from?  
Michigan and… 
How? 
The internet I said but don’t want to talk and… 
He laughed and said well, if I was you I’d never get a job 

on the internet again.  
You’re probably right officer but don’t want to talk lesson 

learned and it’s just… 



 

Another weird experience…in a life… 
A life with one too many weird experiences and… 
On the ride I was looking at the city of Boston isolated 

down in the darkness of my existence… 
The streets were bright and in love and I didn’t care about 

anything other than my survival. The yellow lines on the street 
looked like cartoon slides and the cop kept talking but his voice 
blended into the ambiance of the wind as it was cut in half by 
my hand that was surfing the free air that was out the window, 
and yeah… 

 This was one of the best moments of my life. END DAY  
 

 
I didn’t have a phone and there wasn’t a connection back 

to Michigan other than my memory of the water and… 
To most, who knew me when I was there, now I was a 

goner and coulda’ been a goner forever. Nobody cared where I 
was and the driver opened the door and that’s where I was:  
      WAKE UP!  
      HEY!  
      HUH?  
      HEY MAN!  
      Here you go Andrew.  
      Socks?  
      Yeah. Socks. You’ve been doing dirty work without socks. 
A present and ya’ better wake up. We’re going to be at the next 
motel soon. I know you’re tired but I can’t let you sleep in here. 
It’s against the law and…  
      Where to next? I asked. 
      Lowell He said. 
      Really?  
      Yep… 



 

And this is what the driver named Haiti said and… 
Sure… 
I know it’s a weird name but that was his name… 
Haiti had dog tags too, just like Slaughter did, and so here 

I was: I was thirty-three years old and on the road with a couple 
of veterans. Slaughter and Haiti and I didn’t ask if those were 
their real names, but I didn’t want to get into any conversation 
about the past… 

I had a feeling that I shouldn’t ask em’ about where they 
came from only talk about the present and the now and… 

Haiti was twenty-five but already looked ten years older 
than me. He needed this job to send money back to his wife and 
children who lived in Jerusalem, and after he told me this I said 
far out man but he didn’t say anything more. 

Haiti didn’t talk about his woman because he knew his 
woman wasn’t going to leave him; he loved his family and talked 
about why he was working this job, but you could hear it in his 
voice that he was the boss and… 

Each one of us had our own reason for doing what we 
were doing and he wasn’t any different… 

Haiti was just like us and something I’ve learned on the 
road is you never ask a question that you already know, and by 
the way he listened to music singing with headphones driving 
around sharp cliffs in the mountains… 

You could tell that Haiti had seen em’ some shit. END 
DAY 
 

       
      In Rhode Island I was struggling to carry the furniture down 
another flight of steps; we did it though and he was a good leader 
and had no problem gaining my trust, and then after that job 
that’s when Haiti said he didn’t know what was wrong with me;  



 

      You’re like one of the stooges and… 
      Good one I said.  
      Seriously, you’re a silly fucker Andrew,  
      I laughed but didn’t say another word…when I was sitting 
between the two of them looking directly out the front window 
driving towards to the city of Lowell, which so happens to be 
the birthplace of Jack Kerouac. END DAY 
 

 
Hardly wrote a word... 

I wasn’t feeling good when we checked into a motel and 
I asked if they wanted to go but… 

When I did Haiti was about sleeping and Slaughter was 
missing his girl and… 

Come on man I said this means something to me.  
But Slaughter said… 
No way, we need sleep; Drew, this isn’t the time to go 

sightseeing… 
Fine I said and I was standing on the motel balcony with 

the door closed and the two of them were in the room resting 
getting ready for the next long drive, and I should be doing the 
same thing, but I couldn’t sleep, and that’s because I was finally 
awake and… 

As the delivered pizza smelled the motel grounds I looked 
at the people swimming and that’s when… 

For the first time since I left Kalamazoo I smiled and I 
don’t know but it was something good…I was in Lowell and 
before I was afraid but not now because it was nothing but a 
July night. The sky was clear so I walked down the steps, and 
when the street lights faded I didn’t have anything else to do so 
I kept walking and… 



 

I made it three or four miles down the train tracks and 
thought I’d hear the rhythm of people but instead heard the 
cadence of beetle bugs cracking and the grass brushing against 
the decay of eroding metals. Looking around there was darkness 
and there weren’t any places open to get any booze; the truth is 
I was searching for a crowd to forget about my family, but I quit 
walking because everything was catching up to me, and so that’s 
why my feet stopped from going any further and I sat on the 
tracks and… 

With having to get some real rest before the highway; I 
smoked a cigarette and took a drink to Sal Paradise and… 

That’s where I said my goodbyes to nothing.  



 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Fear 
I fear the unknown 
Fear 
the sounds that don’t care 
Fear 
the end of this written song 
Fear 
Fear 
the wood that it may tip over 
and burn the forest down. 
 
Fear 
Always the fear of death 
Fear 
That I’m not a nice enough person 
And a man 
As an American 
As a man 
As an American man. 
 
Fear 
That I won’t be a good father 
A respected writer 
A respected man. 
 
Fear 
That the words won’t come 
Fear of this 
these sounds  
alone in the woods 
Fear of what  
comes from my mind. 



 

Fear  
I won’t be a good lover 
A peaceful protester 
A wise old man 
That nobody will listen 
That I will stop caring 
That the future will just happen 
While I… 
Just sat around. 
 
Fear 
that nobody will bother 
To see the laughter 
That I write with. 
 
Fear that I can’t stop 
the noise from coming out in the night. 
Fear 
I can’t stop my fingers  
from typing 
because I’m diseased. 
 
Fear that I will die 
in the woods 
alone 
so happy. 
 
Fear that I will never grow up 
For what’s out there 
For what I can’t see 
For what’s killing behind me 
In these woods 
Under the moon. 



 

Fear 
For the highway miles away 
and the cars 
that are going 
Somewhere. 
 
Fear 
Of the bug spray  
Killing innocent insects 
For the sleeping dogs and cats 
inside the house  
and the fear  
that they love us  
so very much  
without question. 
 
Fear 
For the papers that were trees 
and fill bookshelves with my thoughts. 
 
Fear for my country 
Fear that America is America is America 
and the fear that even someday 
this forest will be full of houses. 
 
Fear 
No land untouched,  
too innocent to remain 
And even the bricks are an insect’s home. 
 
Fear for the animals in the woods  
that I fear without question 
For the bats and the foxes and  



 

the spiders… 
Fear for the ants  
with three sections  
who alone look so frightened  
and fast… 
Much like I look… 
I fear… 
when I stop and think… 
to breathe. 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
Lemon and olive 
Grange and Cardamom 
Earthbound scents summon adhesion. 
Until the projection takes shape 
Takes meaning from illusion 
And we take what we came for. 
The tripartite equation- 
One 
And the other 
And the space in-between 
Now lie in cruciform  
Under the guidance of Terpsichore. 
Two agonic cygnets 
Now bound 
By illusionary sense of grandeur. 
Bound by sinew  
To the ten thousand things. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
Pour voir ce est le savoir, rapport a’ l’ auto 
Semblable attire le sembiable 
An emollient for the broken hearted 
“I’ve been underwater, and it’s hard to breathe” 
Welcome to my world my one and only 
The soundtrack isn’t encrypted 
But there’s money to be made. 
He came with a silver tongue inside, 
Tragically insecure and vain. 
A postmodern Byron in military boots. 
Is hopelessness a metaphor? 
Do owls swim, or skys fall? 
Truth was a paradox in a paragraph 
When a simple yes or no would have sufficed. 
But we travel on, down the promenade 
Snarling and sneaking but polished and awake. 
Write the history on bone, pale and flat 
Smelling of incense, oil and sweat. 
Bowls of chocolate over conversation 
Like child foxes in Grasse 
After school and wearily eying one another 
Flat black and shiny black, always together.  
 

 

 

 
 
 
 



 

 
An unformed quarrel 
Ripens from within 
A byzantine opera 
Of primordial proportion  
Adagissimo 
The molecules gather 
Taken from 
Bend and yawn 
Perceive their existence 
Adagio Assai 
The implications multiply 
Interact and react 
Perceive their strength 
Adagio 
The schematics emerge 
Stand and assert 
Perceive their worth 
Adagietto 
The decision cast 
Peak and swell 
Perceive its timing 
Aria dentrata 
The action unfolds 
Refined and released 
It has perceived its ability. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Hate has become a comfort 
Hate across the board, 
Equal opportunity 
A cool hate, like marble. 
Never gnawing, never boiling. 
It remains mild mannered in my heart 
Chopin Nocturne D-Flat Major OP. 27 
Hate and death, mirror twins.  
With grace and solitude,  
I stand before you calm.  
Blood Pressure non-detectable. 
To stab someone in the throat 
Or make a pot of tea 
Is one and the same. 
We are one, you and I,  
In our hatred. 
We are one, and you know it. 
So let’s smile then 
For one another,  
Eyes dead but sharp. 
Let us smile and laugh softly 
Over chaos’s divine reign.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Vague Colloquialism  
Past tense pyrexia, a filament. 
Nothing more, nothing less. 
Broken hearts are resourceful, 
And we resolve to remain. 
Unadulterated and unabashed. 
Unavailing and unavoidable. 
Rise up – 
We are our own fetishes. 
This fictitious dinner, merely a dream,  
But no longer an issue.  
To my betrothed in arms, 
My beloved,  
No apology, no never. 
I’m a fragile demon, 
Evil from before you began.  
So I’ll awaken the sleeping birds  
So as to know,  
Where your truth begins.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 keys from him and unlocked the door 
and opened it, and he went in and fell and laid his face in the 
carpet. I asked him if he was alright. He didn’t say anything at 
first and, after a while, he looked up over his shoulder. He was 
very drunk and had a dark, swollen cut over his eye but not from 
the fall he’d just taken. He told me he was fine and that I should 
go ahead and leave. I tossed the keys into the floor beside him 
and opened the door and went out. It had been snowing all day 
and had continued to snow far into the night. Berry would be 
doing last call in another thirty minutes. Not that that mattered 
to anyone. On the road the headlights shown through the 
darkness and the falling snow. The only other tire tracks were 
the ones we’d made fifteen minutes earlier going in the direction 
we’d just left. 
        “She was just playing the victim,” said Alan. He was 
sitting in the driver’s seat of the truck. 
        “That don’t make a difference,” said Evan. “You don’t hit 
women.” 
        “I’m not going to say that.” 
        “You’re going to hit a woman?” 
        “I never have. I’m just saying. I’m not going to just rule 
it out. If she’s fuckin’ up in the right way, I’m not just going to 
flat out say that I wouldn’t.” 

“You can’t do that,” said Evan. “You can’t do that. You 
know how Dennis gets. He probably deserved to get his ass 
kicked.” 

“She did cheat on him.” 
        “That’s not good enough. And besides that, the dude’s 
messed up. There’s not a question in my mind if things had 
worked out different, he would have stabbed Angel.” 
        “What came first? The her getting screwed part or the 
him being screwed up?” 



 

“I’ve been cheated on before. It happens. But that should 
be your queue to forget it. Not to go smacking her around.” 
        “Chicken or the egg.”  
        “Whatever.” 
        “I’m not trying to justify hitting a chick because she 
cheated on you. I’m just saying. I like to keep things on a case 
by case basis.” Evan sat there not talking. There was a deer in 
the road. It was just there out of the darkness and the haze of the 
snow, standing in the middle of the headlights. I’m not sure if 
he even stepped on the brakes. If he had time to or he just didn’t. 
The right headlight went out when we struck it, and then it was 
gone. It didn’t seem as if he’d ran over it. It didn’t feel like we 
ran over anything. The truck slid in to a stop and we got out 
and looked at the animal in the snow in the shoulder of the road. 
It’s dark eye staring up into the dark, snowing sky, not moving. 
It was young and not very big.  

“The jackass was probably out looking for that big ass pile 
of bread,” said Evan. Across the street there was a fenced in 
electrical transformer and a clearing beside it. A couple weeks 
ago, before the snow had started to stick, someone had dropped 
at least two-hundred loaves of white bread there. The deer were 
everywhere. They had finished off the pile quite a while ago, 
but they were still coming back to check on it. 

“It must of broke its neck,” said Alan. He was crouched 
on his boot heels beside it, getting a closer look. We all stood 
there and stared at it, not talking. Then Alan stood and went 
around the truck and opened up the topper hatch and the 
tailgate. You could tell by the way he walked that he was very 
drunk. We all were. He came back and took the deer up in his 
arms and laid it down in the truck bed. “I’m keeping it,” he said. 

“Aren’t you suppose to register something like that?” I 
asked. He said he didn’t care about it and closed up the back and 
we got in and left.  



 

After a while I heard something crashing around from 
behind us. I turned to look and I could see the deer in the back 
of the truck banging around into the walls, confused. “Holy 
shit,” said Evan. “The deer wasn’t even dead when you picked it 
up.”  

We had stopped and Alan was looking through the 
center console. He took out a large clasp knife and got out and 
went around to the back of the truck. Engine exhaust was 
coming up behind him and we could see him standing with the 
red tail lights shining on him as he opened the hatch and the 
tailgate. He grabbed the deer by the back of the neck and pressed 
it into the floor and leaned over it with the knife. He stepped 
away and the deer started to get back up, sidling a little on its 
front hunches. It sank down slowly onto its side, and then it did 
not move anymore. He stood there for a moment making sure. 
Then he closed up the back and came around the truck again. I 
could see him lean over in the open driver’s side door and use a 
handful of snow to clean the knife. He got in and put the knife 
back in the center console, and we all sat there staring ahead 
with the one headlight shining through the darkness and the 
falling snow. Then Alan said, “What else was I going to do? It’s 
back was broken.” 
        “Yeah, man. It’s tough to do sometimes,” said Evan. 
        “Let’s have some shots when we get back,” said Alan. 
        When we got back, Alan ordered the shots and we took 
them, and then Mark and Cody came over and Alan told them 
what had happened. They all wanted to see. A few girls came 
out with them and Alan opened the back of the truck again. 
Some of the girls said some stuff about it and turned and went 
inside. We stood there looking at the animal in the truck bed 
and Alan explained what had happened and we all agreed that 
putting the bread there that close to the road was the damn 
dumbest thing anyone could have done. We went inside and 



 

Alan ordered more shots. Dennis’s girl was drunk too and she 
came over and started telling Alan about how fucked up this all 
was. She went on about how he’d just cut the deer's throat like 
that, apparently not remembering that Dennis had pushed her 
into a wall not more than an hour ago. Alan just stood there and 
looked at her. Then Evan came over and sort of pulled her away, 
telling her not to freak out and that that was just the way he was. 
        “How could he do that?” said Abby. 
        “He was doing the deer a favor. It was hurt.” 

“What if it wasn’t?” 
“What did you want him to do? Just let it break all the 

windows out of his truck.” 
“I don’t know. He could of waited.” 
“And what if it took off with a broken leg and died of an 

infection?” 
“I don’t know, Evan. It just doesn’t seem right.” I watched 

Evan look back over his shoulder. Alan was at the pool table 
taking aim at the cue ball with the piece of a stanchion he’d 
found behind the bar. “It’s like you’re saying that’s just the way 
he is, like, ‘It’s okay. He’s a MacIntyre. They’re just like that.’” 
She was standing with her coat still on, looking into her drink 
and stirring the ice cubes. Her makeup was smudged in the 
corner of one eye. 

Evan looked at me, then he took a drink of his beer and 
turned back at Abby to make another attempt at explaining who 
Alan was, and both of us knowing, thinking how Alan had lost 
his friend recently and had been very angry at him, at his friend, 
and that was why he’d moved back to Muskegon when he did, 
and probably why he didn’t seem to care very much about 
anything. 
 
 

 



 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
the digital age has made us digital, irritatingly complex 
without the brain. 
 
how far can I go with $700 today? in the old days I would’ve 
gone far, but today I’ll make it to the state line and denounce 
my inner-Kerouac. 
 
Congress should be stocked with janitors, strippers, 
housewives, waiters, accountants, cashiers, doctors, lawyers, 
owners, deadbeats, builders, homosexuals, sign spinners, 
actors, etc. government should be built on the American 
sample instead of the business/lawyer model. 
 
instead of suicide you should go out and do something that 
might kill you. 
 
I’ll stay here long enough to get through this last roll of toilet 
paper. how’s that? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
I woke up today with the image of a fish flopping around on 
paper, which is how I'd describe my writing. 
 
I steal from the ecosystem that runs in my sleep; 
nothing in that world is composed of matter, 
 
and none of the words beyond this paragraph matter. 
 
if there are moments that seem lucid, it's because I was half 
asleep or drunk. 
 
I was raised in Bartow, Florida, a small town where I 
learned to drink, fuck, swear, fail classes, and work. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

If I were God I'd be ashamed of human beings. I'd crumple this 
planet like a bad sketch and toss it away. If I were God I'd be 
an artist in a torn black suit, sipping coffee on an overcast day.

We think "the world is beautiful". Less abortions are 
happening, another black kid has graduated, the Muslims are 
losing, my gay friends are married. Isn't the world less of a bad 
sketch because of my beautiful actions?  

Maybe this terrible grey spot is used for balance or intrigue. 
Maybe the greys go best with the greens. Maybe it's not such a 
bad sketch if you look a little closer.  

Aren't we judged accordingly? By the hick from my small 
town, taking notes like a court room clerk. Keeping track and 
slapping us when we crawl to the gates. Isn't the obsessive 
artist committed to his next big show, there to impress the girls 
from New York.  

We are the drops that landed on the floor, like a J. Pollock 
accident. I am a lonely old man with a few minutes to spare 
during commercials. The sirens are going off next door at the 
Chinese restaurant. And a woman in a short black dress is 
approaching the bed. 
 
 



 

 
it's Thursday, the beginning of the weekend for a lot of 
people. the weekend whores have replaced the women we 
used to see only three years ago. I have no place here. from 
time to time I'll possess my body with cold facts and squirm 
around until they heat up. I have an idea of how things should 
work, something like an ecosystem, and they should roll off 
the tongue as easily.  
 
a lot of us wake in the morning and come home in the 
evening. we light our computers, check our pages, and there 
they are - the cold facts of what everybody was doing. 
yesterday a man was beheaded. when I was a kid this would 
probably still happen. Reagan would talk about war and I'd 
have trouble sleeping. I recall how the news looked then, as 
dusty and dark as the Marathon bombing. Dire Straits would 
flicker about with that MTV logo. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Muzak version of “and she was” by Talking Heads plays 
overhead. The cashier, male, is dressed like any cashier and 
shaped like any kid. Adam and Clark are professional. 
 
CASHIER: 
 
Welcome to Burgers. What’ll ya have? 
 
ADAM: 
 
I’ll have a mocha shake and a large order of onion rings. 
 
CASHIER: 
 
We’re out of mocha. You wanna’ try the banana shake 
instead? It’s on special. 
 
CLARK 
 
Yeah, I’ll try it. 
 
CASHIER: 
 
And for you sir?
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ADAM: 
 
I’ll just have a burger, mid rare. The wife has me on a diet. 
 
CASHIER: 
 
Anything to drink? 
 
ADAM: 
 
Fuck off. 
 
CUT TO: 
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Adam and Clark have found a table and are sitting directly 
across from each other. Both have removed their jackets. 
 
ADAM: 
 
Can you believe that Dresden account? What a scumbag. 
 
CLARK: 
 
Yeah… 
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Two weeks ago, I took a forty-eight-hour train journey from 

Bangalore to Kanpur. Unlike my previous long distance journey, this 
time I rode in second class, sharing space with two families and 
experiencing a much more interesting India along the way. Here’s an 
incomplete list of items you can purchase without leaving your bed: 

 

 
It is a fully functional economy without leaving your seat. 

 

 
We began walking for an hour, and for the last forty minutes 

or so we walked along the banks of the Ganges River. My fever broke 
during the night and despite a stop at the health clinic, my upset 
stomach persisted. But still, the expected two km walk wouldn’t be a 
problem; actually, I expected it may help with the fever. 
 
WATER 
 

We passed a marker just after arriving at the riverbank and it 
wasn’t clear where our destination was. When we finally settled…my 
guess is…that we walked about a dozen or so kilometers before we 
sat down for a rest. The bathing area offered no particular relevance 
and was accompanied by a loudspeaker shouting the names of those 
lost in the crowd. And as two of my companions bathed, and there 
were five of us now, because the old man and the driver separated at 
some point during the early morning walk, I approached the river 
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planning to dip my hand into the water and wet my head, and just 
before kneeling that is when I realized the action without belief is 
empty. What’s the point of dipping your hands in a dirty river? And 
this is what I thought as I sat and waited. Millions and millions walked 
great distances for this dip of faith. Ancient stories of gods and heroes 
compel and inspire the unity and resolve that is so lacking in this 
world. 
 

 
One of my favorite destinations so far was in Kodaikanal… 

I stayed in a village about 6 km away, after running into 
another traveler who recommended that the additional trek meant 
cheaper accommodations and less people. The next two days—far too 
short—were spent watching the weather change from moment to 
moment. The sun rises breaking through the middle of the clouds 
instead of along the horizon. Clouds roll in at a moment’s notice 
filling the air around you with mist. Rainclouds rise out of smoking 
trees, cover the landscape and bring rain, and dissipate just as quickly. 
An hour-plus lightning storm; electricity passing between clouds, 
running horizontal and vertical from the ground then striking the 
Earth so close you can feel the heat and are momentarily blinded by 
the flash. The night is filled with a deep, still quiet. 
 

 
I’m planning on spending a month in Kerala in a town called 

Kannur. I will be studying Kalaripayattu and Ayurveda. Kalaripayattu 
is one of the oldest martial arts in the world and taught only in Kerala. 
The Sangum is home to a master of 30+ years and three distinct styles. 
The Ayurvedic study will focus on massage. Both are based on vital 
pressure points that much of Eastern healing and fighting is based on. 
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Besides thee studies I plan on reading and swimming in the Arabian 
Sea. 
 

 
There is not much need for a watch here. A lazy morning of 

sleeping-in followed by French-made coffee (first time ever); the 
mountain air and winter Sun cool and warm at once. Twenty-five 
cent government bus rides climb and descend and climb again 
through mountain roads connecting towns as they cut through 
switchback after switchback; there are mountain valleys and views 
mixed with picturesque tea plantations. 
 

 
South Indian Thali and chai with bananas and homemade 

chocolates for the afternoon. Now there are friendly faces that offer 
their services and receive our declines with a smile. A rickshaw ride 
ends at the side of the road between two mountain towns. From the 
road the paths ascend and descend tracking the sound of the waterfall 
and birds’ songs. Easy grade walking through the paths offered by the 
tea plantations mixing Sun with shade, and the tea leaves require the 
shade of trees and the mountain requires wild jungle. 
 

 
Friendly faces smile and return waves to passing strangers. 

Amateur bird watching from a gazebo looking down on the train’s 
bridge, the valley and falling river in the distance. Below the tracks 
are sunny fields, hand-made bridges and riverside patios. Each home 
settled into the land with room to roam between neighbors—a perfect 
place to spend many hours… 
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A bridge holding together two sides of the valley leads to the 

finale for the day:  
 

 
Everything’s on time today. 

 

 

 
We left early to spot one.  
Herds of spotted deer… 
Warning chirps of birds… 
 

 
A horned hawk eagle surrounded by the threatening tweets of 

tree flies and the florescent bright blue of the kingfisher… 
The scurrying bodies of the mongoose and camouflaged 

vultures perching over their canyon watching the day birth. Shades 
of blacks and greys and shadows growing into hazy fauna—the Earth 
is a slow rising sun—as Dinosaur leaves and an alligator is baking in 
the morning light warming the trees and chasing the creatures of the 
night to sleep. Paw marks running opposite the tire tracks… 

And so, does it count if you almost see a tiger? 
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SCENES FROM THE ROAD: VILLAGE LIFE 
 

Large jobs of hard physical labor. Large jobs done by many. 
Mostly women carrying loads of anything on their heads, long walks 
down the road. Trees shade corners of wheat fields. Pails of water 
pumped from walls and carried away. Young men playing games, 
cricket with crowds and commentators. Groups of school aged 
children smiling and playing with stones off walls instead of bats and 
wickets, as teenage girls bike and smile to and from school, and in 
cities and towns children ask for money. Here they watch with 
apparent interest in camera-toting visitors. A potter meditating to 
sound and hammer smoothing the edges. Dirt and dust make a clean 
home. An eight-foot fire alter lit every 20 days back dropped by the 
forest and his tribe. An old man with an easy smile and peace in his 
eyes. During a stop at the road stop, a trucker’s favorite—half dozen 
manmade rooms for us to have lunch, and then later on during the 
drive six, eight, a dozen busses pass filled with white-clad and bearded 
men; their peers direct traffic with half meter batons—stopped busses 
on the roadside with a row of men bowing to the sun as another 
gathering includes a tent and food… 

It’s a 175-million-person minority, Muslims in pilgrimage. 
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One of the first questions (especially in southern India, Tamil, 
Nadu) people ask foreigners about, is about religion.  

Proselytizing sometimes follows and sometimes not. Often it 
is an introductory question somewhere between… 

 
 
The last month I’ve had a chance to meet Christians, Hindus 

and Muslims individually, and was able to observe the community 
differences. Neighborhoods are many times segregated by religion, 
and then on a bus ride from Mysore to Mettapulayam I sat next to a 
Christian. We began talking about, as he put it, “faith prayer action.” 
The conversation quickly turned into a back-and-forth question and 
answer: he providing well-crafted and practiced questions and I 
responding with whatever came to my head. If there was a winner 
and loser—if one of us had to win—it was he. For each question he 
asked, I struggled to provide the answer he was looking for. As he 
departed and I reflected on the conversation I realized that he “won” 
because of well-reasoned and a commitment to logic as a means to 
justify his faith.  

 
In Hampi I had a brief interaction with a Hindu Swamiji. He 

shared a story about standing on the side of righteousness and 
courage. When you do this he counseled, good merit will be returned 
to you many times over. Wisdom through storytelling. In this way 
he shared his beliefs. 

 
At this point I have had no conversation with Muslims about 

their faith. One interaction, however, stands out… 
Another traveler and I were in Kotagiri trying to find a bus or 

auto rickshaw that would take us to a spot in the valley we could hike, 
picnic and return in the evening. A group of rickshaw drivers formed 
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around us and one told us he could take us to a spot we were looking 
for at the cost of 100 rupees. We agreed. On the drive he paused at 
spots that we were to remember to find the bus for our return, 
including the pick-up location. Finally, we paid and he left us in a 
spot ideal for what we were looking for. The only mark of his faith 
was a sticker on the inside of his taxi. 

 
The Muslim in India is easy to spot: they are often going to or 

coming from prayer and many times identified by their white dress. 
In my interactions they exhibit humility above all else and are fair in 
their business. Actions over words, it seems… 

This can be a refreshing exception in a place where there is no 
shortage of public proclamations and trickery in monetary exchange. 
Scenes like this are in stark contrast to the image of Islam projected 
in the United States offering many more perspectives on the world’s 
second largest religion. 
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A narrative weaves its way into the ears of the creek. There’s a small 
spot there where the boy buried his treasure, under the tree with the 
knot like a face. He knows nothing of romance but claims to have 
had eight girlfriends by the time he got to high school, he swears it. 
His friends shoot squirrels with bb guns, bury their bodies in a little 
graveyard in the forest, each grave marked with a stone, each stoned 
marked with a day that will outlast the future. He reverently visits it 
sometimes because it is sacred, the most sacred planet on earth, and 
he hopes to find a girl who adores what he adores.   

 
Four buildings yawn and a rooster crows. Four buildings think of 
themselves as important; they can’t imagine anything bigger. They 
hold their children close to their breasts. They birth their children 
exponentially and secure themselves to this land and to each other. 
There’s more to worry about than nature now. They’re shifty-eyes. 
There’s a collection of valuables and crows in a field. Straight lines 
shoot across the earth like a map of itself, and a tool is looked at as if 
it were a weapon. Just in case.  
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Nine Theravada monks set themselves on fire and one doesn’t, it’s his 
job to tell the story. Everyone’s talking about peace. His journey takes 
him across the Himalayans to the city, where everyone’s talking about 
conscious. They’re setting fires in the streets. Everyone’s talking 
about the end of the world. It’s an exciting age to die. The ghost of 
Mother Earth is rising from her body and giving birth all at once. 
Everyone’s holding their breath. Everyone’s trying to peek around 
the corner.  
 

 
In this life, bones hum for flesh and flesh for blood. Six men on 
horseback ride across the country remorseful of nothing and full of 
bricks. A face sets itself into stone and that stone sets itself in a library. 
Nicknames are given. Gates open and mounds of sugar are poured 
out of dump trucks. There is something going on about a fire and 
some girls hiding together against my cold in blankets made of 
injuries. I’m sorry, it’s difficult, there are reasons we don’t remember 
those times, or choose not to conjure them.  
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You paycheck 
you payment 
you big mouth  
of reality, 
you ladder of  
encouragement, 
insistence 
therapy 
you handle of 
my coffee cup,  
you binge-drinker,  
you almost there, 
you finish strong, 
you one more year, 
you classmate who broke  
up with me and I stopped  
going to class, 
you DC in Com Theory, 
you shouts of 
no more! and more! echoing 
across the amphitheater, 
you homeless students,  
you suicide  
prevention program, 
you bony finger of 
grad school beckoning  
like a twenty-year 
peace treaty with 
Andrew Jackson, like the  
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magic wellspring 
of worldly confidence, 
you passenger seat 
where I nap or 
watch the world fly by 
for days at a time 
noting one odd tree 
I want to write about,  
you worst tasting 
fair trade coffee 
in the history 
of fair trade, 
you hand of my 
mother folding 
the world 
to her breast, 
you Prague summer 
program I never  
went on, 
you dorms I never 
slept in, 
you honors college 
of honored students, 
you east hall 
of east halls, 
of mushroom trips, 
of vandalism, 
mischief, undoing, 
rebelling, chalking, 
dancing, poeming,  
thinking deep and ugly 
and full of reminiscent, 
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you coming of age 
a generation too late,  
you holding cell 
you lackluster attempt 
at not knowing anything, 
you bittersweet 
success, 
you completed  
puzzle of pieces 
hanging proudly 
from a nail, 
you ridiculous grown 
of bygone traditions, 
you labyrinth or laboratory 
of boiling insurrection 
where we crouch beneath 
the guise 
of professionalism 
waiting in a Trojan horse 
with neighbors we don’t know 
to pounce with passion 
and music 
instead of weapons 
teaching children 
to open their gift 
of the earth with 
desperate fingernails 
digging deep into  
its bright ripe orange… 
… 
 



102 
 

 
Truth clad in denim 
often wonders 
where her shawl fluttered off to. 
 
She washes time, 
then throws it out 
with the dishwasher. 
 
She folds gravity 
like a blanket 
and floats away. 
 
She strips for us, 
laughing as we touch her 
poignant breasts. 
 
“If only you could feel 
the radio waves 
traveling through me,” 
she giggles, 
and we are content 
we’ve seen enough 
to make us happy, 
 
to make us so 
damn 
arrogant. 
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