







There is a moment of recollection and she is gone.  Fast.  Faster.  Fast.  I hide her shoes.  The brain comes back.  The circle of death expands.  And there are days.









�







How do you get to Catalina Island, Annie?  I’m going to go look it up.  I see this long bridge, my uncle riding by on a tuna boat.  His ponytail flying.  Hey, you grew up, he says.  It’s so bright the pavement disappears.  Then the boat.  He turns on a dime like a star.  I fly, the backs of fish slipping from the nets we wrote.  I’m a child again, Annie.  The waves rock shells.  I tell everyone I must go back.
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Annie, I have to tell you about this dream.  I was driving you home.  It had something to do with my shoes, the glint of a web.  The sky is a hurt in my hands, faint in the back of my throat, on my chest.  I wake and the name of it all is Estancia.
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All night I flew, turned somersaults.  Annie, you shouted, “I’m with you!  You’re so high!”  And then my limbs became soft, I grew an outer shell, rode with nothingness, landed on the fragrant yard, pushed off, the dresses of the dream billowing.
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It’s the red earth, Annie.  I was in another country learning to walk, learning to run, learning to write my name.  And they were running.  I imagine the earth, there, as heated, moist like warm bread.  And the silence of bare feet.  The journalist’s camera.  Run, people, run, I tell them, as I learn to write my middle name.  Anne.  Ann.  Anya.  Able.  Abe.  Ask.  Albeit.  Age.  Aesop.  Andy.  And.  Abraham.  Angel.  Ale.  Whale, I draw.  Wail.  This is what we call taking off.  Astral bodies.  Lucid dreaming.  How to fail and fail.  I give them wings and shoes, cupped in each hand.  And then the babies stave off nothing.  And we read ourselves to heaven and dream ourselves gone.  Back to gather loved ones.  And then gone.  Raised.  Razed.
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Annie, when I’m finally ready to write I can only speak Japanese.  But I don’t understand what I speak.  When my husband wakes me in the morning, I try to explain, but neither of us understand.  Then I discover I don’t have enough room, in my room.  And that there isn’t enough room outside.  I can’t see past the curve of the road.  I can’t see past each roof.  But then I decide I must write and there isn’t anything to write, besides I’ll misspell everything because now I’m writing Japanese sounds in English.  That’s what I decide I must do since I don’t know the symbols.  But I have no space and I’ve already thrown everything out.  Then I’m shopping for something in an empty store.  Slippers?  And someone is buying me a surprise while I’m there.  And I can’t hear what I’m supposed to hear, even though I can see everything.  That we spoke and there is an energy to speaking the truth or as close to the truth as you are able to speak.  Last night I learned another language.  I didn’t learn to speak it to where I understood, but something had taken over me, and the people on the sidewalk in my dream nodded and nodded their heads.  And I had one child with me, or I was looking for her, or I was looking for her shoes.  Her shoes were a language that would bring her back.  Her feet in her shoes.  Not a car in a house.  A foot in a shoe.  And a yard with grass.  Just back there, alive, somewhere.
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I want to take off the ends of words, Annie.  Say groun instead of ground, the foot caught, the slur, the stumble.  I mean, how fabulous.  Roots exposed.  Lilacs deepening because of it.  People leaning in to listen, quizzical, What?  What’s wrong?  With you?  Nothing, I’ll say, finally, nothing at all.	Later, steam escaping in ribbons through a manhole, a sheer curtain, a broad lamp, a backpack thrown to the floor.
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Oh, Annie, Bangladesh and La Jolla.  I want to row a boat between them, to the poorest country in the world.  See the people there?  When I go to sleep, I’ll row past the whispering.  And I’ll wake inside a room, one man weeping, to tell me my father planned it all.  Silence slapping the boat.  Silence at the scientist’s window.  Silence flying above the yard.  Now the river, smooth, brown, clear.  And I’ll see my father loved.  Left-handed.  Now I won’t see him, I’ll see the sky.
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Oh, Annie, everyone waves bright fans.  Or kites!  Maybe they are kites, the string wrapping a pole and my father putting something beneath us, the day I think, minus touch.  We are thinking.  The rush up.  The fluttering diamonds and rags.  

�







It isn’t a dream.  To be beautiful.  Honking horns, my dad arriving to tell us everything’s all right, my dad, arriving, in his suit, from his office, his job, so that when it crashes, a kind of breaking up really, he never arrives on the scene or walks away but it is his presence and I’m home with our girls waiting for some kind of conclusion to my life because without him I can’t find my life or the beginning or end, like a plane crash in a dream where there is some kind of loss or being gone when someone was never there and the crash is symbolic.  There’s no fire or heat or screaming.  Just the inside of a plane, a few tilted seats.  No smell or sound, no running away, and then a flash like you’ve forgotten you’re home.









�







Annie, all I’m saying is that Johnny Coltrane was born in my home town.  That’s all I’m saying.  And the Marshall Islands where we almost moved or stayed, well, Tom Dowd, Johnny Coltrane’s engineer, helped build the bomb that would go off there and we, Tom and I, the girls, we almost went.  Tom Dowd died in 2002 and we almost went in 2004 but now we are here like music, Tom Dowd meeting Tom and me on some atoll, Tom on the guitar and me reading poems, but what we are, we are here, listening to the music Tom Dowd produced, listening to Johnny Coltrane, from my home town, and that would be it, Annie, that would be all I would have to say, once my little scribbles were done and Tom picked up his guitar one last time, on some island, no, some atoll a mile wide.  And then we would sleep to the sound of waves and wake to the sound of waves and record ourselves, Tom Dowd coaxing things out of us that we didn’t know we had, on a devastated island growing back because he didn’t know his work would ever lead to this, not good or bad but this.
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Who’s been out of town?







�







Annie, complete the principle.  Retro or futuristic.  No apples.  Nothing but sunlight and cement.  You’re not even allowed to imagine an ant.  Now help me.





�







Five fingers and you’re gone, Annie.  The walkers below you fan out.  The absence is enough.  Their trail away and their talk in the night.  Remember.  Remember.  An old friend you’d forgotten.  His journal in your hand.  It’s the last one, he says, bending over his sander and saw.  What happened to her, to her, to him?  Where did everyone go?  Neither of you can remember the right names and everything is different.  The streets and the sidewalks going faint.  Minus anyone you’ve ever known.  You keep trying to go back.  I’m still young, I can fix things!  I’m still young!  I can try!  I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!  Let me find you!  Let me try!  I have to stay!  Please look at me!  None of us old, none of us 40, none of us without!  Please!  I want to go back!  I’m almost out of time!  I can fly!  Look!  See me!  It’s different!  It’s possible!  I can fly! 







�







The discovery of the funeral parlor’s room on this mud-bright day, Annie, between the trees is “Where did you go before your body washed ashore?”  Then center, we ask each other stories:  What would you do, having come upon your own body?  We’d like to think you’d give yourself an answer, but I came to help put your body to rest, like everyone else. And there are days to remember.  A young man boarding a train into translucence, how it defies the giver, perishing, the river rising past its banks ten states away, connected, somehow, to us, we’ve got a resting body now.  It does not speak.  We don’t even try to make it speak.







�







What do you want from me?  The smoke above my cabin?  The wet slappy leaves?  A slug I uncurled?  I’m awake, fully awake, after three stupid days, you morons.  Who cares?  Well, I hate to tell you this, but symbolism, the whole mishmosh mess of it, means less than nothing.  Now you’re listening?  This stands for this and this for this. . . .  Lah-deh-dah-deh-dah.  Fussy, fussy.  God isn’t a symbol for anything.  Go back to bed.  Or rise early, get a “good start on the day!”  It’s important to do as much as you can!  Jesus, Annie, you didn’t tell me it was going to be like this.

�







But I’m already involved with terror and loneliness on a continual basis.  We’re friends.  Compatriots.  Compadres.  Cell mates.  Members of the same nonviolent politically correct gang.  We hang out together after class.  It involves random cigarettes, Sonic fountain Cherry Diet Cokes.  When we sleep, in our separate houses, we imagine each other sleeping soundly.  Terror shivers in pain.  Loneliness looks out the window.  And, I, I, Annie, dream.  Friends spit at me in these dreams.  Hey, I knew they weren’t really friends.  And an old childhood pal of my sister’s, having gained a few pounds, comes up to me in a diner, takes my order, asks me how things are.  We debate.  Is it good?  Is it bad?  My loser boyfriend silently shoving mashed potatoes into his mouth.  I want to tell you the truth, though, I was the holiest loser of all.  I volunteered myself over to him.  And I was home from school for the weekend when I should have been at  school finding my way the hell around.  Since you asked.  



�







What more important things to do?  Excruciating?  Annie?



�







Goddamnit, Annie, god doesn’t have time for this.  Will you listen to me?  I assume you aren’t listening because I’m not getting answers.  Last night I was in a church in another goddamn dream.  And my uncle and grandmother were trying to convince me to be catholic again.  I said I believed in god but they said it would mean nothing when I died.  That I wouldn’t know my afterlife.  Sure, it would be a good afterlife but I wouldn’t know I was dead and I wouldn’t be able to come back and help people on earth and the whole while a cousin was dying.  Everyone was singing in the dark church and we were there to be with her while she died except it took a long, long time.  And she hadn’t been a believer before either, but she was ready and willing to die that way then.  And I woke up with this goddamn sob stuck in my throat and all day after and before I fell asleep I’d been gagging.  Like when he died.  You know the one.  And I can see her face, but I’m not that afraid of death.  That’s what I don’t get.  But in the dream there were other truths at work, damnit.  And the goddamn idea, always, that there’s so much buried deep in us that we can’t possibly fathom, truths on all kinds of all levels of sky that we couldn’t possibly comprehend.  And I so want you to talk to me, talk to me, talk out loud to me and tell me what exactly I should do.  I look here and here and here.  Oh, goddamn Jesus, I have this time to work and I can’t do anything right.  No one’s listening, not even you, not even god, that god.  Shit, shit, shit, listen to me.  Listen to me.  Speak back.  It can’t, it just can’t be all this silence and waiting around.  It can’t be all this listening to nothing but sounds.  I want voices; goddamn voices, human voices:  write this, write this, write goddamn this.  Please, I’m begging you.  It’s just between me and you.  Us.  Don’t leave me here baffled and wondering, cleaning the goddamn house.  I want to know what time means.  I want to spend time with my kids and husband during the goddamn day.  I’ve got time, now.  Motherfucking time.  I’m alive and I’ve got all this terrible goddamn time.







�







I don’t want you to talk to me.  All day I asked, and, now, exhausted, everyone asleep, I consider remaking myself.  If you are religious, I ask this of you, Annie, that you consider dropping it.  I mean that.  How can one, one’s whole life, never conceive of anything else?  I’m not talking about radical.  There is a cult called Opus Dei and I fear how beauty and pure pain intertwine, there.  I fear the woman in her kitchen.  Please understand me.  I’m not saying the beach house, the high rise dorm, the inside of the hotel, in my dreams, are pointless, for beauty and pain intertwined there, I’m just saying you better not be fooling around with a deity.  It’s inside us, that’s all.  And one universe has always been a tempting lie.  It’s kind of comforting, isn’t it?  To think we fly down the center of one inescapable place, all black, except for burning points of light.  Us in our space suits, turning somersaults.  Sharon Olds has this poem, the cops give the suicidal man a cigarette after they pull him from the edge.  I want that cigarette, Annie, hanging from my mouth in the dark, the sky splayed out like a night dress.  I want to remember you, and everything you are.  I don’t care if it’s all a dream.  That’s what I’ve got.  And god sings his own tune.  Christ, people will never get to him.  Their rigid terrible ways make me want to look into how to die inside to get away, remake myself, so my girls don’t have to listen to me proclaim.





�







I never said there were whole days, Annie.  You did.  And my father listened, the three of us shocked by the memory, separate, round like the brain.  I wish upon it like a disappearance, come back and I will change.  But it survives.  And you do.  Lastly, there is its haze.



�







I promise.  I rose.  I said.  I sleep.  I’l tell them what I said Back wards if you wish.  Upside down. It’s the end, isn’t it.   I’m smack dab in the middle.  Once you told me I could have everything.  Now I want to give it back.  ABCDEFG.  Tell the street.  When I’m old, older, oldest, the oldest one, I want you to believe I said it.  This is the way we.  Oh, dear, Annie.  Seal them with us behind the bar.  I’m supposed to give back.  I’m supposed to give back.  Listen here, Missy.  Damnit, Annie.  You said, I’m alone, i’m alone, I’M alone.  When the blind man walks he sleeps.  I said, sleeps. I couldn’t wake him for the world.  I couldn’t tell him, hey, you were just asleep.  Or, sleep!  Go back to sleep!  This is how you sleep!  Snore, snore, laugh.  There was no sleep.  I want to kiss him in his sleep.  Christ!  Go back.  Sleep.  This isn’t death, it’s sleep.  You haven’t heard of death.  When I come in the room, you haven’t heard of death.

















*The misspelling and different caps and spacing are intended.
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How he must have solved the problem over and over in his head.  Annie.  Blue, at last, the snow in the air.  The pansies, purple, belly up.  Give me all you have, he would have said, live beyond where you are.  The days of terrible god-given heat.  Come back.  Come back.  Come back.  In his mouth again, smoke, air.



�







Okay, so I’m not talking to you, Annie.  (Yeah right.)  I mean, I cannot speak about it.  I cannot breathe.  I cannot sleep.  There are numbers and countries and planes.  There are lives and last days.  There are years without footsteps.  And there is so much chronic pain.  Wheels and wheels and wheels of pain.  It is dream, a damn, damn dream, but he’s running toward me, arms outstretched, turning back, with me, toward a waiting plane.  And it just gets better.  After that.  You know?  I mean, you don’t even have to listen to me anymore.





�







Annie, here’s     me     coming     back.     Ta da!



�







Oops.  Your practical disapproval means I’ll probably GO AHEAD AND DO IT.  So BACK OFF!  Take your Imagery, Imagery, Imagery too.  And blah, blah, blah.  I succeed at nothing and you, well, you, Missus, you succeed at everything full-blown boring, full-blown “images,” breakfast, lunch and dinner.  “Revitalizing the downtown” and “extending the leash.”  So get a life that ain’t mine, one that makes a hellofalotmore “sense.”  Ha.  Blip.  Ha.





















�







Where was I?  Gone.  Gone, gone, gone.  Gonville.  The indomitable snowman’s iceberg, the one that broke off.



















�







It’s all the damn urgency.  A, n, n, i, e.













�







God.  The “average reader”?  Puhlease.  Why  do  you  keep  putting  these  people  in  my  path?  Annie, I’m Talking to you.  Annie (middle name)!







�







It’s a man’s world, Joe.  Joe, Joe Wenderoth.  Man.  I said, Man.  I said, flat-out man.  Listening, Annie?  They’ll stone me for the truth.  You’ll have to tell them I was all about the truth.  You’ll have to sing it.  Like bards.  You and Joe.





















�







Joe, Annie, Joe, Annie, Joe, Annie, Joe, Annie, Joe.

























�







Annie, you tired of flying around?
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Break it down, Annie.  A grave digger resting/waiting.  Smoking a cigarette.  A new grave, the fresh flowers turned in their pots on their sides.  And there are a few days.  And there are some directions for those days.  Spots of rain.  And an explanation.  The sun comes out.  A spectacular headache.  The prepositions fly over the grass.  The mourners go.  Come back to check.  The child.  They buried.  That day.  A small coffin.  And on it a folk art heart.  The blanket again.  I meant the flowers on their sides.  The blanket I mean.  But you meant the sky.  Didn’t you.  Blue Annie.
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