© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

CONTENTS

L

I Was Working 3

I’m depressed to only now have discovered 6
Poets Need So Much 7

Revolution 8

Five blocks and three hours away 9

What Devastates Me Is Me 10

This poem stabs one’s own eye 11

The problem with beauty is that it
convinces me of achievement 12

This poem says yes 13

Taking the ferry to work like an adventurer 14
Prayer for tax season 15

All morning, tax evasion 16

A Poetics of Nothing 17

Reincarnation 19

New Year Poem with Green Flooding 20
Bodies and Signs in Time 21

IL.

IN FREE TIME

III.

What Is This Air Changing, This Warm Aura, These Threads
of Air Vibrating Rows of People 43

Poem Toward People 44

For general queries, contact info@press.princeton.edu



© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

The Dynamic of Moving a Tree Stump 45

I miss the feeling of being free and connecting the dots 47
The Small Picture 48

Blood-Clock in Hancock, New York 49

Everything good? Yes. Everything? 50

Red Star 52

I'd Rather Be Love-Low Than Money-Low 53

Tide’s Out (of Money) 54

Underwater Theater Show 61

Erotics of Being a Self 62

Wrestling with narrative drives tears down cheeks 63

Carrying It 64

Acknowledgments 65

For general queries, contact info@press.princeton.edu



© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

For general queries, contact info@press.princeton.edu



© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

For general queries, contact info@press.princeton.edu



© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

I Was Working

My second job was waiting in a window
behind the window of the job I was on

the clock for. My third job was scheduled
for that evening, but not yet

confirmed. My fourth freelance job wasn’t active

per se, but I was actively

pursuing clients. After much consideration or
to be more precise, after being forced to act

on what I'd been denying for many years

(and the feeling of finally

acting was like a breath

of air and the air very much

like the vacuum left

when a train rides next to then

past you on the subway

platform), I decided to quit

everything but work. I quit my friends and quit
living with the human I shared a life with, for I

was about to quit everything we shared. My meals
became quick, I stopped seeing
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a therapist. That perfectly abstract
yet persistent weight on my body and psyche at last

let up. It rained. Information became
fluid. Smooth. I could now fully take on

the professionalized work that somehow generated

getting and doing more professionalized

work, which was the only way out
of the perfectly abstract yet persistent

weight. It wasn’t the more jobs I had
the more money | made. It was

the more jobs I had, the more

I could work. I didn’t have to answer

to a therapist about why no pleasure. I could

have no pleasure, and work. No one needed

me because I quit everyone, so
my attention could always be split in four

places at once—my first job, my second, my

third, my fourth. At any point a fifth

would come along, automatically multiplying
as they tended to. When I did arrive home, the human I once shared

a life with wasn’t there to say, I'm so happy
to see you. No one was happy to see me, and so

at last I could work. No one said it’s okay. It wasn’t

okay, thus my work flourished. And though
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they once loved me, no one

reached me. Meanwhile, new

platforms continued
to make themselves available
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I'm depressed to only now have discovered

This great poet

Imagine if I'd discovered her earlier, I'd be rich
Oh! the poems I would not have written, inspired
By reading her

Had I read her earlier, I would’ve thought #his
Is it—and the desire to write

Would drain from my body

In service of us all

And I would move on

To making money

To acting, maybe

Or farming

Or simply to being of use in some other

Less painful way
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