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She put a potato chip at the edge of the rug and the 
dog, tired, got to its paws and behind its nose. The 
dog went back beneath the table—potato chip, then 
again.

She watched him tap into the computer. “Fuck, 
dude,” she said. 

His eyes not there, behind the glasses.

“Fuck, dude.”

He closed the computer. 

She got up from the rug with the sunlight slicing her 
legs in its pretty way. There was more sun here day by 
day than anywhere. One day, sun, and two. Three.

Work



She stood next to  him. He patted her thigh.

“Fuck, dude,” she said. They laughed. 

The dog looked up, tail in its grateful curve. 



The bells and shots happened then. We were on the 
porch eating chicken, checking the sky. The whole 
thing was moiled.

“Was that bells?” she said.

“Think so. And shots.”

She put her head into the yard. “It’s a supercell—tor-
nadic.”

Over four minutes, it’d gone night and windy. We 
were waiting for the police sirens. We were think-
ing, I wonder who got killed? She was pensive and 
watched where the sky boiled.

“We have to go east this summer,” she said. “My 
mom’s waiting for us.”

The Sinners



Her mother lived where there were pine trees, a dock, 
a river filled with jellyfish.

“I know,” I answered, “Though I don’t like it.”

There were no sirens then and the sky calmed. The 
bells went off again.

“Well,” she said, “Who among us does?”



She wanted pizza but we didn’t have the money.

That’s why the bread and spaghetti sauce were gone.

That’s why we didn’t have anything to make when 
the neighbors came over.

“Who are you going to believe,” John, the neighbor, 
was saying,“A cattle rancher, or the president of the 
United States?”

I could hardly keep up with the tenor of this con-
versation. Who were we supposed to side with, was 
what I couldn’t follow. Maybe John was a nationalist. 
Or maybe he was just hungry.

Pickles, my girlfriend, decided to get out the guitar. 

Politics



She had a song that flushed out intransigents:

 The Indian that cries, it’s the woman
 The paupers that cry, it’s the women

John and his wife Katie stopped looking at their 
hands. Katie opened her mouth into a lovely O. “Oh 
lord,” she said. Her eyes were blue.

“Damn,” John answered. “Goddamn.” He was angry, 
but I couldn’t tell the tenor. Was he mad at me and 
Pickles, or was he mad at Katie? 

“That rancher had over 10,000 cows!” he said. “Can 
you see what I’m saying?”

I wanted to run to Katie. I wanted to take her away. I 
wanted all of this and every world. 



He had a fever and was kicking around the bed. In 
the window, the sun was blue.

“Do you need water?” she said. “Do you need a Coke?”

“No. I need you to stop teasing me.”

She went downstairs and he fell into, or out of, his 
grinding dreams. In or out, she had the eyes of a stoat.

He woke to the low radio and a cup of cinnamon tea. 
She was changing into something wonderful. 

Habitation



She was typing her dissertation, something about an-
imal consciousness, when he came in holding a lawn 
chair.

“Where’d you get that?” she said.

He set it in the center of the room. “It fell from a tree. 
Or maybe the sky. It’s warm.”

She bent forward, holding the laptop close to her belly 
so it wouldn’t slide to the floor. “Kinda warm.”

“It was warmer before.” He put one finger, a little 
pink and a little brown, to the chair’s woven back, 
which was a little pink and a little brown.

“Which tree? And what do you mean?” The laptop 
fan was whirring.

Birds



“Look,” he said. “All I know is I heard it hit the 
ground. I turned around and there it was: lawn chair.”

“Hmm,” she said. “I suppose that’s pretty weird.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I suppose it is.”

She went back to her dissertation. He stood by the 
slowly cooling chair and watched her type.



She dreamt of a massive college library, the stacks of 
silent, bound books that went on for 7 miles. In the 
library he was somewhere lost, and when she thought 
about it, so was she.

“But did it feel good?” he said, sliding a plate of 
eggs at her that next morning. “Being there all alone? 
Seems like it would feel good.”

“It was sad,” she answered. “Very sad.”

He tasted his eggs. “Mmm,” he said. “It’d be quiet in 
there though. In school, I always went to the stacks 
for the quiet.”

At that moment, and in some sort of agreement, the 
cat knocked a cookie sheet clattering to the floor, went 
tearing past them and up the stairs.

Be Here Now



She laughed. “It was terrible. You were lost into some 
quiet and I was just lost.”

In a minute, the cat reappeared at their feet. It had 
dust on its whiskers and looked at them with its 
overtly green eyes.

“Things are misplaced,” she said, “they leave.”

His eggs were delicious and his orange juice too. 
“Sure,” he said. “But now it’s breakfast. You can’t 
worry about the future.”

For a second, she listened to the silence beaming out 
of his mouth, the overt, massive silence. Then, when 
he was eating and not looking, she turned her eyes 
from him.



Outside the window the rats struggle in the grass, 
squealing like an unhappy tennis match. My wife 
smiles at the sound; she figures it’s nature.

She gets up to put her cake plate in the sink but stops 
halfway there to inspect something in the carpet.

“Is that blood?” she says.

I don’t look at her, pretend I’m enjoying this 
Smithsonian.

She sets the cake plate next to the lamp and approach-
es. “Bleeding?” she wants to know. “All over again?”

“It’s nothing,” I say, and my fingers reach for my 

Science from Stephen Jay 
Gould



nose. “Just the weather’s so dry.”

She drops to a knee and puts her chin in my lap. Her 
nails pinch the seam in my pant leg. “It’s ok,” she 
says, “we’ll live.”

I don’t tell her what I couldn’t know. The rats play 
tennis, my wife smiles, the lamps burn.



Someone was reading things—small poems about 
seawater—but she sat on the floor eating sections of 
orange.

“Listen,” he whispered, “He’s talking about salt.”

She shook her head. “I won’t,” she said, “I won’t 
listen.”

“Ok,” he answered. “But it’s only going to get worse 
from here.”

When the next guy began, he too spoke of salt, as if 
maybe this were planned.

She finished her orange and wiped her palms on the 
hem of her coat. In the middle of a poem, she got up 
and walked out the door.

Human Body



“Hey,” he said, out on the sidewalk. “What are we 
doing?”

She looked up and the new snow speckled like tears 
on her cheeks.



She stood on the steps of the Capitol Building, raising 
and lowering her foot in an exaggerated way, vicious 
scowl on her lips.

“What am I doing?” she said.

“Got me,” I answered.

She rolled her eyes. She turned instead to look at a 
mother breastfeeding her baby on a nearby step. The 
mother smiled at her.

“See you,” she said. 

At the bottom of the stairs, she sprinted across a dirt 
lot and into the doors of the arboretum, there lost 
among the vines and flowers and gross abundance.

DC



In an hour, my phone rang. 

“Hey,” I said.

On her end was the sound of whinnying or monkeys. 
“Capitol punishment,” she answered.



Out the windshield it was a flat sand-blue to the hori-
zon, then the trapezoid bump of a rock. The bump 
captured the lower left of the scene and she watched 
it swim.

“Are we going there?” she said.

He looked up from the speedometer, which had been 
reading 90, 94, 85, 100. “Not specifically?” he said. 
“Though maybe generally?”

She whistled in her teeth in the way that he liked. “We 
might be able to climb it,” she said.

They did drift toward it, generally, with sometimes 
cactus lying in the sand-blue and then again a cow. 
The sun slanted on them from a moderate height.

Is the Black Place Gray?



In some time they pulled to the shoulder, squeezing 
the car into the dust. She got out and tried to measure 
the distance.

“Do you think a mile?” she said.

He squeezed his own shoulders. “I have no idea.” The 
bump was, more or less, bigger than when they first 
spotted it, an hour earlier. In no definite manner.

“Well, we might as well try,” she said. She went to the 
fence line and tested the barbs with her finger. With 
some resolution, she pulled apart the strands and bent 
through.

He stayed on the shoulder and watched her shrink 
against the not changing bump. Neither the sky 
changed as well. 



It looked like a box. It was white, and square. It sat 
in the parking lot, about 5 feet high, the same wide. 
From where they were they couldn’t see if it had a 
top—that is, a way to get inside. Was it made of plas-
ter? Or wood? Alabaster and gold?

He hated it. But she loved it.

“What should we do tonight?” he said.

“I’d like to stay home,” she answered.

“What’s for dinner then?”

“Steak?”

Your Mother the 
Minimalist



From the bathroom window they could see the box. 
The other tenants drove around it, to park, to leave. 
At night it gloamed a little and in the morning it was 
wet and shiny. Perhaps it was made of ivory and 
bone. Or plastic.

Now she hated it. But he was resigned.

They looked at each other and laughed.




