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Study of Passerby  

 

He imagines the bodies are ghosts 

& that he has dreamt the entire street. 

He wonders idly who is sleeping in his old bed. 

He walks home in a thin rain, the scene  

populated with fruit stands & taxidermied birds.  

 

Farther down the street, two figures appear,  

blocking the sidewalk—slender figures  

that whisper with fidgeting mouths. Miles away, 

a piano sinks to the bottom of a river, 

an enormous dog walks timidly without its leash. 
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Routine 

 

In the mornings, we must dissect everything.  

Look out the window: wet insects are on the glass, 

& my skin is foxing—my body, nothing but a map. 

 

Ignore the whips of fog coming in through the walls, 

the pruning mouths that drift down empty streets. 

I am waiting in your chair, folded in anticipation.  

I am waiting with my throat parched & your name 

corroding my tongue.  
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Vignette   

 

The girl enters an empty hotel room. Her tongue, like frayed velvet, runs across 

her lips. As the door closes, cigar smoke punctuates the scene, & soon we can no longer 

separate her edges & the dust. From somewhere else—the hallway, a window—we can 

hear her reciting our names—as if preparing to seduce us or cut our hair.  

Of course—when the lines come into focus—the room is empty. Of course we 

haven’t noticed the bed has burned down to ash.  

 

 


