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you sad. All your friends are gone. Goodbye
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Goodbye. No more tears. I would like to meet you all
ere’s a litany of dreams that happe
omewhere in the middle. Moonlight spilling

»n the bathroom floor. A page of the book where we
transcend the story of our lives, past the taco stands
and record stores. Moonlight making crosses
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_ of the wind, so happy, so warm. It’s a fairy tale,
€ story underneath the story, sliding down the polished
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. g here and gone. We make these
L dols so we can pray to what’s behind them,

get up the ladder?

/ stare at what is horrible and forgive it?
Ve d here is the box, and here are
test our strength
ere is the fork, and here s

t happens next?
Y into mine reminds me
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they taste, the way they sound in the air. I passed

through the narrow gate, stumbled in, stumbled
around for a while, and stumbled back out. I made

this place for you. A place for you to love me.

If this isn’t the kingdom then I don’t know what is.
So how would you catalog it? Dawn in the fields?
Snow and dirty rain? Light brought in in buckets?

[ 'was trying to describe the kingdom, but the letters

kept smudging as I wrote them: the hunter’s heart,
the hunter’s mouth, the trees and the trees and the

space between the trees, swimming in gold. The words
frozen. The creatures frozen. The plum sauce

swallowed him up, they said. It’s beautiful, it really is.
[ had a dream about you. We were in the gold room
where everyone finally gets what they want.

You said 7e// me about your books, your visions made
of flesh and light and 1 said This is the Moon. This i
the Sun. Let me name the stars for you. Let me take you
there. The splash of my tongue melting you like a sugar
cube . . . We were in the gold room where everyone

tinally gets what they want, so I said What do you
want, sweetheart? and you said Kiss me. Here I am
leaving you clues. I am singing now while Rome
burns. We are all just trying to be holy. My applejack,
my silent night, just mash your lips against me.

We are all going forward. None of us are going back.
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