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There are so many steps to being a woman. 

My mom called me up 
to tell me 
a story she heard: 

security video footage 
a woman, 

first she topped off her tank with too much gas, 
second went into the store to buy a lighter,
after came back out to her car, 
then she flicked her lighter, bam, burst,
finally she set her car on fire! 

She skipped to her lou 
around the flaming
vehicle after ignition. 

WomanWomanlyly
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no one is here for the time 

	 I am in my bedroom, stretching, trying to write, 

			   trying to 

	     understand                         how to 

live my life, how            to make my choices.
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PoolPoolsideside

						      I never understand what he wanted to do. Either by 
						      the pool or next to the TV: eyes peeling out, drying, 	
						      never blinking, the flashing of commercial, 8-minute 	
						      sitcom segment, then 30 seconds of women who want 	
						      perfect hair and rub creams, 20 seconds of a family 	
						      eating a meal, a short segment where the flash mob 
told me about toothpaste, then the sitcom again until a cliffhanger. Every other moment 
breaking the water of the pool. Always a transition and 
delineation. I never understand why he was doing it. 
There was a whole world outside the two-car garage, 
sunroom, hard wood floors, kitchen, bathroom, porch,
walls, barrier to the sky/horizon/trees.
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She was my -----------.
I was in love with her.

I refused to admit it. Which was the most embarrassing part
teenage 
lesbian 
love: so obvious, 

the stench of loving her foul on
me, strong you could see 
coming for miles 
I was not even aware I walked 

at its epicenter, I radiated love for her. 

It’s a shame 
I did not realize. 

She made me -----------. What fucking shit is that?

by that point I’d forgotten how to teenage rebellion anyway. But I was really good
at it 					     at first. 

----------- adolescent uprising. I was 14 
and every weekend 
smoking weed and ----------- For a few weeks 

in the spring ----------- I was so 
depressed. one night eating vegan mint chocolate 
chip ice cream and watching twin peaks and 
thinking to myself ‘oh well I guess these are my days 
without -----------.’ I don’t remember how but she
picked 
	   me 
		   back 
			     up 
                		            soon after and later that year 

we road bicycles 
and smoked and 
ate seafood, the freshest I’ve ever eaten, a boil of the sound. 
                         
			      I stopped eating seafood soon after that. 
										                Anyway,

we road bikes around town
(all freedom no consequences 
so much discovery). I would rip bong 

and -----------. Or maybe I was just telling her 
and she agreed. I know we are saying 
words back and forth, exchanging: that I never ----------- with anyone else, 

we were inventing 
                          a way to know someone, to care for someone, 

I’d go on to know 
that meant 
-----------.

But I did not, 
my first love. 

Later on she became more -----------.
                   She seemed to -----------
 	          for no reason. Like invite people over 
and party when it’s 
not the time.
                    

Calling Calling itit



I cried so hard 
when she ----------- this guy 
outside. I cried another time 
we were all ----------- and she took -----------.

I was jealous.

Later she’d give me his shirt and I’d wear it all the time, 
		    still do, 
				    always get told it’s a great shirt. 
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SenSensorysory
times when I felt slime 
times when 
blood soaked my fingers 
times when I stopped 
to breathe before her 
body, my thigh. 

on top because 
rarely do people tussle. 

other times suckling 

leaving gross red shadows.
Scraping. Ramming fast, deeply 
tearing a seam. 

told me she fingered 
hard, blood, and I thought
how beautiful, love made you 
tear through skin 
get inside. 

using sex/intimacy to ask 
can someone hear and cause 
strange intense thrashing

moments? I was moaning 

to see if someone would 
listen, playing games to 
control. I need to let go: 
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Mildred peered into the grand ballroom 
and wanted to die.

There they all were. 50 
shiny costumes at least,

MilMildred’sdred’s
PrePredicamdicamentent

Starring
----

Mildred Daring .................................................................... as Mildred

Everyone You Have Drama With ......................... as Armored Men

Hope Willski ........................................................................ as Lover

George .................................................................................... as Pig 1

Unfinished Business ......................................... as Long Lost Friend
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greased metal breast plates,

broad shoulders filling out white cloth.

greased metal breast plates,

broad shoulders filling out white cloth.

All with pointed spears. 

Pointed 
meaninglessly.
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She was ready to wake up now. 

She focused on her 
head inside her 
head on the inhale.

On the exhale the 
room hazed,

her body warmed and melted, 
she opened her eyes 
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next to someone else. 

‘Oh haven’t you 
heard? I am trying 
to wake up.’ 

And she was back in the mud.

Grass tickled her heart 
shaped nostrils.

-19--19- -20--20-



It was humid. The 
scent of dirt filled 
her completely,

it brushed against her cervix.

What a trip. Back at 
this again?

The fourth version 
of this day on loop?
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It was bad enough 
when her friend left. 

The journey to magical fortune 
better be worth this humiliation. 

The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
The The EndEnd
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