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THE FEAR 
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If you’re, like  
me, a person 
 
who’s alive  
today  
 
in this world even  
 
now as we speak there’s  
no more I can say.  
 
 
2 
 
What causes it? 
 
No one knows.  
 
 
3 
 
What causes it? No one  
 
knows. It  
is still much too early. No  
comment. 
 
 
4 
 
But whether we know all  
the answers yet, or we  
don’t doesn’t  
 
matter. What  
we need is to stop 
 
take a look  
inside and face— 
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yes, face—the issue head- 
on. We are making progress 
just by talking we’re doing 
 
good work, we are 
getting closer. Thank you. This  
is the most important conversation  
 
we ever could have. 
 
 
5 
 
What causes it?  
 
Gluten. 
 
 
6 
 
Diagnosis: angina due to 
probable excess 
of aspartame; 
 
subclinical (incipient) 
aphasia; a face  
at the bottom  
 
of a plash of black  
water at  
the bottom of a  
 
black bathroom sink 
Prognosis: get out get out get  
out get out get out get out get out  
 
 
 
7 
 
You know that Thai spot in Soho where  
the bathroom walls are one-way 
mirrors? Peep, it’s called. I think it’s  
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closed now. But their eel tacos were good, and in the bathroom, on all four sides 
you saw people eat  
dinner with red 
 
faces that flickered in and  
out like  
little pinched flames. It was 
 
the zeros or the 
aughts or however you’re supposed to call it, so mood lighting etc, and you could 
see them but  
 
they couldn’t see you, you could see them but they 
couldn’t see you, you could see them but they couldn’t see  
you, get out get out get out get out get out get  
 
 
8 
 
I remember though 
once I  
was afraid  
 
of something  
like at  
school Ms.  
 
Boom  
the gym teacher  
or someone calling  
 
me dimple- 
witted  
my mother  
 
opened her  
hand and  
there were three  
 
fern seeds  
fern seeds  
make good children 
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turn invisible 
she said 
just carry a  
 
seed in your  
pocket and  
pop it next 
 
time that  
you feel  
scared just one 
 
two three  
poof  
you are gone 
 
out  
get out get  
out get out  
 
get out and  
when she 
finally did 
 
I hurled her 
stupid seeds 
across 
 
my room  
and stomped and  
stomped and  
 
stamped them out  
under my heel 
they were  
 
so pathetic 
smashed  
up all watery  
 
they weren’t even 
anything  
just some Green  
 
Giant sweet 
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peas  
from the can 
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No but what was I saying again 
about that Thai restaurant we all  
used to love? So there I  
 
was and dead 
of November by the way and I was having the Mighty  
Khan Stir Fry, and Frieda ordered — I can’t  
 
remember—but we were  
talking about what  
had happened and she was like No  
 
way in hell, because—so you guys know  
who Vladimir Petru is? Oh. Well anyway, 
well actually never mind. 
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Although if you’re like me—Are  
you like me? Please like me. You  
 
have seen me  
on my page  
 
of the book, you’ve  
seen my face and it is good  
 
to see  
my face in the Good Book you’ve read  
 
my name you know my  
face you’ve seen me scattered on the face  
 
of the waters and it is good it  
is good it is good it is  
 
good it’s good, isn’t it?  
Good. Then  
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right this way, Madam. Please, follow  
me. Follow me. I’m right 
 
here, I’m that  
dot over there on your screen.   
 
No, over there.  
 
 
11 
 
But there’s another me  
inside of me 
 
and she is wearing Hedi Slimane. Wait— 
how? Does she have  
 
rich parents? No clue.  
See? There’s  
 
a lot about me  
we don’t know. It’s like I’ve read 
 
about what makes  
for best quality living- 
 
room furniture: you cannot tell 
by outward  
 
look of the upholstery alone, 
which, case in point, you  
 
know, the me  
inside, she truly 
 
might surprise you: her skirt is short  
like really 
 
short and sorry 
 
not so  
age appropriate. Fuck. Don’t look now but 
 
look: the poor thing, I think  
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she thinks she’s  
 
working it. She’s like—Oops, is 
my epidermis  
 
trending? Christ. People like that 
scare me. To each  
 
his own, I mean, but personally  
I’m more the down- 
 
home type, I guess. Me, I’ll just go in this  
fyi, borrowed 
likeness of shrunk death. 
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My mother used to sing me  
this song before bed 
 
about a sweet little doll dear  
 
who is the most beautiful  
thing in the world  
 
but then she gets lost  
in like a field or large meadow. My beautiful 
 
mother’s hair smells like trimmed hedges  
and the kind of off- 
 
brand loose cigarettes she  
gets from the Chinese  
 
discount if it’s late and all the regular 
stores are closed and she sits very  
 
very close and tucks me in so  
tight it  
 
hurts but I really  
don’t mind and when she’s done 
 
singing she  
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leans in for a kiss and I see  
 
there’s a hole in her face where  
her face should be. And her 
 
arms trotted off by the dogs dear. 
 
 
13 
 
Yesterday I ate yuzu fruit and spat  
the seeds across the room from 
where I sat in the chair. It wasn’t  
 
the worst. I meant  
to get clementines. I count all my  
seeds after dark. My chair is a Casket.  
 
 
No, 
it’s a Gasket. A Gasca. It’s the White 
Grub-Suckling Chaise by Jesùs Gasca.  
 
 
14 
 
I saw my face once  
after sundown  
in a hole in the sidewalk that  
 
had filled all the way  
up with rain. Inside my face  
was a hole the color of  
 
fall sky after a storm, and inside  
the hole was a glow-in-the- 
dark red sign 
 
 
with some white  
that said KFC. Gross. It’s— 
just think about it. I mean, it  
 
isn’t even real. 
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15 
 
Does anybody know  
something good to do with 15 lbs of yuzu fruit?   
Just now 
 
I wrote that. Did 
you see? That  
was me  
 
just writing that just now. 
 
 
16 
 
I was in  
third 
grade when they 
 
gave me a 
prize for 
some 
 
poem I’d mostly 
plagiarized off  
some 
 
big dead  
guy and  
my mother was  
 
so proud she  
took  
me out for  
 
 
Olive Garden 
gross  
what a tacky 
 
bitch so skip 
to the good 
part 
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later on 
in  
the parking lot  
 
I found a 
hole 
that had a  
 
mirror in it 
and that 
mirror  
 
looked in at 
a mirror 
in  
 
me that 
had a 
hole in it 
 


