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			All of These Stories, Bodies

			All of them

			are unfinished

			with frayed beginnings 

			with words that mislead 

			in wide arcs around pain-

			full points

			circling back in tangled 

			narratives, sometimes before 

			their clean and sudden stops

			a tendril clause pulls you in 

			again to wear you down 

			to the freedom 

			of a more meager understanding. 

			A Once upon a time at the beginning 

			is very different from a Once upon a time 

			so near the end.

			All of these stories 

			you tell yourself

			 - all of these, bodies in space 

			Your body is a plotted line in the world, too 

			with its all-too linear view 

			it is an all-too shapely concept of who you are 

			We are 

			like my grandfather rising 

			in the mornings and sliding his rough feet, 

			with his horny nails, into terrycloth slippers 

			half-dragging rubber soles over the green carpet 

			of the hallway 

			with the world stuck in his throat 

			don’t poke, don’t prod 

			there is death there

			and you know it

			now

			But that was so many years ago and maybe

			he was my age then 

			so what did he know, really?

			All of the stories 

			he told me, another thirty years’ 

			of absolutes wrapped in phlegm 

			and dandruff, whiskey & deep laughter & small,

			rolling earthquakes when the newscasters pronounced 

			“those goddamned lies”

			cracker crumbs in the stubble of his beard 

			he was dangerous and not 

			familiar and not 

			fairy tale and God 

			arbitrary, but the

			fixing of the world 

			like an axis

			binding the stories

			like a spine

			I’ve restored

			pages amended 

			he is you are we are palimpsests 

			and we are
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