
Cactus Thistle Desert Thirst -- A Feeling 
 
 
 
 
 
“I’ve got that desert island feeling 
My brain is underwater 
And when you --- “ 
 
 
maybe this was swayed by dreamy floating sounds 
 
 
***  
 
 
I’ve got a friend who knows so much sometimes it feels like he knows everything. I told him, 
“You’re really knowledgeable.” He’s a speaker who is so articulate, I sometimes wonder if I am 
conversing not with a boy but with a very kind, compassionate book. I am aware that although 
such an analogy meant to flatter, perhaps it would only come off  as objectifying. I don’t know 
what’s been happening to my gaping inner world these days, perhaps it got submerged 
underwater inside me somewhere. Yesterday I slept in my friend’s bed and felt very close to him. 
With half-opened eyes, he said, “This room has a lot of history, but I haven’t made my mark in it 
yet.” The others who lived here before have left traces of their being, including splattered paint 
on the wall and a piece of ugly wall art that’s been, at least for the summer, covered up with 
printed fabric.  
There were gaps in the ways my friend and I talked (realistically so and this reality comforts me) 
but bursts of substance flew into the air but like melting drips of sweet mellow paint and I could 
tell it has been awhile since I’d seen bursts like these. I told him I liked colors, and we stared at 
the turquoise ceiling rim in his room as though we are two little astronomers gazing at the sky. 
My torso folded itself under the duvet like arbitrary wooden panes that are left lying on the floor 
at half-finished construction sites, and I felt half-finished myself ----- as though I was a 
non-object, human, person that is half here half there, half me and half another. I looked at the 
pink thorny plant on his window sill and the palm trees beyond that window sill which stood still 
in the courtyard and I thought of that song Pink Moon. Then I looked again at the ceiling rim.  
 
Arms wrapped around neck white sweater.  



I remember how everything looked.  
 
He said the word “poetry” many times, the night -- it knew but perhaps not knew. As though -- 
Summer’s day,  
summer night.  
 
I like hair. Adapt --- cry, tinge of --  
One of our words, it has been decided, has become  
“Container.” 
 
Smile, tinge of -- 
why 
 
*** 
 
Containers expand and collapse.  
Some are like vast universes, 
some are so small we eventually outgrow.  
 
*** 
 
It is August, the month is August.  
My mind is 
out of tune, out of tune.  
 
Stop and remember something and then, stop remembering.  
 
*** 
 
“You know two days ago we spent more than twenty four hours with each other, only each 
other.” 
“Here is my new angst anthem.”  
We drove and saw big buildings that have been left lit up in the empty darkness on both sides of 
the highway. Earlier we had gone east again to read a play, cat on a hot tin roof. There were 
block parties everywhere in the town and we drove past them. At the play reading, the character 
my friend played said, “The human animal is a beast that dies but the fact that he’s dying don’t 
give him pity for others.” At the end, I hugged him close and I said, you’re a wonderful actor. He 
gets dramatic for fun sometimes and it’s his way of mocking the absurdity of the world, 
sometimes it makes me shy into my own discomfort with what’s outside of me perhaps because I 



don’t have an actor’s courage, but it’s comforting not to have to comprehend or even like 
everything about a person and still feel so close to them.  
 
Hours later, in the same car, he said, right before turning the ignition off because we have 
reached home, “This, we can listen to this later.” The song is called Two Trains. It goes like this, 
illusion it is just the same conclusion, …. when one train is my friend and the other train is me…  
There are cactus thistles in my eye tonight. It was just last night when my crooked wood-like 
torso breathed under his fluffy blanket. Despite feeling inarticulate, I started, “The lake just east 
of downtown we had gone to on Tuesday afternoon--” and he corrected me, not a lake, I think it 
was a “tidal lagoon.” I smiled, No I think I am the other train. Then I learned that he wikipediad 
everything, including the lake east of downtown. A breeze came. Sometimes I have a very vivid 
memory and my timeless mind is now informing me that the lake (lagoon) , had grassy shores 
and several islets as bird refuges. When we walked, we saw geese, we saw no troubles on the 
mind. I sat and played with fallen leaves as my friend used his bookbag as a pillow to lie on the 
grass, staring upward to examine clouds.  
 
People function on different waves and recently for me those waves have been rising and 
subsiding like manic flying insects. The tides like daily disturbances hit. But right then in the 
moment when we sat by the lagoon looking at lonesome buildings poking up against the sky, the 
spoken reveries made me feel listened and made me think.  
Okay, only I can read my own thought. And I tell myself, Summer’s here and summer’s almost 
gone.  
 
Cobwebs of wretchedness blazed like fire. I will continue to love nature all my life. I am going 
underground, on a train car that’s bedazzled with wishings, tidings, shattered dreams. The tunnel 
I have traveled into starts to rumble and that is when I am going to cut the cord that is connecting 
me to a certain somebody, and it will send me flying into the place of unknown blankness that is 
glazed with the color of the sky at night. I use a pen with moonlight as ink and I dip it into the 
sand, I write onto the sky and what I write will say “Peace-Well.”  
 
***  
 
There are reptiles in the reservoir of my mind.  
 
I think about my past. I sit in the same room where that has started but not ended because it will 
be ending soon elsewhere. In the room with the pink-yellow lines painted on the wall, I sat by the 
window looking at the melting sky. The same silhouette of the same four letters have remained 
but no one I know is present. Different people live here now, a forest of lamps are set up in its 
furthest corner. This room, like all the other rooms, has a lot of history and like my friend who 



lives in the room across the hall, I’m not sure if I have made my mark. Now that it’s not mine 
anymore, although it’s ambivalent whether I’ve ever truly owned it, I sat with bent legs and I 
talked for a long while to a new friend as someone else sat next to us writing a paper for a class 
about coming of age in America and this other person said, “It’s so hard to kill an idea.” In the 
case of these rooms I have described, I want to exclaim how settings are such a strange concept. 
There are certain things about their structure that will hopefully never change (like these pink 
and yellow lines) while others were merely fleeting storms of dust that get scattered everywhere 
by the constant friction of life, immediately right after their moment of utmost glory. That was 
what it was like for me. Like a juicy drink that thirsty boys would hungrily slurp, I was molten 
into pulp then sucked into a long plastic straw that was controlled by a particular person I had 
briefly mentioned. Now out of nowhere I am about to float back into the vastness of the world, 
no longer tucked away in the security of beautiful straws. But I’m ready to swim.  
 
I am not unlike the other transient faces that have floated in and out (and there have been many), 
with my backpacks and my stuff and my insignificant chest and limbs. Yet these walls are still 
here, and I am flooded with memories. I sit curbing nostalgia. I tell myself, I am traveler, I am 
me, I am no one, I move backward and I get stuck, I am stuffed and I am hollow and liquid and 
way too fast and way too slow, I am black, and white, bottom, and top and everything else all at 
once.  
 
***  
 
 


