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I realized that I loved her while eating a bowl of fried chicken. 
  
Chicken is less expensive than espresso beans that are less expressive than garbanzo beans. 
That’s the way it goes in America. Nothing screams Fourth of July quite like the Very Important 
People’s coffee, cakes and wars. And suddenly: Hannah, your drink is ready and I have loved 
you so. 
 
We are weird girls. I have a passion for weird foods, stews of fish eyeballs and cockle porridge. 
When we went to the beach, we lay on spiky stones, looking at sparkling water. Jessica said 
“When we get old we will be cockles drifting across bodies of water and sand,” together if you 
want. 
  
I have deep anxieties, tell me to tie my shoelace at the right time and I will break down and cry. 
I’ve decided long ago, sitting on my father’s lap as he made a statue out of sand, that I will go 
through life in perpetual confusion and won’t make the effort to change. The sand mermaid that 
father built on our spring trip is still there now, untouched after all these years, because he had 
burned her traces into the soil of the swamp. It was an act of eternalization. When father turned 
his back, I bent down to peer at my young protruding belly and an untied pink shoelace and for 
some reason that made me feel such an unfathomable rush of sadness that I had to decide: When 
it’s morning, I will say goodnight and when I get kissed I will say, I’m afraid of the place where 
we’re all alone. I will eat until I vomit and I will drink until I die. Father demanded, get in the 
car, as his child gave newfound life the tightest of embraces. Goodbye, promises, goodbye!, I 
laughed as I said, I laughed as young fine hairs flying in the wind. Baby teeth clacking and 
rotting in the cold. When we got home from the swamp, I peeled off my wet bathing suit and 
stood naked by the laundry hamper, looking at the sand stuck in the crotch of the swimsuit that 
was so lifeless it reminded me of suicide.  
 
Jessica is part of the promise. We met in the shadows of a wall. We decided to hide in a 
whirlpool and deviate from normalcy with one another. That is the only way. I walked Jessica 
around the city and at every stoplight the street signs said, non-monogamy non-monogamy 
non-monogamy, hey! On the corner of Non-monogamy and Non-monogamy, Jessica came to a 
halt and said to me, Hannah, people don’t own each other anymore, and possessiveness is 
history. I looked down at the seven windy hills that merged into the street we were standing on 
and all I saw were anachronisms.  
 
“I want to have sex in a tent when we get old.” 
“You make really good Milo, I’m sad nobody drinks Milo anymore.” 
“Mary Shock loves to put peaches and cardamom in Milo.” 
  
Mary Shock has a tattoo of an Oriole that says stay fly.  
Mary Shock has a tattoo that she got when father told her he won’t love her no more.  
  

 



 

On the corner of Columbus and Knights, plastic books hang like stars against a wall. They’re all 
lit up. There is a crack in the pavement and there are wild flowers growing in the crack. We walk 
by and see our souls floating away from us, into the dark and into the night.  
  
Jessica plays drums at protests in the city and has an appointment to go to the gynecologist on 
Monday. She says, a visit to the vagina doctor! At night we lie on the rhubarb field looking at 
the stars that look like seashells, in the distance. Goats come to us as we gaze into the darkness 
singing, this is Noruwei. 
Jessica says “I love songs about on the floor, lying on the floor and crying on the floor; and 
waking up on the floor isn’t half bad at all.” Indeed, all that stardust is not gold. My knees 
tremble as I comb my hair listening to ashes to ashes and wondering, what about sex on the 
floor. All that stardust is not gold Jessica. All that stardust is not gold everyone. My mother is 
the crème de la crème of piano teachers back in the Third World. Things started out so slow and 
then accelerated without us seeing or even noticing, and mother’s heart ached like blue ice. The 
Third World the Third World. 
  
When we first met, Jessica and I slept in a tent stretched tight by poles in our room, adorned with 
lights and flowers from the bodega. White lines scurried along the walls of my mind. My breath 
smelled because of the weird food but we fell asleep, arms entwined like holograms. I worked in 
a bar back then; the Grace Boat was what it’s called. In those days I did have a very good rapport 
with Lady Lay. I did whatever she told me including being on a strict diet. When I came in she 
said, you have a complex mind and a desire for abnormality. I loved her very much. For weeks I 
ate nothing but a wealth of sexual foods until I received a bonus from Lady Lay and that night I 
walked to Chinatown to give it all to the Association for Radiant Dreams that belonged to the 
Christian Church of West Burroughs. People pretending to be faceless, people pretending to be 
moneyless, as Radiant Dreams volunteers tried to get their attention, singing choir songs that 
reprimanded the state of humanity. When I came they asked me, like how they asked countless 
others, “Miss, we would like your donation.” Yes I have for you; now here is twenty five 
hundred dollars, and yes my father was an addict, and yes I’m still okay. The books on Columbus 
and Knights lit and sparkled the way home. 
  
“I want to have sex in a tent when we get old.” 
  
The Grace Boat was a company of creepy men but I kept it steady for Lady Lay, running from 
meeting to meeting. When I was on break I sat behind the bar watching howl’s moving castle 
while trying to contain a nosebleed. My mind became pulpier and less pulpy. I didn’t need to be 
safe. Choir songs soaked people’s eye sockets as they passed through the revolving doors, even 
before they got to sit down at the bar and order their drinks. Winter came and I still wore a 
glittery face until I was so nauseous that I slapped the face of a customer with broken glass and 
the swirl of illogical impossibilities spinned around me. You have a complex mind and a desire 
for normalcy. You’re just sleeping into the night, Hannah you’re just sleeping into the night. 
  
Unusual love stories happen all the time. Because the world revolves around food this one does 
also. It’s a story about love and assassination. It’s a story about David Bowie and also it’s a story 
about nothing. Ziggy Stardust adores the donut holes from the local store and eats them while 

 



 

having tent sex, crinkle crinkle crinkle. Me and Jessica and me and everyone. We lay at night, 
we fit together like spoons, watching at the seashell stars and the sparkling water, singing, this is 
Toruko. 
  
“When I’m happy, you are there.” 
“When old age comes, I will eat a dozen sunflower fields.” 
“I think we are just so perfect sometimes.” 
  
together if you want 
  
Lady Lay once promised to make a statue of me. In her den of cats, she posed naked for me, and 
I told everybody that what I painted was a self-portrait. We run together twice, and then a dozen 
more times, around the city, looking at walls, until we see the books that are hung like loss on 
Columbus and Knights and we look at them and we sigh and we sigh. 
Lady Lay and I used to sing the same song, again and again, sitting on the roof looking at trees, 
but I had to tell her, I got a girl at home sitting in a tent. 
 
A lot of stories have been written about the ocean and the swamp. I took Lady Lay to these 
places and she said, “I… – how magical.” A river of glimmer flowed from her opened mouth; 
she just wanted to be heard so I listened. We walked to the sand mermaid and there I put a 
bundle of cactus flowers and a note that said, ah ah ah. I turned to Lady Lay to tell her, “This is 
the place where I had learned about mortality. My childhood was a pond of waves with crests as 
sharp as the edge of a knife.” Childhood was pink flowers growing in the attic and childhood was 
choking on the milk that had been sloshing in a little teacup and childhood was a spider that 
wouldn’t stop crawling up your spine; the sudden and the expected and the pleasant and the 
unpleasant happening all at once in slices of life that kept fighting like 
thump-da-da-thump-da-da-thump. All in all, childhood was a ghost that hasn’t yet died.  
 
Lady Lay and I climbed a tall tree whose leaves reminded me of a human face as the stars 
appeared in the sky, shining a kind of light onto the cactus flowers that made them bloom, 
lightening up the melancholy sand mermaid. We made savage love, and dreamily pondered upon 
the meaning of life before hopelessly destroying a bird’s nest that was resting on a branch of the 
tree. We mused about life and looked at the human faced leaves then we killed and we killed. 
The blood and feathers recumbent on the dirt let out a silent cry of deserted feeling then ceased 
to be. Unfathomable sadness, me.  
 
Jesus replied, "Foxes have dens and birds have nests, but the Son of Man has no place to lay his 
head." 
 
Je ne peux pas, je ne sais quoi. 
  
“It’s alright” 
“It’s alright” 
“I don’t want to live without you.” 
  

 



 

  
  
The original sin 
  
people are just people 
  
sometimes 
  
  
I look in the mirror and Jessica whispers in my ear, it’s july again. 
I look at the painting and I say, it’s january february again. 
I look out of the window, and I ask, “what in the world is that building?” 
The man sitting across from us on the bus smiled and told Jessica never to change. 
      
“Bacteria make your vagina smell like squid’s ink.”  
“Hannah, I’m going to the gynecologist.” 
“Jessica, I’m going to the gynecologist.” 
“Let’s make Milo with cardamom.”  
“I think we are just so perfect sometimes.” 
 
 
  
I have a friend whose face was like glass. 
It broke and broke again, full of disasters. 
She thought nobody cared. 
But I care 
But I care 
  
  
“I’m ashamed that I’m hooking up with my bestfriend’s ex-ex-ex-girlfriend.” 
  
Ex-ex-ex- 
One of those things 
Where you broke again and on again and broke again and on – 
  
Again 
  
You know? 
  
In the bookstore, a girl glanced at me. A girl with gray eyes, like old windows. 
In my mother’s house. 
But at least he has said, don’t worry, and it’s my fault too. 
But at least! The utterance! 
  
“If it makes you feel any better, I heard that he had met some Colombian girl.” 

 



 

“Colombians are very romantic.” 
  
My neighbor lives in a bar, a strange hotel, a Grace Boat. She called up to me from the stairwell, 
“I love you and I miss you too.” 
All the girls upstairs have been acting so weird lately. 
  
Sadness is sometimes my favorite feeling. 
I sit, and dwell, and sit, and dwell, just like the ex-ex-ex- that broke again and 
on again. I eat a stew of ache. In the darkness, gleaming, right at night. I stare at eyes. Limbs 
shaken into vice. 
A friend of mine is in the production of Dream Girls, and then he quit and joined the production 
of Moby Dick. “This season, at the repertory, featuring Orson Welles!” Jessica and I, we love to 
sit in our apartment watching discovery channel. Go into the kitchen and open the fridge and eat 
the fried chicken when you’re home alone at night, then realize that you love somebody, in the 
deep way that you had never loved before and never again will. You know that you never ever 
ever will. You pinch yourself knowing, you curse, and you sing, never ever ever will. And when 
you sit eating the fried chicken, there is nothing but your actor friend’s voice going in your head, 
and the voice said, again and again, it said, his work is dark, his work is very very dark. 
All the friends I’ve had who were rough to me at first, have taught me a wealth of wisdom and a 
wealth of love and a wealth of distance. Stand still so that I can see you. 
  
My friend whose face is broken and damaged and dead glass, once whispered to me, at the end 
of the day, everybody is born a schizophrenic, you just have to figure it out and not be called 
one. 
  
She is a genius and he is a genius and Jessica is a genius and my dad is a genius and I am a 
genius and I am a genius and I am – 
  
This is not the only way. Humans always make a mess of things.   
  
Sharon Van Etten sings at the Independent, the drum heavy only after each beat, I love you but 
I’m not    ---          somebody 
I love you but I’m lost 
I love you but I’m lost 
  
Streams and streams of tears run down my cheeks, and I shake, shoulders scream in ache. 
You love me but you’ll change 
Sharon sings, we're as empty as a brick house 
  
  
I love you but I’m not     ---      somebody 
  
  
Sit and eat fried chicken and then write a poem about fish. 
Before a song, Sharon says, “and here it is, a song about going to therapy.” 

 



 

Hello fish, it’s me again. 
  
I come to Sharon after the show and hold her hands, and she puts them on my knee and says, 
“you look amazing.” You look amazing, I hope you’re okay. I had hoped you were okay. You 
look amazing. 
I love her but Sharon’s words are lost to me. 
Jessica slept in my bed and asked me if she was too vain. I told her baby you should be proud of 
what you’ve done – When you’re stuck in a dark room so filled of love, so filled of pain, it’s so 
hard to see what’s happening. I wake up from a dream and I say, you were the beautiful things 
from my dream and he was the horrible thing from my dream. It’s so hard to see what’s 
happening but I have figured out a way so I don’t get named schizophrenic, I, not schizophrenic, 
I – 
  
Mary Shock loves talking about weird stuff related to sex, empowered prostitutes and the dirty 
Sanchez and tea-bagging. At some frat house a year ago my brother was passed out wasted and 
he got tea-bagged by no less than three of his brothers. 
  
And so 
You know one of those days when you get home in the afternoon and you just need to be 
sleeping so you do. 
  
Kindness is an underrated personality trait in this world. 
A boyfriend tried to talk me into defining love this one time, and I told him what’s the point. 
My baby came into the kitchen one day and asked me, were you cold last night and I told her, 
“will I see you after I move out?” 
  
I have a cut on my vagina, not deep, pungent tears. 
Whenever I try to have sex blood stains the sheets. 
I rest my head on fluffy pillows and I stare at pretty girls, the kind of girls you look at and all you 
see are sticks and holes and cold empty rooms. 
Hannah this is Toruko this is Shoichiro this is Totoro and this is Morocco 
Hannah this is mother this is father and this is brother and you are sister 
Hannah learns Chinese and learns French and learns Japanese 
Hannah’s just sleeping into the night she’s just sleeping into the night 
  
Your family is very wealthy. They own a penthouse in the city and a beach house by the ocean, 
and they hire women who don’t speak English to clean their house. You ran away from home 
because Mary Shock had a miscarriage. 
  
“I’m having twins,” said Mary Shock. 
“When the twins get here I will buy you your own apartment.” 
“Why don’t you live with us?” 
“I’m a busy man,” said father. 
  

 



 

Two days later he called you in the middle of the night. Father’s voice was dark, it was very very 
dark, and it said, “your twin brothers, they’re no longer here, no more, now.” Mary Shock didn’t 
die. She just remained fat. Fat and childless Mary, with the oriole tattoo and it stayed fly. 
You pack your stuff and buy a bus ticket and look at the world through existential eyes. 
  
je cherche tu cherches elle cherche nous cherchons vous cherchez 
je chercherai tu chercheras il cherchera nous chercherons vous chercherez 
  
What madness, Mary Shock, what madness. I cook a pot of rice and pour sauce on it and tell her, 
let me nourish you because father won’t. 
  
You were about to steal your father’s money but instead you dropped out of college and worked 
at a bar. All the service jobs in the world will heal you good. You wake up in the night and put 
glitter on your face and on the way to work your chest breaks and says, I’m gonna change the 
world today. In the kitchen Mary Shock asks, “can you put wasabi in the rice?” You go shopping 
with Mary Shock and all she buys are toddler clothes. 
You buy ostrich eggs that come with a pan. 
  
At night you eat fried chicken and dance by yourself in the kitchen to a reggae cover of Carry 
That Weight. Boy, you're gonna carry that weight 
Carry that weight for a long time. 
together if you want 
  
Jessica asks me, “why do you like scary stuff?” 
I say, baby because scary stuff does justice to life. 
I hope she’ll never like scary stuff the way I do, I hope she never ever will. 
En francais? Encore s’il vous plait. 
  
Lady Lay screams at me while she’s crying genuine tears. She’s quite a wrench but never a 
crocodile. “You have such a beautiful figure, you have to do all you can to keep it.” If I had a 
figure like you I would rather die starving than be Mary Shock. Stop eating Hannah you gotta 
stop eating. “I just want to be in love again.” 
  
You go five hundred days without eating and on the five hundred and first day you go to the 
store and buy fried chicken. You put it in the fridge while Mary Shock talks in her sleep, don’t 
wake up the baby, don’t wake her up. Seven hundred days later you open the fridge when you’re 
home alone at night and you cry. 
  
Je chercherai tu cherchera vous cherchez 
  
  
Jessica Kay Nelson, tell me how I do to love you right. 
  

 


