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Frivolity

Prozac comes out in my sweat.
It makes my scalp itch.
I am wearing a wide-brimmed black hat,
my Coyote Ugly hat,
the one I bought when I was still fleshing out the 
character;
something bad was happening to me
—I didn’t know how to stop it—
so I need to break off the best part of myself and 
keep it safe.

Indian summer in the high desert
bakes us delectably as we walk.
It’s so good to be home where
sun is hot
air is cool
fire is real and terrifying.

You struggle to light your joint.
I am not a very effective windbreak.

The pink guitar bottle opener falls off your keys.
Your stoned fingers skillfully put it back onto 
the metal ring.
I put mine in the Goodwill bag—gone now—
part of me would like to claim
that I have no need for such trinkets, for 
frivolity,
but we both know that isn’t true.
I need my dinosaurs,
my pin collection,
my Polaroids,
my rocks.



I like to walk a few steps ahead
with you trailing behind, holding my hand.
It feels like trust
I’ll lead you safely back to where we belong.

***
Terminal

Neither my partner nor I will ever give birth.

It is a comfort that the point
at which our family trees converge
is also where they will terminate.

Blood will drip no more,
We are the floor where
centuries of intergenerational trauma
will pool and stop.







Namaste

Sometimes something in you recognizes that thing 
in another. 
The light. The autistic. The crazy bitch. 
Whatever. 
The morbid depression in me recognizes the morbid 
depression in you. And in that there is 
solidarity, and there will be support. 
The darkness in me recognizes the darkness in you. 
And when you are at your darkest I'll share what 
light I have. 
When each breath that you draw threatens to be 
your last
When each beat of your heart echoes in your ears,
    a steady reminder of being alive,
When you find yourself reduced to one minute at a 
time--

I'll help you count the seconds. 
One song at a time? 

I'll flip the record. 





Sensory Heaven

Sensory hell I know all too well. 
Sensory heaven is a rare occurence but such a 
wonderful treat, and part of why I ride my bike 
every day. 

Riding high down the hill under an unbelievably 
otherworldly blue fall sky
Just the right temperature
Hardly a breeze
Golden and orange and red fallen leaves
A perfect song in my ears but I can't remember 
which one
Cool air forced through the mesh tops of dirty 
running shoes
Gloveless hands on Ergo grips, fingers draped 
loosely over cool metal levers.
Each bump sketches under my wheels--
like the first tap of the tarmac under jet liners' 
landing gear,
but I'm just beginning to take flight. 

I don't necessarily recommend riding a bicycle 
under the influence of anything, unless you're 
riding as an alternative to driving fucked up, 
then please by all means...
I don't recommend it in general. But if you are 
like me, and the world is a little too bright and 
a little too loud and too sharp and too much, then 
riding medicated might be exactly what you need. 









I Identify as a Motorcycle

For a few years in college, before I had quite 
accepted the fact that I was autistic, I presented 
as a stone cold butch.

Cold stone butch? I had never had any desire to 
touch anyone or be touched and I had never 
experienced attraction, but I sat somewhere 
solidly outside of cishet female.

Knowing I was not a man, I settled on asexual 
butch. With a motorcycle. 

The motorcycle was in a lot of ways a part of my 
sexuality and my gender expression. It was a 
source of power and confidence and my literal 
ticket to freedom. For the first time I could come 
and go truly as I pleased and I liked the way I 
looked (and felt) when I had my jacket and helmet 
on with my tight jeans. 

Looking back I realize I was equal parts butch 
biker dyke and rebel without a cause fag. Maybe 
one day I'll be a full blown leather daddy...













Opportunity Cost

I feel the muscles on my fat-kid frame 
built slowly though a year of
40+ hour weeks hard manual labor
slowly slip away.
Powerless to stop their atrophy
unable to begin a regimen to preserve them
I look in the mirror
and recognize myself both less and more.

Forgetting to eat, and being back down to 2 square 
a day has slimmed me down. 
A drunk super who took full advantage left 2000 
miles away means I have no reason to break by back 
and bust my ass and fight my genetics tooth and 
nail for the muscle tone I’ve always longed for 
just to survive (and even then just barely).

One day I’ll exercise to help regulate the 
chemicals in my brain and the electrical impulses 
all over my body. One day I’ll do it for me. 
Because it feels good, or so I say.

One day the sight of my own callused, muscled, 
stained hands won’t take me back to the part of my 
life story when I learned that hell is humid.
I will reclaim my strength and return home in my 
own body, as I returned home to my own landscape. 
Until then I will not mourn my tendency towards 
weakness and soft spots. I’ll let my natural 
physique cleanse me of my experience selling my 
body for far less than it is worth. 
I’m strong, even if I can’t do pull ups.






