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The Man Who Dresses Manikins

2 faded black polo and the manikins
b judgmenml' They’re notblinking judgmentally.

As he works from plastic neck to navel,
threading each button through each hole

of the stiffstarched Armani shirt,
the man who dresses manikins stops

1o scratch the moist hairs behind his ear.
But then the lovely Gucci manikin complains

about the dust on her bare shouldet,
<o with careful fingers he brushes it away.

She does not touch him back.

He suspects her affair with Armani,
whose arm he now guides

through the sleeve of a blazer. But Armani
is reticent, only talks about the drizzle

that patters his streetview as he smiles
his shit-eating smile at all who pass. When the man

pours his coffee, he lets Armani smell
and doe€s aot let him drink.
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The Bookkeepers

That was the year we itemized our sadness.
Legal paper to list each loss: every stranger

we failed to meet, every friend we never learned
to love, every cockatoo we didn't teach to speak.

We filled page upon page, filled up the house—
when the house buckled under its weight,

sending our pages flapping skyward like
so many untaught, wordless cockatoos,

we added our notes and house to the list.
We'd used all the world's paper, so we planted great forests

and sawed them down and made more paper and
then listed the forests. Nearly out of trees

we had to improvise; we started scribbling on
friends, who found our pens too sharp,

our losses too obscure. We lost the frends.
We lost ourselves in the maze of reams—

we could find no way out—meaning now
we had to list it all, the whole earth

we'd left behind. With nowhere left to write
I turned to your skin; I kept working

till I could no longer find you
under miles and miles and miles of ink.



