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tulips
I didn’t want any flowers, I only wanted
To lie with my hands turned up and be utterly empty.
— Sylvia Plath, “Tulips”

sometimes, when I lie in bed,
my mind flickers,
and I’m back in the hospital:
white sheets,
blue gown,
still, empty, hopeless.



� �

sometimes, when I walk down a hallway,
everything flickers,
and I’m back in the hospital—
pale walls,
sickly,
and I’m less than a person.
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I’m back under a Form 1,
stripped of rights, of autonomy—
they’re given to my psychiatrist.
I’m completely captive
and completely free.
there’s nothing left to lose.
they took my belongings,they took my clothes,
they took my blood and my pulse and my temperature,
and more importantly, 
they took me away from myself.
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sometimes, out here in the real world,
simultaneously free to do whatever I want
and trapped in my own life,
I want to be stripped again.
I want to lie with my thoughts naked,
with my wounds exposed.
I want to give up, to give in.
to be less than a person.
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‘The Joy of Life’

blue, speckled statue:
mother holding child.
they sit on their bench—
hard, cold.

I sit beside them,
sucking my smoke:
oh, the Joy of Life!
the joy of these fifteen minutes
I get to leave
my little unit of the hospital—
to reflect on Living,
on Suffering, on Suicide.

I breathe Death in.
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Belmont butts

Belmont butts
kissed with coral lipstick
stuck between stones
mark my spot for solitude
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oral fixation

swallow medication,
brush teeth,
eat,
smoke a Belmont,
chew gum,
put on lipstick,
bite your lip all day,
smoke another Belmont—
eat, smoke, chew, kiss, blow, smoke, chew—
swallow medication,
brush teeth.
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Lakeshore Boulevard West

the people
drag themselves along,

death hanging between their lips:
each exhale bringing them
one step closer to their last.
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living vs. surviving

she observes:
“you’re not living your life.
you’re just surviving.”

I walk around hollow:
thin
as a hornet’s nest.
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snowglobe

Christmas Day:
smiles, laughter.

numb.
mummified.
heavy.
still.
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sobriety

use.
use more.

use again—
numb yourself for a little while.

but you’re always left
with the same discomfort:
sobriety.
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things on the left side of your chest

eternally empty pockets
sloppily placed at
the breast of your shirts

will never be filled
and will remain
dark,
hollow
cavities


