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  BIRDS


  This morning it rained so hard a pigeon drowned. I found it in a puddle outside my apartment. Someone once said nature reeks of the real, but who was it? Walking to the French Quarter, I saw a fortune teller drop her crystal ball. It rolled down Frenchman Street and into a sewer drain. Life is logic, my fortune read, but death is magic. At Hank’s I bought a sack of fried chicken. Is nature cold, the chicken asked me, or should God be forced to go through an accountability process? The day I turn thirty-three, I replied, I want to be nailed to a cross. When the ravens come to peck out my eyes, all of my friends will yell happy birthday. In Hank’s parking lot the pigeons fought over the chicken bones. That chicken was so greasy I had to hose myself down after eating it.


  BOMB


  I’ve always been good at demolishing things. I started by smashing ladybugs but graduated to watermelons. I stepped on Walkmen with my boots. I melted action figures. I unraveled cassette tapes and left them on the sidewalk. Sometimes I wish I were an atomic bomb. My default face is a frown. Don’t tell me to smile. At night I listen to the cicadas. Are those prayers to Mothra, or just knock-knock jokes? Before my mother died she said I only remember the bad times. Now that she’s gone, I can’t seem to get rid of her television. On my porch I stuff birds in my mouth. I shove feathers down my throat. I watch my mother's television and dream of tossing it off a bridge or destroying it with a sledgehammer. I'm not smiling.


  COSMOS


  They say Judge Mathis accepts astrological charts as evidence. If this is true, should I sue the galaxy? Let me tell you a bit about myself. I have a fetish for being dragged behind cars. I collect pictures of myself so I won't be remembered by anyone but me. I wrap snow chains around my face. Is it common for the people who hurt you to act like you hurt them? In space every boulevard feels like a dead end. On the planets the pain never stops. A lawsuit eclipses the sun and a limousine flips upside down. When my friends see me walking down the street they quickly turn away.


  CROWS


  I dreamt my bed was full of crows. Freud told me it was life freezing at 99 percent. Now I can’t distinguish squirrels from hats. When I was stuck, my father called me Bryan instead of Brandon. My mother fed me peanut butter and mayonnaise sandwiches. Back then, all I wanted for Christmas was to live forever. “Is that a squirrel on your head?” Freud asks. But who are my enemies? (An app that refuses to close.) And who are my friends? (A door without a firewall.) What I do know is that life is not a square (squirrel) or a circle. It’s a vertical line where I always get off on the same (wrong) floor. This morning I stumbled out of bed. I made some coffee and went outside. In the yard a dozen crows were looking back at me.


  DICK


  Here’s what we’ll do: chew up a slice of pizza. Spit it out in the shape of a ball. Bury the ball under a patch of dirt. That’s how nature grows. I've missed so many funerals this summer that my skin is covered in tiny coffins. They’re like beads of sweat that I can’t wipe off. At night they shiver in and out of their holes. I remember when I saw her in the psych ward. She drew a picture of a dick with my name on it. “I’m so sad,” she said. “And you, you're just a dick.” I use Google Maps to retrace where that hospital was. A triangle, like an alien language, points directly to the center of the Earth. How far back is that moment? Why do I have to travel underground? Chew me into the shape of a ball. Bury me inside the Earth. It's hard to have fun when all your friends are dead.


  DOUBLE


  Why me? It’s survival of the fittest or at least survival of the one who throws the most fits. This is not a shout out to my doppelgänger. It’s a list of ways I might die: a stroke, a heart attack, suicide, being crushed under the tires of a city bus. A great writer once said writing about your dreams is cheating, but for me, writing isn’t a game where you win or lose. I have these recurring dreams that I’m Winona Ryder standing before a broken mirror. But some nights I look in the mirror and instead I see Sigourney Weaver. At a bar on Myrtle, this dude introduces himself to me twice. He shakes my hand twice. He buys me two drinks. Don’t you have some dialectical behavior therapy to do? I lie down on a coffin-shaped couch. The room is so swampy, I can’t even set it on fire. You, the reader, are my analyst. Poseidon cuts the humidity into giant pizza-shaped slices and eats them. After the storm, I get a text that my doppelgänger was struck by lightning. Luck is a pair of golden boots rising out of the fork in the road like Excalibur.


  FACE


  For you, I Googled how to write a eulogy. I never sleep anymore. At night, I hang out at rock piles and train yards. I piss in gravel. Under streetlights, the urine resembles your silhouette. Can a face just be a face? I got my first hemorrhoid in this town. When I wiped my ass it felt like a tiny blood balloon. Have you ever seen this movie? We watched a VHS copy of Face/Off. You hit pause when John Travolta said, “What a predicament.” Now that I’m living alone, I worry that I’ll die in my sleep (like you). Every morning I rip the sheets off my mattress to avoid going back to bed. Self-defense is self-love. I try to write nice things but the words come out wrong. We walk to the black house. Instead of a doorbell, it has an anal star.


  FAME


  As if sitting alone in the dark is all it takes. There I am, meditating behind the blind man’s eyes. The mirror-mother births twelve mirrors and an empty frame. I pretend to love her cinematheque of crying babies. Peaking in each one, I see Jesus spazzing out on a milk-white saxophone. People often tell me I look like Patton Oswalt or Silent Bob, and (if they’re nice) Shooter Jennings (Waylon’s son), but no one ever says I look like Jesus. I shave my head, remove my chin, cut off my fists, scoop out my eyes. I throw myself in front of a limousine. Is it enough? With so many celebrity birthdays to celebrate, how can I remember my own? Walking down Frenchman Street some guy yells, “Hey Meatloaf, I have all your albums.” He gets it. The head is just an echo chamber for suffering. Waking up depressed is a common thing. What can you see when you turn off the lights?


  FLANEUR


  A baby is born in a coffin. The first thing I say to it: give up. I’ve walked various streets for six hundred years and never asked anyone to smile. At midnight I forget where I am. In my backpack there are six hundred stick of dynamites. I can only sleep when my body blows up and brains stick to the ceiling. One way to heal is to hurt. I try to see myself in the mirror but can’t.


  HELLO


  They say Jesus slept with over a million girls. But did he know love? Let’s make a collage. Instead of glue, we can use ectoplasm and feathers. We can nail chicken bones through our palms. Remember, your life is never finished, it’s just abandoned. My mother used to call me Charlie Brown. In her diary she mentioned me once: I’m worried about Charlie. Don’t ask me what happened. A question might leave a scar. Lucy called just to say hello. Lucy called just to say so what. I went outside for two minutes and a bird shit on me. I slicked back my oily hair. I changed my overalls. Any similarity between fire and the sun is purely coincidental. The Earth doesn't want your bones, it just wants to suck away your meat.


  HOTEL


  In this novel life is optional, but sunglasses are mandatory. Heraclitus said, being dead is the new alive. For me, the future is an adversary, and the imagination is more valuable than friendship. Remember when we slept in that meat house and I let out a fake laugh? In the bushes I translated the hieroglyphs on your camouflage pants. They read, it's best to delete, or at least hide, the past. No hotel is complete without a graveyard. On my fingers I can still taste the hamburger I ate the night we met.


  HOUSE


  This meeting is adjourned, Schopenhauer says. Those who live on the fringes die there. Forty-one years ago, we cracked out of a unicorn like baby spiders from an egg. These days we have simple dreams of just drinking water. In the kitchen, there’s a double bass instead of a frying pan. In the bathroom, we use the unicorn’s horn to hold the toilet paper. What more do you want? A world free of pain? The wind blows off our windows leaving the house naked. Our soul says yes but this body and brain whisper no.


  JUMP


  I can’t have visions with the lights on or off. They have to be somewhere in between. I flick them back and forth and see bowling pins with emojis on them. Every building should have a balcony to jump from. As the spotlight hits my face it attracts a termite swarm. What will happen when they get inside me? The ear is also a portal. My nephew can still hear his real mother’s voice, but he can’t understand her language. I try remembering my mother, but all I see is the hole her head made when she collapsed. My father never patched that wall. A bowling ball can destroy all the world’s secrets. Together we flick the lights on and off.


  LULL


  Over the past forty years, how many bugs do you think I've swallowed? I passed out after eating a box of shrimp fried rice. My dream was of overalls with assholes for pockets. They tightened around my wrists. I’ve been trying to find a way out of this city. I walk along the Mississippi and play drinking games with the palmetto bugs. Inside a mailbox I see the black eye I was born with. Some kind of insect crashes into my whiskey glass. “Hey, let's listen to Rid of Me one more time.” She sends an email to tell me she never thinks about me. When I stuck my tongue in her ass she mistook it for a limp dick. Zola said hatred is holy. After writing this, I found the head of a dead bird on my front porch.


  MAGIC


  When lightning strikes the side of my face I can feel thunder on my tongue. It tastes like burnt toast. She threw my chapbook in the fire along with some magic dust. This was after our first breakup. Decomposition is a type of composition, Bakunin said. I guess that's why I associate eating with shitting. Does she remember when we ate those ribs at that party in St. Johns? Our hands were covered with barbecue sauce. Every time a mirror breaks I get a new haircut. I put on a mask and disguise myself as myself. She sends me a message on Tumblr telling me to kill myself. Instead of killing yourself, my father says, just change your clothes.


  MICRO


  When I die place a burrito on my grave. Witnesses will see a tongue of fire reach into the air. But don’t get too close. What doesn’t destroy you now will end you eventually. A girl I once loved didn’t want me to fall asleep until after she did. That’s how our relationship was. She tweeted, Will I ever go through a day without wanting to cry? For months she burnt me with cigarettes until my life was just a micro-aggression. Lying next to her, I wrote the last chapter of the Bible and surrounded our bed with Doritos. Children are sociopaths until they are tamed. If you're going to bury me, do it in the moon hole.


  MYTHOLOGY


  I’m intolerant to God’s milk. I like to think it has another purpose. If I shove my head in his holes will I find out what it is? To make the myths you have to leave your house, but what if all your nice clothes are covered in mold? Despite the odds, I’m still alive. Despite the odds, I’m still alive (inside). On my gravestone it will read: the vacation is over. This milk is God’s last desperate act.


  RATS


  One way to confuse the dead is to talk to yourself. Never ask, “What’s your name, corpse?” Instead say, “Can you hear that noise, Brandon?” I’m done with guitars. Let’s do something fun, like watch two rats fuck on the subway tracks. We can float over them like ghosts and wait for the train to slice them in half. Just like rats, spirits can squeeze their bodies through tight cracks. I slip between the power cords (chords). I trip and fall down the station stairs. Most of the universe is still missing and the architects don’t care. Time lays an egg through their big black hole.


  REAL


  It’s been brought to my attention that the belly button doubles as a bottomless pit. That’s where they take reality out and drop lies in. When I use this secret decoder app on my iPhone I can see these huge, invisible mothers and fathers. I watch them quilt our clothes into a giant curtain. Have you ever been strangled with an umbilical cord? I shout at them. Have you ever blown your brains out with a cherry pie? Just when I’m starting to have fun a gold businessman floats down from a cloud. He tells me all I do is whine. No one ever died of boredom, Brandon. If I could look up his asshole would I see a trash fire or discover my true form? I pretend I’m a worm shooting straight through his throat. I imagine I’m a rocket going directly into the black eye of the stratosphere.


  RULES


  For my birthday all I got was a swarm of flies. Did I sleep through the apocalypse? Awake now, my family’s gone. What’s it take to get passed the past? The memory of my mother’s labored breathing rings inside my ears. Some nights I dream of hiding in her belly like it’s a diving bell descending into the sea. Life can make up all kinds of random rules: never eat two burritos within twenty-four hours; the reader is always in the future; only one suicide per family per decade. My housemate says she killed forty flies in her room yesterday. In the middle of the night, she texts me that she can still hear them moving inside the walls. When I pocket dial the dead, the sound of ocean waves crashes out of my pants. I don’t remember the last words my father said to me, but I know there’s only one way to stop having birthdays and that’s to die.


  TRAINS


  A dude on the platform farts and it echoes throughout the entire subway station. Two trains collide like hard drives syncing. I suppose I was dead for a minute. True or false? I can’t relate to these markers. Stop or go? Is this train moving at all? I love those moments when the lights flicker off and you can only see darkness outside the window. I think an albino boy is floating above the train. He’s wearing a conductor’s hat and his body glows. I watch the boy touch the third rail and his body goes up in smoke (a witch on a pyre). Does the afterlife leave an aftertaste? This train moves vertically. It goes up. Plastic bags lurch down the subway platform like black cats. I can’t seem to wash this glitter off my skin.


  TUXEDO


  Before you knock me out, let me shit a vein of gold nuggets. I’ll smear them around your neck. It’ll make you rich. Just so you know, I have hillbilly blood in me. I wear overalls every day. Sometimes, that’s all I wear. My father was a brain-shaped quartzite; my mother, a pharmaceutical museum. But instead of gossiping, let’s debate: was the Earth ever really that wonderful? I see the body of a tuxedo cat. It tried to cross Saint Claude Avenue. I want to lie next to its corpse on the neutral ground. I want to say no no no no no in my sleep. For three thousand years my rattlesnake was trapped inside this paper bag. After I was reborn, they fed me chocolate covered strychnine. Why go to bed if I'm not going to dream at all?


  WAR


  When I’m gone, plant these action figures in the garden and they’ll blossom into nuclear bombs. This is how the third world war will start: organically. Pucker your mouth against the map on my cheek then take a bite. (Yum yum, you’ll daydream.) If you look both ways before crossing your eyes you’ll see a dachshund shitting in the middle of the road. Traffic will halt as little men pick up the turds and put them in a casket draped with American flags. The casket is both a doorway and a mouth. It speaks: “Your journey begins here!” Death is like diving into a bright blue ocean that is also a blood red sky. Life defies harmony. The only time anyone asks me for directions is when I don’t know where I am.
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      Acknowledgment is made to Deluge, Fearless, Five:2:One, Hobart, Philosophical Idiot, Punk Lit Press, Silent Auctions, and Surfaces, where some of these pieces previously appeared.
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