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Sail back, you timid readers, before your raw bowels cook 
literate.  There are crooked winds ahead, and the boiling 
waters may prove unkind. 
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ur only food had festered; pestilence emanated from 
its inedible pores.  So we held our kerchiefs over our 

senses as we overturned the rickety table and doused it with 
gasoline. The purifying fire licked our faces and baptized 
our brains.       

We watched it burn down and stared at the shimmering 
coals until they slept.  Then we bloated our chuckled cheeks 
and blew cold breaths on the hearth, watching the peppery 
ashes alight and mournfully whirl away.   

We exhaled while our vision swam and inflated our lungs 
yet again.  Eventually vertigo claimed us, and our egos 
fought through the velvet mist, while we lay on our dizzy 
sides, gasping like guppies.   

Soon the world was righted, and as we rooted a new table 
in place, we felt a fresh interest gird our appetites. We set it 
with fresher victuals, tripping like children, eager in 
deportment, and positioned our corpulent frames at its 
unchristened head to await your distinguished presence. 

 

O
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elcome to the table.  It had been set for six billion, 
but you are the only one who has arrived.  

 
Where are all the others, you ask?  A legitimate question, 
friend.  Surely their insatiable hunger should have driven 
them toward my liberal perch!   
 
I’m told their leaden wings are pinned at different locales: 
craven rooms lit with flashing lights, clouded with whirling 
information, polluted with tainted organs. Their flutter 
infests the complex airwaves.  
 
These peoples’ preferences differ from yours and mine in 
that they wish only to be struck, to have their senses 
smacked.  But no one sits at my table who is not stricken 
already. 
 
Have a seat. Your incandescent eyes comprehend the blue 
bruises on our brains. Please, take the time to peruse the 
menu.  It’ll surely have something in it for you.       
 

W
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Juice 
 

A little juice starts the day.  Its citrus-sweet burn tickles her 
awake as she stands before the open fridge, holding the 
chilled, plastic canteen.  The light ventures drearily into the 
dark kitchen, sitting on the countertops and dangling its 
yellow calves over the precipice. Chilled air snakes around 
her as she chugs. 

She pauses between drinks to blanch and catch her breath, 
her chest heaving in her haste. One last pull before the 
sandman flees, and the day's map unrolls.  One last pull 
before the dreamer’s barriers vanish, and the bustle begins. 
Then the bottle is returned, and the impatient door is 
slammed.         
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Cereal  

There are rafts in the white pond, brown and rickety from 
my bird’s view. They are poorly made, for the milk eats 
away their infrastructures. It steadily erodes their supports, 
seeping into the beams. In another few minutes, they will 
all soggily drift apart.  But right now, they just bob and 
buckle upon the surface.  
 
I grab a spoon and shovel them out.  It’s a race against 
milk. My hands are supremely steady while I work: no 
shakes or jitters today.  I thank them for their clear 
deliberateness, basking in a kind of sanity. 
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 Oatmeal 

Boiling water is added to the powdered, flaky mixture. The 
swampy solution melds and slowly turns white.  Pickled 
bubbles seem rooted in place.  Black and beige bits are 
visible but don't look edible. The water is unable to 
rehydrate their cracked corpses. It knocks hotly but is 
denied admittance. 

Staring down at the hodge-podge of oats and sugar, my 
palate is unimpressed. The powdered spackle leers upward, 
molasses bubbles burping, demanding application. 

And, as my loins are in need of a good spackling(the walls 
being botched and torn through excessive use), I sink it into 
my belly. 

It clings to the lining, filling holes, and the digestive 
currents create patching patterns inside.  I’ll leave it to dry 
while I mix the paint.                
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Bacon 

I cook the last strip of bacon with a gaping heart. Outside 
the lights are violet, though the sun is high. Strange sounds 
reach me at the stove.  I think that dusk is breaking through. 
 
My vision shivers while I cook. The slab curses and spits as 
the fat melts, as the flesh dances.  I’m doing this for you.  
Its odor sinks into the wood, and I can feel you in the room. 
 
When its grease has bled, and its lard has hardened, when 
its backbone stiffens, and its skin changes hue, the brittle 
organ chips like glass. 

I hear it snap like red plastic as I bid you goodnight, as you 
let me hide away. 
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Eggs  

The fridge door opens, and the magnetic accordion 
wrenches its gray lips free. The great sucking sound is 
accompanied by the violent rattling of glass on glass. While 
the clinking noises deafen, the light flashes lit. 
 
The troop is unphased by the blinding white, standing at 
attention, maintaining the hard shells of seasoned military 
men.  Two are abducted from their midst, and they quiver 
ever so slightly. 

Over the metal basin they are cracked, and their entrails 
pour out onto its greased landscape, spreading fluidly. 
Their simmering cries stretch for miles, spiraling into the 
fridge. 

Their epidermis bubbles and pants and alternates.  Then 
they tap-dance in distress until they grow weary and give 
up the ghost.  I wink at the performance, and shovel their 
bodies. 
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Finger Smacking  

The male thrusts his hand in the pile and steals a hunk to 
his face. Roughly swallowing, he hurriedly plunges his 
fingers into his mouth, starting with the thumb and ending 
at the pinky. Smacking sounds fire out; saliva colonizes his 
fingertips. His hairy hands swoop and grab like birds of 
prey, and his bloodshot eyes are gleaming. 

The female drifts her hand toward the food and coaxes it 
free. After nibbling, she languidly inserts each finger into 
her petaled lips, starting with the thumb and ending at the 
pinky. Subtle suckling sounds stream out; saliva lubricates 
her skin. She proffers her fertile hand, and her furtive eyes 
flash coquettishly. 



 14

 
ait a moment. 
 

You’ve splotched the ink with your crusty little fingers.  
Their frightful calluses have torn the page. 

Your ribald palms have warped the leaf's refreshing musk.  
Smell their germy stench sinking in?      

Your unkempt nails have leaked residue onto the pristine 
paper.   

Unhand the cover.  Your greasy prints have botched the 
artwork. 

Wash your hands before you proceed.  Recite the alphabet 
as you scrub.  Rub those bleary eyes and resume your seat. 
 
Now there’s a good chap. 

W
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Whipped Butter 
 

Soft as satin, her white canvass yields to me as I indent her 
curves. She offers up her uniform body to all: easy on 
contact, a malleable hussy. She quickly melts when in heat; 
spread her any way you wish.  
 
I drape my tongue over her creamy posterior, and she tastes 
like milky salt. As she clings to me, I feel her wetness trail 
around my lips, which glisten greasily. 
 
Her ample nature instantly enriches, and I walk away, 
sickly satisfied, body askew.  And there, but a moment free, 
I feel the first wave of guilt rush across my countenance.  
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Peanut Butter 

In the jar, you are unappealing, with your fat mashed 
together in awkward clumps. 
 
But when you are spread, stretching your oily body thin, 
your brown skin tightly glistens; your nutty aroma arouses 
my vigor. 
 
I love the way you look, plastered on the toasty bed. The 
crusty sheets are parted: you are bare and waiting for me.  I 
pretend you're Cleopatra as I pull the covers over your 
Egyptian curves. 
 
I mostly have you alone, but sometimes your maroon sister 
joins us: a sweetness that I can handle, but only in small 
doses. 
 
I run to you when the others forsake me. Lovely you, who 
satisfies eagerly, who delivers predictably, who kisses 
naively. 
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Wash Fruit Before Eating  

I turn the water on to watch it run. It trails all over your 
firm skin, streaming like arteries, the tributaries licking 
over your sacred regions. They dance on your shivering 
body in places I could never reach and then drip down the 
drinking drain, whose greedy mouth never closes.  
 
You feel divine in the curve of my hand, cupped beautifully 
in my palm: a perfect appendage. The water foams over my 
fist, bubbles bursting. When I bring you out of the shower, 
the silky droplets cling to your nape like children. The lusty 
faucet tapers off before I slurp them away. 
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Banana 

The banana's yellow peel was peppered with brown spots. 
Anyone could see that it was past its prime--well into its 
autumn years. Yet its body still had the sinuous curves 
which had captured my attention at the fruit stand, days 
ago.   

She was older now, and her yellow blush could not hide her 
bruising, browning skin.  The stem upon her head was 
loose; wrinkles had formed at its base, and she seemed 
much sadder, much graver, more down to earth. 
 
I put my hands on her. She shuddered as I gently peeled off 
her outer layers and tossed them to the side.  Then she was 
bare before me, and I brought her close.  Her shy body was 
tender, abundantly sweet, ripe in age.   
 
And, though she came apart in seconds, she stayed with me 
for hours: mushed, mashed, and mangled. 



 19

Black Olives 

I tease the oval hole with the tip of my finger, softly 
drifting it around the lips.  It grows wider in response. A 
sweet juice trails from it, wetting my pointer. The entrance 
is beckoning; I am seized with urge. 
 
I slowly slide my index into the black orifice, and it 
expands to permit entry. It tightly stretches around me; the 
tautness is pleasing. The skintight tension creates suction. 
 
I probe deeper until I bottom out, and cannot go any further 
without tearing the skin. 
 
Then I do the same with my other fingers, so that I am 
inches deep within five pulsing fruits. 
 
I flex my hand, and the sinews bulge with intensity, 
strained with the stress.  Then I chuckle, and gobble them 
whole.     



 20

Raisins  

We spilled a box of raisins in our frivolous excitement. 
They bounced on the earthen tile, bugs of midnight, 
unheeded in the heat.  

Through the haze of release, bare in dawn's dusk, your 
chilled feet felt their black bodies squirm. 
 
I heard your dampened terror bleed through the walls as I 
drifted asleep. 
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Granny Smith 

I apply the blade's serrated edge to Granny Smith’s thin 
green skin, and increase the pressure. It slyly resists but 
then cleaves in a moment, my hand gyrating back and forth. 
She softly moans as the metal moves, drawing moisture 
from her flesh. Sugary rivulets stain my hands.    

Now Granny Smith’s hip is severed, clipped concave side 
down, gently rollicking to and fro.  As the motion stops, her 
moist white innards simply gleam.  I continue to hack until 
her perforated core gapes upward.  A heaping pile grows; 
how it gasps and drips. 

Putting the knife aside, I sift through her skunky remains. 
She was always a sour old hag. 
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Peeling the Orange 

I held the orange in the palm of my hand. It was of a deep, 
lusty hue. My mouth watered in anticipation of its luscious 
center. It had something I desperately needed--
rejuvenation. 
 
My fingers dug into its crust, prying away the peel as a 
strange predator unhouses its prey. The orange made sickly 
squishing sounds as I rent the skin, my claws delving into 
its marrow. A crisply sweet citrus smell wafted up my nose. 
I lay the pieces off to the side. The work was slow, but 
steady. I came to the north and south poles of the sphere 
and set to work on them. 
 
The stem was unearthed--a limp, stringy tentacle that 
threatened to encircle my finger and choke it. Fortunately, 
the macabre thing remained lifeless, though it dangled and 
swayed. 
 
Eventually the outer layer lay in a jumbled heap on the 
countertop, looking like a shattered orange-white jigsaw: a 
grizzly puzzle even for the most experienced surgeon. The 
skinless body stood, stripped and repulsive. White arteries 
trailed all over its hulk: veiny, crawling things that pulsed, 
that sputtered. 
 
Still hungry, I began to separate the sections for 
consumption. Slowly, I dug my thumbs into the quavering 
flesh and ripped the body in twain. It sprayed its viscera 
helter-skelter, droplets rained on my hands and fingers, and 
the tissue resisted with a grating friction. There is no sound 
so abnormal, so nauseating, so excruciatingly unbearable as 
the sound flesh makes when violently rent asunder. 
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I stood there, quickened in breath and failing in health, 
staring at the result of my grim labors. My hands were 
sticky, stinking, dripping. And the abomination just laid 
there accusingly: tortured, violated, molested beyond 
recognition. 
 
Slowly I backed away: overcome with revulsion, dazed 
with misgiving. And while I listened for sirens, my sight 
sunk, transported by my actions. 
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Onion  

The tears squeeze from my eyes as I hold your spitted 
body. It sheds apart in my hands; the delicate layers are like 
detached memories.  When you were whole, a purple 
portrait, I'd gaze at you admiringly. But now your image is 
odious. 
 
It was I who took the knife and cut you, I who chopped and 
seethed. Your shrieking crackles didn't deter me, and 
though the leaking waters blinded me, I remained insanity's 
dexterous slave. My nose cried like a widow while I diced 
you down. 
 
The tears stream from my eyes as the room grows hotter. 
My trembling hands piece you together, but your slimy 
parts grow more disjointed. Frustration heightens my 
frantic grief, locking arms with its sister passion. 
 
Bewildered, I reunite with your antagonist and continue 
cutting, slitting fragile tendrils, bleating remorsefully all the 
while. 
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Strawberries 

I scalp your head and then caress your angular cranium, 
pushing my lips onto your red, red face. I taste your pock 
marks with my tongue; I nip at your silly freckles; I laugh 
at the lifeless cleft splitting your proud, proud chin. You are 
a doll cupped in the palm of my hand. 
 
Your sweet waters flush through me, and then I move on to 
your next-of-kin. You all look alike to me. A pile of red, 
red tops grows beside me. Green tufts perk about, pell-mell. 
I gloat, viciously, because there are so many.  My stained 
lips lift, lift, lift. 
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Pineapple Crown 

Stalking through the pineapple field, soul gliding, the 
painted face leers. The moon is high, and life is asleep. Its 
white light shimmers on the grenade-like forms. 
 
Perched at the plant’s center, the regal crown juts upon the 
head.  Avaricious fingers twitch; a greedy breath is drawn. 

Fruitlets glare through the spikes, whose needle-tipped 
blades stretch at all angles.  Hands reach for the crown, 
introspective fingers are impaled.  The painted face smirks 
as the blood beads out. 

 



 27

Mr. Russet’s Cadaver 

Mr. Russet’s carcass lies steaming on the operating table.  
The body is tender; its skin is speckled with shades of 
brown.  

The scalpel splits the skin, slowly and steadily, straight 
cuts, spreading it apart like curtains. Bouts of vapor are 
released.   
 
Pressure is applied to both ends of the body, so that the 
converging forces part the wound wide.  The innards bulge 
outward like fresh cotton. 
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Carrots 
 
They lay in the plastic: destined for consumption, blurred in 
containment.  I open the packet; it stretches and gives.  A 
jagged tear gapes at me, and a baby root beckons me. 
 
Its moist body chills my lips as it juts from their pursed 
bouquet, like an orange cigarillo.  With a dry crack the 
stem is snapped, severed beneath the pressure of my dutiful 
jaws. 
 
Sweet crunching bits rotate about my mouth, rhythmically 
churning, like snowflakes in season.  They disappear en 
masse, sinking into my gullet to be melted down.  An 
automatic reflex. 
 
Such nutritions are released, dormant in the womb, when 
nature's goods are compressed! 
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Salad 
 

They crunch their salads, and drool.  It clings to their chins 
like sea foam. Their phlegmatic eyes are inexpressive: 
black, bottomless rodent eyes. Wiry whiskers protrude like 
taut fish line, soiled in the musk. The leaves grow thin as 
they make their way through, munching rhythmically. 
 
They are crispy, green, wrinkly things, and my hair stands 
on edge when they rustle about in their stiff garments. They 
always nibble in their fevers, and the spineless lettuce 
crinkles in complaint. 
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Graham Crackers 
 

Dashes dot the sandpaper surface: lines that mark breaking 
points. Applying pressure to opposite ends snaps it cleanly, 
though a jagged crag may reside after an imperfect 
separation. Grains depart as the masses move. 
 
They crash apart in pairs until eight scattered crusts quietly 
rest, fresh as honey. The shingles clutter the tabletop, 
pinpoint holes cratering the surfaces. A child's screeching 
hand snatches them away--singly until none remain, 
munched beneath the table. 
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Cherry Tomatoes 

The red ovals rock in her hand as she coddles the cluster. 
One slips out and wheedles from her fingers like a 
frightened insect. She watches it escape with wry misgiving 
but is unbothered by its absence. 
 
She cradles the other, gently teasing its taut plumpness. 
Popping it into her mouth, it sits on her tongue like a rubber 
ball. She toys at it with her teeth, enjoying the surface's 
terse rebound. 
 
She centers her canine upon the bulb’s belly and applies 
pressure by degrees. It yields reluctantly, and as the skin 
ruptures, it explodes like a mine, splattering its insides all 
over her gums, throat, tongue, and teeth. 
 
Visions crop into her head as the contents coat. The 
bubble's guts had shot like shrapnel, and she wonders at its 
nature as it quietly juices in her mouth.  
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The Unsightly Tomato 

I will not eat the unsightly tomato. Whose sorrowful scars 
give me goosebumps. Whose sordid slits mar my sight. 
Whose ugly blight stunts my appetite. 
 
I will not eat the unsightly tomato. Whose hardened 
crevasses are dark in the daylight. Whose brown hooks 
house cursed cultures. Whose spidery cuts trail through 
wickedly.  
 
I will not eat the unsightly tomato. Whose blemishes 
remain after they're removed. Whose daft defects linger 
after amputation. Whose ugliness increases after it’s 
remedied. 
 
I will not eat the unsightly tomato. Will not sink my teeth 
into its clogged exterior. Will not soil my tongue on its 
plagued peripheries. Will not irritate my system with its 
freakish fractures. 
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Pressure Cooker  

Mixing the ingredients in the magic pot, we leave it for a 
span. It perks and spews, and wonderful smells emanate 
from its lively bosom. What force of heaven empowers its 
function?  
 
The cauldron rests, pregnant in the night, grumbling to 
itself. We sneak a peek into its mysterious recess, craning 
through the condensing fluids, glimpsing its lovely cache, 
resisting the urge to rip off the lid and bring forth the 
miracle treasure prematurely. I jiggle the crucible, and 
watery sounds scurry hurriedly, gliding slickly. 
 
We tensely wait for the lights to change, for the 
temperature to alter at the appointed hour, for the birthed 
product. The hunger is torturous, but our patience will not 
allow us to curb it. I put my hand onto your knee. Waiting 
is our ascetic pleasure.  
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Broccoli  

Broccoli’s bushel tickles the roof of my mouth, teasing out 
maladies. When I snap the stem, it releases its soothing 
spirit. Then harmony surrounds me, a balm for my 
irritations, halting me in my search.  
 
In my dreams I shrink, down to the size of my thumb, and 
posit myself in a forest of broccoli. I swing in the sheltered 
trees, and on warm, clear nights I snooze atop the flower 
heads. There the leaves cushion my body, and my spirits go 
untroubled.  
 
Slowly, I grow accustomed to the stench broccoli exudes. 
My face blanches, for it is putrid at first. But proximity 
breeds toleration, and the sanguine legume purifies my 
blood. How could I have ever found it repugnant? 
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Green Chile  
 

Let the green confetti rain from the skies, fluttering down 
in a blinding blizzard. Let it swirl and swoop, buffeting 
civilization with its fresh spice. Let it coat the ground, five 
feet deep, canceling schools and blocking streets.  Let 
children roll it into green men, their fresh cries glancing off 
the clouds, which would be green on a day like this. 
 
Let it clog air vents, jam doors, settle in light fixtures. Let 
there be dumpsters overflowing with the salamander 
bodies, hanging over the top like strings of sausage. Let it 
grow, wild in gardens, strangling flowers like a jealous 
weed. Let it tyrannize the wheat fields, blending with the 
crops to create a new species of plant. 
 
Let it hang from the power lines like a pair of old sneakers, 
knotted and dangling.  Let its green pigment stain teeth, 
clothes, sheets.  Let it be smoked, worn, worshiped in 
church.  
 
Let society’s sleep be a different shade of green. 
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Soup  

The swamp steams. Circular globules shimmer on its 
surface. Beneath, plants and debris levitate. Water snakes 
float lazily. 
 
The hag stirs up the brew, and its peace is disturbed. Billets 
of vapor trickle skyward; eddying currents overturn silt. 
She cackles voraciously. 
 
The children choke as she spoons it in their mouths. Their 
cheeks go ruddy as they slurp it down and then bloom 
when its invigorating heat blossoms through their limbs. 
Her victims' eyes begin to droop. 
 
The witch's stomach rumbles as she watches them eat. Her 
jaw lowers by fractions as they slip down, their little chests 
heaving evenly. 
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Corn  

My teeth grate across the shaft, scraping off its outer skin. 
They look like yellow pebbles, crumbled from their parent. 
Sweet juices seep from their pores. I feel them burst in my 
mouth as I chew. 
 
The bits flee from my questing spoon. It nips, nose down, 
at their feet but cannot catch them.  The crowd splits apart 
at its approach, and the metal gleams, hungrily. 
 
Their sweetness rewards me kindly for the work. Their 
freshness renews my spirit as their moisture dews my 
cheeks. 
 
Then the cob's white bone glistens wetly, ravaged by the 
picking. It rests, sopping, like a piece of coral longing for 
the sea.  I wait for it to dry, to gnaw at, to keep it from its 
home. 



 38

The Ugly Sandwich  

There it is: the porous, blotched-brown resistance, greened 
meat overhanging the crust, bluish cheese slopped off-
center, mustard caking from the halves.  How long has it 
been sitting in this foul, decaying air? 
 
The teeth clash with the crisp sheets of wheat, which lodges 
itself in unseemly cracks. It is a strange stomach that 
transforms this matter, undaunted by its nature while the 
instinct hurriedly sweats.   
 
How wronged the ugly sandwich feels, tucked as it is 
within the stomach’s sack, smarting from those awful acids.  
It bitterly resents its vulgar treatment, vowing vengeance. 
 
So digest now, oh proud predator, while you still feel 
comfort.  For the ugly sandwich shall have its way with you 
soon. 
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Nausea  

There is something broiling at my pit. It bubbles and spits; 
it rises and falls. Its putrid presence alters my emotions 
while its protesting clamor blots out the world. Sight and 
sound require my attention, but I can only hug my sides and 
whine. 
 
There is a riot surging within. Insurgents charge the 
ramparts as they make their heady escape. I clamp my lips 
together and swallow hard, but their desperation grants 
them strength, and my jelly legs push my fiery torso toward 
the toilet.  
 
Its laughing mouth gapes upward at me through the 
quaking scene, gargling water in its stained throat.  The 
porcelain oval looks divine.  

My mouth mimics the head's, and we stare at each other 
like curious fish. Then my eyes bulge with shock, and the 
toilet's mirthful mouth shifts into a wretched howl. 
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Blue Cheese 
  

Blue cheese goes well on a sour day when the winds are 
vehement, when the branches sway. 
 
Blue cheese goes well on a sour day when the flowers are 
bleak, when their pollen has sprayed. 
 
Blue cheese goes well on a sour day when the black shroud 
falls, when weeping mothers pray. 
 
Blue cheese goes well on a sour day as the nuggets collapse 
in an enlivening way.   
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ait a moment and catch your breath. 
 

You look askance at me.  Don’t worry.  Small talk is 
unnecessary here. I'm happy to waive convention for your 
sake.  
 
Perhaps you mistake my interest. You see, you are like a 
fawn at the height of spring, vibrant and alive. My dusky 
vitals enliven as I watch you, so don't fret over my empty 
plate or my wanton looks. 
 
Pray continue. My stomach fattens while you advance... 

 
      

W
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Salmon 
 
The salmon flakes apart: cascading rivulets tenderized by 
the currents. The walls of cooked flesh wobble when 
speared. 
 
The Irish salmon is the giver of knowledge, the purveyor of 
wisdom, the bearer of enlightenment. Its red skin churns 
the wit. Its nose is a pilot; its instinct is an engine. 
 
How rich salmon feels when it fills the belly and bulges the 
veins. Its body effectively saturates mine. I feel its omega 
soul imprisoned in my heart, coursing within until I burn it 
free. 
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Bologna 

Bologna is an Italian-born American, a mutt of different 
mothers, a circular junkie.   

He is a round flop that shakes like rubber, that strips auto 
paint.  He chews like styrofoam; his smell marries your 
fingers. He smooches walls when thrown with force.   

He is the dinky spare.  You put him in your fridge and use 
him when nourishment has a blow out.  But he does the 
job; he’ll get you where you need to be. 

Mayonnaise is bologna’s provocative mistress, whose 
gristle glistens serenely when the two copulate, winking 
wetly off wobbly arms and lubricated beef.  
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Chewing Gum 

Your teeth mush down its stiff body in unthinking 
repetition. The flavor floods for a brief while, but after an 
hour its skin grows slack and wormy. Your jaw becomes 
bored and sore; your eyes empty of interest. So you pop in 
another piece, and chew it with vigor. 
 
You chew it with your mouth wide: I see its red center from 
my vantage point. Suction's squishings trail outwardly. I 
hear them through the double-paned window, and my 
breath fogs it greyly, expanding across the glass and then 
contracting back. 
 
You stretch it around your snaking tongue and slowly 
exhale. Your buttery lips test the tension as the surface 
expands. The tense bubble never pops without your 
permission. 
 
You purse those lips as you enjoy, swallowing saliva 
whenever it accumulates.  

You exile the slug to your cold, northern gums as I near. I 
wanted to see you work on that wad at close range.  I shyly 
approach, inflamed, scenting spearmint in your peppery 
proximity, but you’re still as a stone while we pass.   

And when I look back, your mouth resumes its cautious 
motion, your eyes glassy and haunted, and my designs wilt, 
stillborn in my spine. 
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Hummus  

He dips in a piece of pita and mops it around, watching the 
hummus accumulate like stacked snow. The scent sends 
him into a delicious swoon; the garlic begins to reek out his 
pores. It forms a presence about his person that he doesn’t 
see or smell. 
 
He continues imbibing. Satisfaction is never attained with 
quantity. Once the craving sets in, its demand is king.  

His hand keeps slathering the bread and lifting it to his 
face. "This is the last one," he tells himself. Yet he reaches 
for more despite his mind’s abhorrence, and the days blur 
together. 
 
An invisible cloud expands around him, populating his 
house like a toxic gas. 

His neighbors suspect his excess, peering through their 
blinds, glancing looks at him whenever he takes out the 
garbage.  

His body moves of its own accord, arms working, legs 
pumping, while his mind reels in a dreadful daze.  He 
weakly watches himself enter the familiar building with a 
mix of emotions. 

He relates his ready story to the stony cashier while her 
pitying eyes probe him knowingly.  Her skeptical face 
remains impassive as he swipes his card and takes his bags. 
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Queso  

I became addicted to queso after the very first swallow. The 
thick melt wielded a staggering power over me. 

I wish I could enjoy it like a gentleman. I wish I could 
prudently populate the appetizer plate with a few sparse 
chips plus a single serving, and then socialize in an easy 
chair with the sane crowd, who nibble and bite moderately 
while they discuss the weather. 
 
As they pontificate on the wind chill factor, my throat hums 
and haws in response, but my brain hangs over the hot plate 
just twenty feet away.  

How can I make it there without drawing attention? My 
finger trails through the frugal remains still left on my plate 
and sneaks into my mouth when no one is watching.  The 
cheddar is cold, but I smooth it over my gums and suck the 
life out of it.  I have got to get over there soon. 
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Embarrassment  

There is food on my face, and the public is staring, and the 
first vapors of indignant embarrassment billow through my 
breast. Sauce is wet on my cheeks, chilling in the air, the 
sign of shame.  

There is food on my face, and the public is leering. I search 
for a napkin, my head swiveling on its axis, but none is to 
be found. I feel panic's vibes grip my guts, and my 
knuckles go white as my face goes red.  

There is food on my face, and the public is gawking. They 
frozenly glower, like cardboard cutouts, unaltered by the 
minutes. I try scowling in general, but my gaze wavers and 
breaks off submissively.  

There is food on my face, and the public is transfixed. But 
you approach without reserve, and your motherly hands 
dab at my derelict cheeks with a berry-scented kerchief. I 
appear ungrateful while I fall in love.  Your curling smile’s 
warped contours are burned into my memory. 
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Salt  

There is a glass shaker on the table, filled with fallen stars. 
They combat blandness when sprinkled on or near. They 
cause blindness when in contact with the eyes. 
 
They are grainy like beach sand but coarse like gravel. 
They fall when God shakes out his dirty hair. His scalp is 
worryingly dry. 
 
Children sprinkle them onto ice cubes and squeeze their 
dimpled fists.  They coat slugs’ bodies and watch the 
bubbles spit. They eat salted lemons and playfully pucker 
their cherry faces. 
 
The oldest spice on the planet disappears in water; the 
ocean is its giant home. Its vast expanse caught the stars in 
their fall, and they have populated it ever since. 
 
When one cranes backward, he may disintegrate. Yet some 
people can run, eyes fixed forward, until they reach their 
havens. 
 
But their destinations are bland, and their foods lay rotten 
by the end of the day. 
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Pretzel  

I pin the salty twig to the roof of my mouth, draw my lips 
together, and suck the air out of it. The shingles flex 
upward beneath the pressure, and saliva buffets it in waves, 
weakening its infrastructure.  It’s like a downed ship, 
caught on the crags.  

The salt grains break off, and the sea flushes the cloudy 
crystals apart. The air bleeds out of the pretzel stick, and its 
frame collapses, deteriorating before the onslaught, the 
steady pressure.  

Eventually, it caves into mud. I let it sit in a crumbled heap 
before I launch it down my throat.        
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Bread 

It looks like a rectangular block of wood: porous and 
grainy. But when touched, it depresses and holds a 
handprint, reminiscing. 

Nothing matches the smell of fresh baked bread. The scent 
of fuzz and fluff, of simple nourishment, fills a space and 
clings for hours. It has the bewitching ability to spirit one to 
its locale. 
 
When I hold a single slice of bread, I think of the world’s 
needy surfaces. Its spongy material would work wonders 
against the grime. But instead I sit and eat. Spring cleaning 
can wait until the summer. 
 
As I slouch and chomp, the crumbs fall like rocks down a 
mountain, clashing into my belly and gaining momentum 
as they sing down that fearsome hill, senselessly pelleting 
motorists and irritating the highway. The roads will be 
cleared come summer.  

Let me sit through the spring with this bread in my hand. 
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Yeast 

Yeast sits in his fungal corner, muttering to himself, 
gorging and belching loudly. The others shy away from 
him as his thick breath fills the room. He is the great 
enabler, the waste redeemer, the unicellular lover, the sugar 
fiend. 
 
He and his brothers work unseen behind a commonplace 
curtain, dwelling in the darkness. Together, they command 
a wealth of power. A mighty phalanx they form, when 
united in cause. Their union could hold the world to 
ransom, if they decided to strike. Fortunately, their 
conflicting lifestyles channel them down divergent paths.  
They are a terribly dysfunctional brood. 
 
Yeast is a selfish organism. His good works are merely a 
side effect of his dietary affluence. He is like a rich man 
who inadvertently drops pennies amidst a favorable 
transaction. He leaves his unblemished excess next to the 
dumpster while we, the parasites, snatch it up with our dirty 
hands. 



 52

Olive Oil 

There is a puddle, derived from olives, expanding in the 
skillet. The lights stream, blurred on the surface, while the 
stove grows hot. Looking into the pool, my head grows 
dizzy. Buzzing heat waves are caught beneath my 
overhanging face. 
 
I lift the skillet and twist it around, rolling my wrist. At first 
the pool's mass sludges in unison, but as it leaves its 
residue in a glimmering trail, meandering offshoots claw 
down the slant, slow and probing. The drool eventually 
conquers the pan, a shallow rink whose slippery apparatus 
prevents adhesion. 
 
The temperature rises: the fluid becomes eager; viscosity 
drops. The surface is pristine, undisturbed, dangerous. It 
lies to fools, and it will roar with rage when the tension 
breaks, searing all interlopers. 
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Cornbread  

Gold on the outside and moist within.  
Luscious lumps stick together when broken apart. 
Corn's wholesome flavor, and the pastures of plenty.  
Its singular scent serenades the laborer.  
In the mind and in the belly.  
The cornmeal soul flexes its southern spirit.  
Shearing mandibles disband its hulk. 
Gorgeous graces fill the void. 
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Tortilla 
  

Splashes of brown paint splotch its white, looking like 
muddy potholes. They've been known to flatten 
lunchmeat's tires. 
 
The flatbread has eyes all over--like the face of a squashed 
spider. It's impossible to escape its penetrating stare. Yeast 
is unwelcome in this vicinity. 
 
It comes in plastic packages; a zip tie seals in freshness. It 
is a local product, a staple of the southwest. In the 
supermarket, there is a separate section to pay it homage. 
 
Heat it until it's warm and elastic. Place anything on its 
bosom, and wrap it into a pouch or a convenient roll. 
 
Melt some cheese on its belly. It oozes softly, the yellow 
swamp. Its tongue dangles out of the snout. Bite it off, 
leaving a crescent in its place. 
 
But hold it like a newborn, supporting its neck and body, or 
else it will double over and spew its guts to the ground. 
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Chips 

At the factory, they are raked into a pile, shoved in plastic 
bags, sealed and sent. The industry’s trees drop their leaves 
year round. It is always fall in the machine garden.  
 
The bag stretches and then snaps open, red-orange triangles 
staring upwardly. Their dry faces look bloated. 
 
The collapsing crunch is satisfying. It occurs in the jaws, 
but I can hear it in my head. Molars make short work of the 
crisp bodies. The autumn leaves crackle. 
 
At the bag's bottom, dry shards cluster, broken from their 
parent piece. I unload them by the handful, and the crumbs 
overload my mouth. 
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Goldfish  

In the fish tank they swam, schools of them. Their orange-
yellow bodies fluttered; their smiles never shifted. I 
watched them through the glass, licking my lips.  

My arm was in up to the elbow, the extended hairs drifting 
on the sloshing surface.  And the water did protest, and the 
goldfish did flee. But I was able to grab a handful with my 
fist. I rushed it to my mouth, and my teeth bore into them. 
 
But instead of crunching, they snapped. Instead of 
breaking, they squished. Instead of cheddar, there was 
slime. 
 
Then I swallowed, and they slithered sickeningly, and the 
smell of algae clung accusingly. 



 57

Popcorn 

There is a loud bang, as of a slammed door, followed by the 
beeping sound of a numeric keypad. Then the low, steady 
hum of a motor drifts through the barrier to our waiting 
heads. We look at each other sagely and prepare ourselves 
for the encounter. For a while, all that can be heard is the 
creak of a turret and that purring engine. A strange light 
glows in the distance. 
 
Without warning, a shot is fired. The muffled pop rings out 
clearly and is quickly answered in turn. The battle's 
intensity increases; the frequency of shots rapidly builds as 
the forces clash. A steady searing sound underlies it all. 
And the vehicle roars, and the turret creaks. 
 
We can't tell which side is winning: only that a war is on. 
At the breaking point, the shots are so intermingled that 
they are impossible to differentiate. One ceaseless chain of 
bangs and bomps reaches us from the scene. 
 
Yet as rapidly as it begun, the battle wanes. The unceasing 
barrage is now littered with pockets of resistance: small 
periods of silence followed by extreme boughts of fire. 
Now small shots peel out singly at uneven intervals. Until 
the whistle blows.  Then they call us in to purge the playing 
grounds.  
 
We carry the exploded bodies up into our gullets-handfuls 
of them. Their kernels stick in our teeth, and small clicking 
sounds clack as we chew. 
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Chicken Nuggets 

The coating of a quality chicken nugget should be even and 
brown. A neat, oval shape is preferred. Heat signifies 
freshness. And the fresher the nugget, the better the quality. 
 
It should be soft to the touch but not mushy. Pinch it 
between your thumb and forefinger and watch for juices. 
Dryness is not a desirable trait. 
 
Cleanse the palate by swooshing water and spitting. Next, 
hold it to your nose and inhale. Its smell should be crisp 
and provoking. Tentatively bite into it. The chicken should 
easily give way to your teeth.  They should delicately 
cleave through the piece. 
 
Beware of cheap imitations. It is not uncommon for 
swindlers to pass fillers and other garbage meats off as a 
high quality chicken nugget. Watch out for such trickery. 
 
If the above criteria is satisfied, you should have before you 
a choice morsel. 
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Capellini  
 

The child watches the steam trail off the pasta mountain, 
looking like smoke signals. Only he can decipher the 
meaning. As his utensil erodes, the elevation falls. The 
hanging roll fills his jaw as it occupies his cheeks. He 
mashes the noodles together with his gums. 

He arranges it into a grin, or piles it on a meatball so that it 
is covered with red hair. Then the stylist arrives to trim or 
buzz it completely. 
 
He is a snake tamer and uses his catcher stick to pin the 
venomous head. Then he tosses the flopping red reptile 
over the balcony and back into nature. 
 
He is a fisherman with a reddish heap of night crawlers, 
and he baits his pole to hook a catch. Human heads are 
biting today. 
 
He is a gardener that slices up dew worms and returns them 
to the soil. They disappear beneath the runny red dirt.  
 
He is an electrician rewiring a stoplight. It keeps flashing 
red. 
 
He is a bomb defuser searching for the right wire to snip. 
Beads of perspiration form on his brow as he severs the red 
one. 

But eventually his little head grows lax, and a homely plate 
sits before him, coldly coagulated.  He falls asleep, upright 
in his chair.  Reality is a cerebral bore. 
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Mashed Potatoes  
 
The mashed marsh stirs too easily; it won’t hold the 
abstract designs whipped into it.  The contours are only 
briefly visible before sinking back into unremarkability. 
 
I rapidly grow frustrated, violently raking the 
uncooperative sludge and cursing it under my breath, but 
the shapes die all the same, and my expectations panic.   
 
My brain gets dense, hardening against the world, yielding 
to its wounds. And for its crimes I gag it down my gullet.  
Then I carry it home within me and stare at the wall until 
it’s gone.   
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ou’re still eating?  Well I’m glad you like my cooking, 
though you look a little green.     

Take a minute to wipe your face.  You’ve stains all along 
your chin; crumbs upon your cheeks.  Your hasty hands 
didn’t even touch the silverware.       

A pot of coffee is brewing.  Smell its crisp aroma?  It’ll 
refresh your palette and compliment the desserts.  It’ll heat 
your insides and banish your drowsiness.   

The mug brims before you.  I hope you don’t take cream.  
Now grab the handle and put it to use. You’ve stayed this 
long, and there’s always room for dessert.  Take a break.  
Sip your coffee and feel alive. 
 

 

Y
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Sweet Tooth 

It is late. The TV flickers quietly, bluish lights upon the 
room’s white walls.  Its sweet whispers drift to the sleeper's 
ears: faint enticements lilting softly. Flowing chocolate 
ripples on screen, drifting lazily in comfortable currents, 
drowsily blanketing a layer of caramel and peanuts. They 
pose decadently, wrapped in that thick black robe, 
emperors of temptation. 
 
Shallow snores accompany the commercial, a dreamy 
response to succulence. He mumbles incoherently; he licks 
his dribbling lips. Harmonious melodies stick to his 
candied brain. His belly rumbles, diabetically. His shell-
shocked pancreas sways, dazedly. 
  
The slumberer's mouth hangs open as the advertisement 
runs revealing a socket in his gums, sealed by the sugar-
free years. Layers of tissue have since grown over it, the 
way the ground repairs itself after a tree is ripped, body and 
roots, out of its bed. 

Yet through the living room's hazy blue light, a yellowish 
protuberance grows slowly visible.  It wails for sugar as it 
occupies the space, and the sleeper’s lids are astir. 
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Honey’s Love  

Oh, that sleek sludge!  I need its slow, sweet consistency, 
golden and generous, to drip onto my driven tongue.  I love 
how it coats toast, gluing down fugitive crumbs onto the 
brown slice.   
 
Honey’s presence is always uplifting.  It enervates my 
starveling spirit.  I love how the light shines through its 
gleaming body, warping it eerily.  I need its bee-born rush, 
fresh from the hive, to raise my blood sugar and banish 
bitterness. 
 
I wish that honey’s love could last eternally.  I want it to 
seep from the heavens and coat the world.  People would 
run through the streets, mouths open like chicklets, or with 
a bucket in each hand, gathering happiness, like in those 
rainbow candy commercials.   
 
And I would fly from point to point, my beak bobbing and 
dipping, a human hummingbird.  
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The Jelly Child 
 

The jelly’s child smears jam on her face. It sweetly sticks to 
her plump cheeks. She makes tiny gurgling noises as she 
eats. 
 
Her mini hands fit easily inside the jar's slender throat. She 
clutches the jam in her fist and greedily crams it in her 
mouth: it squeezes out the sides. Sitting on the cold kitchen 
tile, she sucks on her plump knuckles, entranced. 
 
Her hungry hair is clumped with strawberry preserves. She 
playfully spreads it through, so that her blond curls grow 
stiff like dried seaweed, tinting maroon. The chilly goo is a 
happy sensation.  
 
A bedroom door opens and closes as her small world oozes.  
The clash of adultly clamor muffles from within: 
bedsprings and headboards.  A man glances sidelong as he 
leaves his money on the table. 



 65

Yogurt 

This delicious goo is fermented and sealed in a plastic 
cylinder. The foil peels off; the culture spits and burps. You 
dip your spoon in and pull it out. 
 
On it is a blubbering mass with chunks of fruit encased 
within. Strawberry eyes leer as it enters your mouth. It 
looks like a great chasm when you open it to admit entry. 
Cave formations hang from the entrance.  Shivers crawl up 
my spine. 

The yogurt slops inside. But you don't chew. You just slurp 
it around for a few seconds, enjoying its chilled 
refreshment. Then you swallow. And it just slithers down 
your thin throat, uncaring. 
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The Brownie 

It emerges out of the oven’s baking womb and is draped in 
plastic after it cools. The tinted web coats its brown 
carcass, a second skin to retain moisture. I behold it 
piously, moved by the mystery, tugging at its hold.  I whiff 
it through the protective packing. 

The hours digest rapidly while discordance plays its 
untuned instrument, awkwardly twanging off key.  Part of 
me hums and part of me dreams as I chew the last bite, 
fingers tapping.    

As its body breaks down and floods through mine, I gaze 
about me in glazed suspense.  Sensation whispers lies into 
reality's ears. My lips are caked with chocolate. 

My heart whinnies while the sweet fog roosts; a guarded 
contentment steals its way over my frame.  Meditative 
night's eerie quietude invigorates the waking mirage. I 
laugh nervously as I slip out of sleep while the smell of 
walnuts dances around my head, like stars in old cartoons. 
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Mini-Muffin  

The mini-muffin sat behind the display glass. I stared, 
enraptured, clouding it with my grasping prints.  You 
always did hide behind a windowpane at my approach, 
looking out from within.  

But you knew I hadn't the purchasing power.  And though I 
could've smashed it with my fists and stolen you, I never 
wanted you that way. I wish you knew that. 

One night, I caught your scent and glanced up.  Our eyes 
met across the coffee shop, and my body reeled in nervous 
shock.  You raised your little hand and waved, and I felt my 
heart split inside my throat. But when I came near, I 
bumped my skull on your barrier, and my brain shivered 
inside its casement. 

But I still sat with you, pushing my face against the chill 
glass, and my unrequited passion seethed bittersweetly, 
though I kept my fingers folded. I was so very hungry; I 
wanted to peel that wax paper off of your bottom. 
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King Doughnut 

The spongy cakes, sold by the dozen and consumed by the 
thousands, are fantastically diverse. They serve their king 
with fanatic loyalty, preserving his life while disregarding 
their own. 
 
You may find them bloated with jells, drowned in syrups, 
or puckered with sprinkles. You may find them decorating 
Australia, walking the streets, arm-in-arm. They overflow 
the crown that sits atop the royal head. He is the one that 
will never be gnawed while his rule is solid, while his 
might is mammoth. 
 
Hours were spent upon ingenuity's apex, composing and 
constructing: an interminable process. Thinker's shadows 
stained the workshops black. And out from down under his 
bulk was born, engineered to perfection, a marvel of skill. 
 
The doughnut king sits with jellied majesty at the heart of 
Sydney. A loving tyrant enthroned in glaze, 90,000 strong, 
6 meters wide.  An Aussie's pride, a glutton's lust, a 
consumer's god. 
 
How zealous his eye socket seems! 
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Candy Corn  

Candy corn's colors warn the hungry, like a poison reptile. 
Orange, white, yellow: don’t tread on me. 
 
They are autumn's volatile dessert. Auburn leaves fall, and 
festive children taste death for the very first time. The 
poignant syrup explosion freeze-frames their faces.  They 
are in for a shock. 
 
Candy corn smells of sweet decay, of tainted magicks, of 
George Renninger's stinking brain. May he burn for his 
conical crimes.  
 
They crumble into dust when chewed, a sliding sludge. 
They stick to the teeth in a lover’s embrace, clinging year 
round. Dentists are overworked in November. 
 
The sane world laments National Candy Corn Day, 
donning black the 24 hours before Halloween, kernel tears 
trickling down its ruddy cheeks. 
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Caramel 

Caramel filling latches to the tooth, sticking violently.  The 
enamel panics, unable to shake the intruder, screaming 
silently as its figure corrodes.  The tongue responds to the 
alarm, but its scraping hunk cannot dislodge the demon.  It 
simply expands, mocking the saliva, laughing at the 
papillae, inviting bacteria to the party.  They sweep in by 
the millions to feast on the pulp.   
 
Acid increases, the oxidized sugar melts, and the sun sinks 
low.  The enamel is nearly worn, and the dentin shudders 
with anticipation.  The smells of battle issue over the fields.  
The crown prays for the brush to sweep in and save them, 
for the walls have crumbled, the fortress is falling, and the 
king may be dead by daybreak. 
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Peanut Butter Cup  

The gold foil hugs it tenderly, but I know the secrets of its 
protective grip. At the bottom of the dome, its fingers 
clench together. I pry them off, one by one, until they 
pierce skyward like a jagged crown. I gently unfold its 
curves, careful not to rip the fabric. The silver lining winks 
in the fluorescent light. 
 
Once it is tossed aside, only the paper undergarment 
remains. Its sleek black clings to the candy's jagged 
contours, which are shaped like a circle with a riveted 
border. Its limbs climb and fall at even angles: the range is 
perfectly symmetrical. I unhinge it and extract the prize. 
 
Laying it on its broader base, I note how it tapers upward, 
plateauing at the crest.  Peanut butter percolates at its heart.  
I stick my needle in and extract it from the center. 
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New York Cheese Cake  

The white slice is a symbol of richness, saturation, 
affluence.  He loves the way it kisses his fork, lusciously 
caking apart on contact.  He mashes it with his lips before 
he drags it inside. 
 
It lounges well on its graham cracker bed, sensual as a 
concubine. He turns it on its side and gently teases it with 
the fork's fingers, coaxing it off of its base. 
 
When the taste overpowers his senses, his tongue feels as 
wide and as thick as a crowded highway.  To remedy this, 
he coats the cake's nape with strawberry puree and watches 
the refreshing syrup slink down its sides, encircling its fluid 
arms around the sleek, creamy waist. 
 
He glares, with rising hackles, at the people adjacent to 
him, who are eyeing his prize. Then the Neanderthal inside 
savagely awakens. His eating utensils turn lethal; he 
shakily grasps them in his bulging knuckles. 
 
In a fit, he gobbles the cheese cake whole, loudly chomping 
it, mouth wide, so that his grunting teeth gleam behind the 
mashed-up dessert. Back hunched, arms curled, neck 
slouched, he presides over his prey. The whites of his eyes 
glimmer alarmingly; strings of saliva swing from his gums. 
Half-eaten chunks crash about the table as a result of the 
fray: a savage encounter. 
 
The couple sitting next to him nervously orders an apple 
cobbler, and he spasms when it’s brought to their table. 
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Frosting  

Baby Poseidon's toy trident mixes powdered sugar, water, 
and food coloring in a great bowl. He practices his powers 
on the blue icing, serrating it in oceanic waves. The tempest 
he causes bombards cakes, pastries, and cookies.  
 
Orange, white, and red debris floats on frosting's waves, 
which ebb and swirl according to the will of the infant 
deity. They add sweet texture to the gods' desserts, which 
were universally enjoyed on Mount Olympus until 
Poseidon entered godhood. 

Now he tries his hand at soups, but his creations are 
abominable.  Too much sea salt.  Afraid of his temper, the 
gods politely eat and inwardly grimace. 
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Cotton Candy 

Pink and poofy, the wisps of cotton are wrapped around the 
rod. They hug it tenderly, with first love's attachment, 
departing loosely as soon as another courts them. 

They thrust themselves toward me as my tickling tongue 
pinkly protrudes, crowding my face to drink my saliva. 
Their fetish fills me with exclamatory glee, and I bask in 
their sweet attentions.        

But they vanish quickly in their impetuous embrace, 
collapsing in groups and disintegrating. My short-lived 
courtship leaves me dazed, and I bow beneath the carnival 
sun, feeling diabetic and alone.  
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Cupcake Dream 
 
As we walked across the cupcake's top, the frosting 
grabbed at our feet, clinging to our ankles. So we held 
hands and strode like moonwalkers, and your fingernails 
dug into my palm. 
 
I didn't let you go when the sprinkles tripped up your bared 
legs, though I was thrown off-balance, and the edge nearly 
took me. Your fingernails cut my skin as I held you up. 
 
We stopped at the center and lay contented, the cake 
cushioning our backs, and stared up at the brown cardboard 
ceiling, tasting each other’s breath. 
 
Your fingernail poked my tongue as you dipped frosting 
into my mouth. 
 
When I woke from the dream, you had eaten all the 
cupcakes in the kitchen. You stood there biting your sticky 
nails, and your fingertips protruded like sour, peach colored 
bubbles. 
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Ice Cream 

My utensil touches your firm body, and you yield with the 
grace afforded by perfect resistance. I hold you to my 
mouth and feel your cold breath drifting from the scoop, 
kissing my lips with its unassuming caress. My glands 
salivate in desire; your frozen promise melts on my tongue, 
and I am utterly transported. 

In time my mouth is numb with you. My lips are stained 
and sticky while my body fairly shivers. My heart beats 
slowly as my breath runs cold. In some you evoke 
surreptitious guilt; in me you evoke sensible pleasure. And, 
after the first moment, I have trouble leaving. 
 
I love you in all your colorful flavors, but I like you best in 
your java gown with that crisp perfume wisping about you, 
scintillating the senses. I drink you in with my watery eyes, 
and my restless tongue starts to itch. I can't stop staring at 
your shapely spheres and, for a minute, I wish I were a 
bowl. 
 
But being a mouth is infinitely better. 
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The Inn 

The inn housed an interesting class this evening, but a 'no 
vacancy' sign now hangs at its door. The walls bulged and 
groaned as their seams stretched.  
 
The guests bartered with their especial goods. One left 
vitamins, others carbohydrates. Some paid in sugars, others 
in fats.  

If their wares were undesirable, they were turned away at 
the door. But the owner of the inn isn't picky. He welcomes 
most with greedy vigor. 
 
On overworked nights like these, he regrets his impetuous 
business ethics. The guests had clamored wildly, fighting 
for room, as the proprietor grinned queasily and counseled 
patience. The din, however, was blessedly brief, and the 
staff now resets the tables and mops the encrusted floors.  
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To-go Box 
 
There was a to-go box at the funeral, brown and portentous.  
Its lid hung wide, resting its wooden weight on the sturdy 
hinge, and the multi-colored contents lay, blanketed at 
peace within a mass of gray. 

I can still see those bouts of steam drifting heavenward off 
the reanimated lumps. My mouth began to water instead of 
my eyes. The mists were all wrong that day.   

I stood around it in the circle of mourners whose pitiful 
faces hid their hungry hearts, and throbbed heartily with 
each falling spadeful of silent dirt. 
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o now the feast is ending, and your breath draws 
heavily. You look like an overstuffed suitcase: sides 

bulging, latches loose.  I’d cut your posture but I, too, am 
slouching in overload, and your silence sounds forced.  

The violated plates lay before you, distraught. I bestir 
myself to dispose of them, but lethargy weighs on my lids, 
and my impish body won't respond to my half-hearted 
demands. 
 
The evening light takes on a somnolent quality as it glides 
through our moistened eyes. Watch it refract through tinted 
glasses or tiredly reflect off the smudged silverware. I feel 
like a submerged balloon, fleeing toward the surface before 
the pressure pops me wide.  I have truly drank my fill 
tonight. 

The feast is ending, and our heads float above our bodies. 
The tablecloth is stained and disheveled. Our otiose brains 
can barely function, but we both resist this feeling of 
cessation.  Chew your remaining food-- darkly in the 
descending evening.  Look at me while you do it.  Let us 
preserve these  mellowing sensations. 
 

S
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nd yet your belly rumbles, disturbing my pleasant 
stupor.   I’m afraid the cobwebbed cupboards are 

barren at this time.  How are you still hungry after such a 
feast?  Truly, my deprived friend, your starved stomach 
pines for the arts.   
 
You know you could always return for seconds.  Eager 
eaters often brush by the delicacies, and you overlooked a 
buffet of them in your unsavory haste. Take it slowly, and 
you’ll appreciate their subtle traits. 
 
I hope you will do credit to my table at your next banquet.  
And as we part ways, I pray that your ailing body has 
profited from whatever nourishment you may have found. 
 
Let its dichotomy churn your brain and charm your eyes. 
Let its rosy fragrance resonate in your subconscious.  Let 
its tasteful memory enchant all of your dining affairs, now 
and forevermore. 
 
Sweet dreams, sweet lovers.  We shall always toast your 
health at this table!        
 

 

The End 
 

A


