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the fruits aren’t tasting good today. they laze in the bowl by the window, hummingthere’s a meteorologist living in my foot. in the scar. blowing his nose on the tissue every time it rains.i keep thinking about guitars in october, about ian pinching a piece of my forearm to demonstrate the pain of the tattoo birthing itself into the skinhe marked that spare infinitesimal space for him. it’s his, 
i’m his in that one place when i stay up early enoughwhen the sky becomes a pancake burnt in the middle but gilded at the edges.the fruits aren’t yelling at me today. they’re usually yelling at me to call my momto send in the rent, to stop playing with my face. but sonia lives there, and she’s so annoying --  i’ve named my zit sonia. when i introduce her to jakey, he poses at my forehead like she is a camera, he asks me if she likes him. he wants sonia’s approval. 	i think about how even when no one is there, we give everything a name, there’s always someone watchingalways a bamboo plant to carbonate with when we’re sadalways a humanized coffee filter on the counter crumpled intoa boomerang crumpled into a dimple you never see around anymorei never see the vendor around, i don’t know where he peddles fruit anymore -- the grapefruit gurgles at my thought of him but still reminds me thatdalia is moving to california. the fruits aren’t yellingbut the grapes suggest that maybe i should call hershe was my sister before i was a sister. my feminist iconbefore i knew how to LOUDER, how turn on the Kill a Man functionon my boots when i needed to. 6’2” in heels, dalia could kill a manshe’s my sister’s sister when my sister doesn’t feel likeshe has one, so i dial the banana but jakey picks up insteadi ask him 	“what’s your favorite thing about outerspace”he says 	“sunflowers” 
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and i tell him 	“no, sunflowers used to be		dinosaurs, they’re in the earth not in space” he says 	“yeah they were, but that’s why they’re in space, 				they ran away from the earth”he says 	“i want to be a sunflower.”

then he asks me to teach him how to fly to the moon he says it’s squishy, it bounces, he says he wants a yoyolike the one he had a great many years ago. he’s four years old, he measures his lives in yoyos. he asks		“where’s the moon, it’s been gone for a great many years now”the meteorologist is drunk at this point. he buzzes at my heel, says 	“tell the boy to watch out for glass. no one told you and now we’re both	stuck with me. and the glass, it’s still in here. it’s still in your foot	do you feel it? it’s crying. it misses being part of a container, it misses	the ocean. it was never part of the ocean, i keep telling it that, but it	won’t listen to me. even the ocean has glass, but it doesn’t understand	how lines work. it doesn’t understand it was broken when you let it in 	also don’t forget to wear an extra pair of socks,	i’m moving into your heel tomorrow. you broke those boots in wrong	you’re always doing things wrong”i broke my boots in wrong. i think about ianthe pinch at my heelscar tissue deviatingi hear jakey singing from the fruit bowl by the window sometimeshe asks me 
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"when are you coming home?"
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