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Atmosphere

Burnt shadow and toasted sunglasses but the air drops
mist and all is cool i am in my jacket of course
i write about Rachel of course i have this boundless
love to give. She is in my room wondering what she is 
in love with, the room or each other, herself, particles of, what
clothes make her feel love. i am at the bar with Kendall and
with Najee. Najee describes how he hates birds, they
have talons they pierce him with and shit on his face
but he hates penguins the most, Najee, i say, a penguin
will never claw your face or rest in your afro or
shit on your cheek so why penguins and he says because
they’re tall. i lose completely my shit and say Wut
about giraffes. Najee says Wut and i say You
don’t like these birds because they are taller than birds
should be but giraffes are mammals with necks ten feet
longer than they should be and if they crane their neck
and head to the ground too long they suffer
a heart attack and you don’t have problems with giraffes?
Najee loses his shit and laughs and i say Giraffes
are proof there is no god! and the bartender loses
his shit and says What about platypuses? and Najee says
Trial runs. i lose my shit and laugh and say
god invented platypuses on the first day and said
to the angels what do you think guys is it good?
and they said Wow wow wow god maybe you should rest
up a bit and god said No i’m on a roll i’ll rest
on the seventh day. Kendall loses her shit at this and
the bar closes and i still hear laughing even though
the laughter has stopped in time and my bike has closed
the gap of laughter in distance. i shower and
i pet the dog and the cat both, because i can
multitask. i am surprised at how much i am capable of producing
laughter in others while being sad nearly all the time when
alone. Six years ago in Framingham, Massachusetts for
Thanksgiving at my Uncle Michael’s house my eighty-five-year-old
gone-blind grandmother Bobby found me in the kitchen
somehow. i don’t smell like any of the others so, maybe
that. Bobby in her Boston accent drawls JAHrid, your
cousin Alli just turned thirty. Soon your cousin Carl will turn
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thirty. Then you’ll turn thirty, then Alex will turn thirty, then Corey’s turn
to turn thirty. i remember when me and my
girlfriends turned thirty, we thought we were so old! she
laughs to herself. We weren’t old. We were
stupid. I’m old. Don’t ever get old. And my not stupid
Uncle Rich whom i didn’t see somehow (blindness is sympathetic
to the beholder and contagious) has been listening to this this
whole time and says But Bobby, you’ve seen
(in my head i’m thinking Verb choice, Verb choice) so much,
don’t you want to stick around and tell others what it is
you’ve seen, and then see what comes next? i am
winded with anxiety, a great gust of it blows
my sternum to dangle around, i feel even my shirt collar
like a rooster weather vane twirl about, i don’t know
why i’m wearing a god damn collar to a family
function, i’d taken a red-eye and my eyes are
that flight-type color, too, now, i’ve seen the next thing,
Bobby says, many times. The next thing is always worse
she says, than the previous thing. I don’t want to see
the next thing. In fact, i can’t see anything
at all. i, just want, to die. Uncle Michael
taps me on the shoulder with his free hand, i turn
around and see a huge pour of red wine in his
unfree hand, Michael says HEAH WE AH and
we all laugh and cheers to that, Bobby, too, who 
is losing her shit, drunk, happy, in a home
now, thirty-minute
visits to her every week as, you know, Covid
precautions calling me because my state is burning
down, asking do i have the N95 mask, bubby, yet.
Why i like turning a line on the word “turn” i do 
not know. Maybe John Donne’s holy
sonnet where he ends his line on “bend
/ blow burn to make me new” (categorically
untrue, i learned, later, about the whole
giraffe heart attack thing. Their skin is 
used in space suits) but that you
ravish me, he says, but to bend 
is not to make
new. 


