
Three times I woke, but talked myself back to sleep so that when the alarm went off I felt like I’d 

accomplished something. For the day I mentioned sStepping on Edgy under the blanket, if I hadn’t 

already said this, mention that it was the first time that I told him that I loved him. Edgy had torn 

up an empanada box and Times Metro Section. He kept running in front of my foot and sitting. We 

have these silver vertical blinds that catch the spring light beautifully. The neighbor next door (on 

oxygen tanks) swore all morning. I realized I was stretching in my outdoor shoes based on how they 

made the floor smell. A weird, baby powder scent in the kitchen with a big fan out. The landlord’s 

turned the heat off, so the place feels 60—cold and clammy. The cChopped almonds I added to my 

tempeh somehow burned the bottom of my tongue. While eating, here’s a Krauss quote.: “The body 

of the subject, focused around so many separate organs and their needs and desires, interacts with 

the word outside itself—the object-word—in terms of their reciprocal organs that will satisfy those 

needs and desires: the world of the infant as so many breasts, mouths, bellies, penises, anuses…. 

The part-object speaks to the imperiousness of the drives, to the rapacity of their demands, to the 

way the body can, in the grip of fantasy, be riven, cannibalized, shattered.” Okay, I’m going to just 

use letters for people’s names here. I’m in my Brooklyn apartment. L was gone teaching all day. 

But I still had to jump in. As I worked, a piece of paint fell from the ceiling. Obie dumped his litter 

box across the bathroom. Neither D nor I touched it. (I’m going to stop using that letter and use 

a different letter.). As I left my bedroom farting I passed F in the living room. On my way out, I 

put on my one non-white t-shirt left, a red Troupe 88 Peabody, MA Girl Scout (figure out another 

word for shirt here) that I only wear beneath button downs. I crossed Prospect Park thinking about 

the phrase “horse apples.” I also plotted out my conversations with a new debt collections agency 

(Argyle Solutions). On the Prospect Park B platform, I bent and saw my pants had split. I couldn’t 

even wrap my button down shirt around the split. I felt very carefully all around my groin on the 

platform, not that self-conscious about it since I never see the people, figure out how to say this, the 

same people again. On the B, a woman my age’s coarse voice got me scared I’ll soon go horse. For 

the first time ever, I stayed seated, don’t know how to say this. I sat for the whole ride to work for 

the first time ever. (Figure out how to say that.) As I read the Times, I thought about how, if I didn’t 

read the Times, I wouldn’t even know there’s a recession. I tried to catch up on grading papers, but 

it hurt my neck to look at my lap so much. I tried to keep my legs crossed on the train. I plotted 

how to avoid standing in class (telling students, for example, that to save time I wouldn’t hand 

back papers, but instead have them come up). At 49th St./Rockefeller Center a man boarded the F 

wearing a gold medal and said, “After 12 o’clock, you got something to worry about.” On the 59th St. 

escalator, I wondered what people below me could see. At school, I turned straight into a bathroom 

stall, and looked at the floor through the hole in my pants. (Or: Stared at the floor through my pants 

hole, something like that.) Just as I was done with eating, on my way to class (somehow combine 

these things), just as I was about to leave my office, Medea (a student) came in. In the bathroom 

mirror, after we talked, I found peanut butter all over my face. (Figure out how to say that.) At 8:50, 

I felt calm and quiet myself. Maybe I don’t need “myself”. Aas my students worked on a project I’d 

quickly thrown together. I in an air-conditioned computer lab left me cold for the rest of class. I tried 

to grade an absent student’s paper. Here are the lines from Jerusha’s paper that I wanted to quote:. 

“Throughout the course of one’s ever-changing lifetime, there are often many decisions that we are 

faced with that may lead to a greater number of choices in the road of life.” And here’s a second 

sentence: by her that I want to include. “The word ‘decision’ is defined as the process of deciding 

or using one’s own mind by making some sort of judgment.” A student I’ve always liked had a 

fading black eye and a cracked lip tonight. She told me she wanted to take a credit/no-credit grade 

for this semester. The custodian thought we were done and came in early. I waved him back in and 

said no problem. But he put some chalk and an eraser on my desk. On my way out of the building, 

I see the student (switch to present tense) with the black eye again. I tell her I’ll make a deal: if she 

turns in two of five papers, I’ll give her a C. She says, nobody wants to hear about her problems. 

On the 4 train an A/C gust blows right into my scalp. Tthe woman beside me sleeps with her face 

in a handkerchief. A cute stranger’s making a joke about Zizek the Slavic psychoanalyst. At 9:56, 

approaching Union Square, long skinny orange lights flashed between train cars. At 9:58, a man’s 

XXL t-shirt says, “There are two ways to get one.”
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I could have gone back to sleep today, but the cats were already jumping at the door. Sometimes 

I read the paper on the toilet:. “Murat Kurnaz, a German citizen of Turkish descent, has just 

published a memoir of his nearly five years in Guantanamo. He describes prolonged torture that 

included interruptions by a doctor to ensure that he was well enough for the torture to continue.” 

Edgy chewed my hair as I stretched. Last night, L left half a lime out on the cutting board. Always 

all May I get bad sleep. This is something I have to add to yesterday when I have the Krauss quote:. 

“The ‘partial figure’—as they call the various modernist truncations of the body, into torso, hand, 

thigh, breast, penis… is a formal matter, a declaration against the narrative of gesture, for example, 

or the inescapable realism of the body whole.” And for tToday, more Rosalind Krauss at breakfast. 

As I drank green tea: “The experience of the self as a set of objects and the need to connect each 

object to a network of other objects finds another dramatic example in the autistic child Joey, 

described by Bruno Bettelheim.” I stepped into the bathroom as Edgy was pooing, apologized, 

and headed back to my room. By 1:00, I could wear shorts while I studied (74 degrees). It’s hard to 

describe the panic I felt just gathering things so I could leave the apartment. The park feels closer 

now that it’s green. Crossing Windsor Terrace, I heard thousands of round, dry, white leaves flit 

about. For a mile I walked along Greenwood Cemetery, where everything was breezy and spacious 

like Berlin. Random cCars would honk for no reason. A Hispanic boy said, “I can’t believe I’m 

fat,” while his friend tried to pick a playground lock with a twig. The Kensington Post Office was 

a bust—no scale telling me how much postage costs and the line soon became impossible. An 

olive-skinned man in a paisley Detroit Tigers cap told a stranger that the United States has 122 

concentration camps fitted with crematoriums. A super tossing garbage bags up from his cellar 

nailed me. I stopped and asked a deli clerk to weigh my package. 0.685 lbs. I now each day get a 

personal phone message from bill collectors who never mention what they’re calling me about. 

(Ffigure out how to say that better.). On the walk home, the sStamps I brought with me began to 

stick inside my pants’ pockets. I went to The Pie Shop to exchange dimes for quarters and they were 

totally nice about it.Outside Oak Park Pharmacy, kids tied caution tape around their hats. I never 

knew Kensington existed before today. After walking around for an hour, I noticed clotted blood on 

my face from shaving. I guess wWrapping bananas in paper doesn’t help them ripen at 

all. As I graded student essays, Edgy pushed everything he could off my desk. He kept (I don’t 

know what the word would be here) sucking or chewing on something. On my elevator ride up from 

the laundry, a woman says, “So you’re one of the newer tenants?” I have to end this entry quickly 

because a radio program that I like to listen to comes on at 10:00. It’s 9:54. I guess I maybe have 

a TV show that I like and that’s the Charlie Rose Show which I watched for the first time last night 

and it seemed interesting. I should say somewhere in here that it was strange all day to see the 

number of deaths mentioned in stories about the cyclone in Burma rise from 10,000 to 100,000. But 

otherwise:, I still have to take the screen out of the window so it’s mostly shut so that my neighbors 

don’t have to listen to the radio program with me. What I do is I put the radio on a chair so that it 

doesn’t get static and then I have to lay down backward (or upside down? Whatever you’d say.) on 

my bed with my feet where the pillows normally go so the radio’s just behind me. I have to lie on 

a diagonal for some reason so that I fit correctly. Explain all of this somehow. It’s Dave Dubal’s 

Reflections from the Keyboard program. Just to say, when I head to the window to close it, I hear 

sinks running below, silverware clinking from a different apartment, voices that always seem to 

have such a—where the context seems so strong, they seem so integrated into what they’re saying 

when you hear them. The cConstant echo of planes or traffic. Or the constant groaning or, I don’t 

want to say roar. Maybe end with that. Maybe end with: Groaning or, I don’t want to say roar. My 

laundry is still in the white plastic handy hamper that I’m always worried maybe melts a little bit 

with the hot clothing inside of it. As I turn around, I see that a ring of cords encircle me. That cords 

encircle me. Mostly extensions. 
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Before fully waking up, I lay picking gunk from both eyes vaguely worried my hands weren’t 

clean. I actually had to wear my ripped black pants to class again because all my other pairs are at 

Kristen’s. But this time I could tie a sweater around my waist. Because of allergies I wore glasses—

feeling isolated from everything, closer to summer. I woke up remembering what I’d fallen asleep 

pledging to remember: to ask Brian for Claudia’s email, and to add a footnote comparing gay lib 

to Popova’s abstraction to every dissertation chapter. Because I’d showered late at night my hair 

looked backwards and like a rooster’s. The cCats ran ahead of me towards the kitchen, looking back 

as if I’m the one who feeds them. I didn’t take our last paper towel because I don’t want to draw 

attention to my use of paper towels. (L usually buys them.) When L comes out of the bathroom I 

grabbed some toilet paper. I burned my tongue on steamed kale, reading Rosalind Krauss: “Not 

surprisingly, sculpture finds itself right in the middle of a battle about whether it occupies the 

realm of reality, or that of representation only. From Tatlin’s corner reliefs and his insistence on 

productivism to the Earthworks of the 1970s, many twentieth-century sculptures have wanted to 

smash the glass bubble that encases sculpture in a world of illusion, representation, idealization.” I 

had to clear out from the kitchen when L’s cappuccino steam began to whistle. I’m always having to 

keep track of my water glass so that Edgy doesn’t drink from it. More generally, a constant battle 

between appreciating/ and encouraging Edgy’s cuteness and sweetness and letting him make my 

desk completely dysfunctional. Around noon, I began to feel my heart stall, because by the time Jon 

gets here tomorrow (already on summer break) my own summer will seem present and irreversible. 

There were big new palm fronds in the courtyard (where the pavement looked soaked). I held our 

lobby door for a lady with an umbrella. She told me she thought I’d be OK(?). For the first time 

this spring, I had to blow a bug off my arm. From a Fung Wah bus Jon answered my call and said 

his pants had split also. My mildly hyperextended knee kept getting worse because I seemed to 

want to hyperextend it each step. I think the knee problem started when I had to walk stiffly in 

the split pants. At the Long Meadow’s edge, someone asked a guy where he got his dog. He didn’t 

understand the question: I bought it. At Prospect Park (the subway stop) you can hear a B coming 

from a block off. It sounds like a real train. On the train I sat beside a blond/grey Russian man I 

think wearing perfume. Voices sang from the 7th Ave. platforms but I never looked up. We’re h

eading up Manhattan, I read about Chicago: (from the Sunday Times Magazine): “Many of the 

interrupters seemed bewildered by what they see as a wilder group of youngsters now running the 

streets, and by a gang structure that is no longer top-down but is instead made up of many small 

groups—which they refer to as cliques—who members are answerable to a handful of peers.” At 

57th somebody was listening to “Material Girl” (I recognized the synthesized triangle). On the 59th 

St. stop escalator I didn’t care if people saw my pants split. I came into the adjunct office to find 

one of my old students (Arash) getting caught plagiarizing. I went out to get printer paper and when 

I got back to the office somebody else sat crying to the same professor (she must like it). Three 

times I went to the bathroom during my office hour and the same person was in the bathroom stall. 

Tonight I passed out student evaluations, so am on the train by 9:30. Through a woman’s cellophane 

bag I see Chips Ahoy iconography. The air conditioner seems to activate all the sweat on the far left 

edges of my body. I’m either aggravated from snapping at a student or hungry. A woman’s talking 

and her British boyfriend keeps locking eyes with me while listening. Reflections of lights we’re 

passing stream across the car’s long, light blue benches. The 6 train running across from us also 

looks almost empty except for an Asian woman wincing and holding her forehead. I have to transfer 

at Bowling Green where the platform smells like caramel. The payphone has a graffiti “u” on it. The 

uptown 5 train stirs me like a lullaby. This split in my crotch is now comforting. I’ll have to take a 

second shower.
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MAY 9
Cat puke on the living room floor which I seemed to have stepped through last night. The aAir 

was cool, grey, fragrant, damp. When I came out from meditating the puke had been wiped. The 

dishwasher was running (always a major downer). Jon brought over photos from our Conversations 

over Stolen Food project—half of them black. Within a minute my room was covered in his plastic 

bags. 15 minutes later, Jon’s chest was still covered in sweat. He kept getting the cats’ gender wrong. 

We left a note on my front door for Jamie the sound guy to call Jon’s phone. Bright umbrellas 

lay spread out in the hall. I led Jamie around the rooms and the basement to see which space was 

quietest. Wherever I went, I’d find Edgy staring at me. Jamie tested the living room sound as Jon 

and I practiced in the bedroom. Both of us couldn’t stop playing with Edgy. By the time we were 

done practicing, Jamie had moved from the living room to the kitchen. He’d taken the clock down 

and turned off the fridge. Two thirds of the way through our first recording, Jon said “fog” instead 

of “fong.” He complained about a pulled muscle in his back, making it hard for him to breath and/

or talk. For the second recording, I spaced out. The microphone moving back and forth hypnotized 

me like a pet in front of windshield wipers. After we recorded all the talks, Jamie recorded the 

sounds of the empty room for a minute. Jamie still could hear us moving so wWe had to just sit 

motionless and quiet. Obie slept with his white ear hairs sticking straight up. The neighbor couple 

kept screaming at each other: Hey, don’t worry about it. As Jamie and Jon talked I listened to short 

recordings—pleasant dissonance. For hours, Laura and Danny never left her bedroom. Jon wanted 

to record the first conversation sample again because of the back pain. The mail carrier looked like 

a small, middle-aged, female Asian hip hopper. Jon took a photo—embarrassing. I thought Jon said, 

“Check out the dog,” but he’d said, “Don’t step on that diaper.” As Jon got Edgy to chase my wallet 

one of them knocked my lamp off the desk. I walked Jon back to Brian’s (my old place) through 

the rain. Brian’s place (he’s there by himself now) seemed empty to just the perfect extent—maybe 

because it’s raining. He’d installed a pull-up bar. I walked back with my old toaster pan tied in a bag 

to a belt loop. I stepped back out (figure out how to get rid of one of these “backs”) after entering 

our hallway—to spin my umbrella dry. Deeply gloomy at 2:45 (because I hadn’t reinstalled the 

window screens?) I smeared blue cheese in a book on Warhol’s photography (too boring to read 

anyway) and returned to the Sunday Magazine:. “As an aging society the US should be saving 

more; instead, in recent years, we’ve had negative savings (people are spending more than they 

earn). Also, the network of private pensions that developed after World War II has been eroding 

as corporations terminate plans and as new companies decline to provide them. Even worse, the 

typical household savings fall woefully short of what they will need for retirement.” Enter (if I 

want to) the fact that tThe first mosquito I’ve seen since fall is swirling, flitting, dancing, spinning 

toward the lamp shade. Endless ear wax all afternoon, plus a fierce craving for brownies. At 6:50 

I waited for the F feeling my socks dampen. I wondered if the station tiles will ever get replaced. 

Three trains passed in the opposite direction. (Oone man further down the platform squawked.). At 

Jay Street I stepped on something crunchy but couldn’t look down. At 6:56 a flattened pizza slice 

dropped in the rain. Shit all over my desk at Kristen’s. I grabbed Monday through Thursday’s Times 

from the recycling bin. And tThen a three and a half hour gap from dinner party conversation with 

Lil’s friends Reiner and Miriam. All fine with me, except for the last hour. I’ve been stretching 

while agitated. Running back into the bathroom thinking that maybe that’s a way I can speed up the 

night so that everyone goes home and I can be alone with Kristen. 



I kept waking up unclear about if Kristen had turned off the alarm—didn’t look at the clock until 

10:16. K wanted to play the game where we alternate moaning. For so long I haven’t moaned 

back. But today I did. I told K any new feature her internet provider says she needs to purchase 

for consistent connections is a scam. Still coughing up phlegm balls—right on the oriental rug 

today. At 11:30 Kirsten heard me growl due to printer problems. A follow-up to early May news: 

“To the Editor: re “A Prison of Shame, and it’s Hours”: I am insulted by Nicholas D. Kristoff’s 

characterizations of conditions at Guantanamo. I disagree with his implication that the medical 

care provided by a highly trained and dedicated staff is not conducted in a humane, professional 

manner. Sami al-Hajj was near ideal body weight when he left here and walked unsupported onto 

the aircraft. (R. Adm. Mark H. Buzby, US Navy Commander, Joint Task Force Guantanamo, 

Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, May 4, 2008)” K and I headed north together. A banana peel had been left 

upside down, arranged in the shape of a perfect Q. I passed a pudgy Arabic man in a perfect vintage 

Ghostbusters t-shirt. A man flipping a quarter dropped it and lost it under a cab. He screamed at the 

driver, Don’t move forward! At 29th street, I realized I’d forgotten my ID. The Grad Center never 

lets anybody in without one, but I decided to try anyway. I told two security guards I left my bag 

in the English office on Friday night. Just at the perfect moment Patrick, from Theatre, came and 

shook my hand (he had dark bags under his eyes). In the English departmentoffice a woman drove 

me crazy taking pictures with a flash. I moved to the Science Center and wondered if I’d get kicked 

out at 6:00. But at 7:30 I’d gotten past another security guard—telling him I’d left my backpack in 

the library. At 7:50 (6 & 31st) a barefoot black man sang Biblical songs that seemed indecipherable. 

To the west, pink clouds blew by slowly. All of the sudden I stood surrounded by parked police cars. 

Somebody gave my Whole Foods cashier five and said Remind people: no flower delivery tomorrow. 

On the 2 train (running local) I couldn’t get over one rich blond girl’s veiny feet. I’m going to open 

the windows in Kristen’s place. It’s been nNice today to feel stirred by the breeze and know that 

it’s not going to make me sick. I’m alone in the place. K’s at a play. Lil went to a movie. I’m getting 

to the papers I need to grade two hours and 19 minutes behind schedule wWondering why neither 

of my parents has called back in over a week. Wishing that my stack on the old computer didn’t 

include books, dissertation pages and newspaper all bunched together. Every other surface in the 

room is covered with journals with titles like “Diabetes Care and Education,” “Diabetes Action Kit” 

(which is somehow still a journal), “Refresh, Recharge, Renew,” and “ADA Times.” There’s a slight 

roar that I guess is just building ventilation. Soft shadows in the corners of the room much calmer 

than my bedroom in Brooklyn, with the silhouettes of a hundred leaves blocking my view of the 

bright kitchen across the courtyard. 
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At 8:35 in the fourth-floor recycling room, a big pizza box and two white wine bottles. I’d forgotten 

about the heat that comes just from light. Lil warns me that the pepper (Malabar) is strong. Nothing 

to quote today, though I did enjoy Rosalind Krauss on Agnes Martin. Around 11:30 Kristen brought 

a ketchup smell into the bedroom/study. The pPuffy toilet paper rolls K buys get used up in a day. 

By 5:30 all of my muscles felt strained and tense after I sat all day struggling to start an essay. K 

thought I had “shot down” her plan to walk to Noodle Pudding, but it was fine with me. The only 

way I could get out on time was to leave papers scattered everywhere. K got stuck discussing 

food safety issues with Lil so I went back to the bedroom and organized things. For the first time 

K wanted to take the stairs down. We discussed whether we were supposed to accept Lil’s offer 

of organic chicken. It was lLush and purple in City Hall Park. K said I probably get sick so easily 

because I’m not exposed to germs. Neither of us had enough cash for dinner. If we stopped, so as 

to not interrupt photographers, the Brooklyn Bridge would take two hours to cross. For the first 

time I wanted personal knowledge about the Verrazano Bridge. I’d also never seen a police boat 

with its sirens on. A couple gave each other five entering the bridge from a side stairwell. K told me 

I’d missed a dog’s big green poo log. Lots of big tables in our three Brooklyn Heights restaurants 

(Ziggy’s, Oven, Noodle Pudding) because of Mother’s Day. “Mr. Bojangles” seemed to last 20 

minutes while we stood waiting for a table at Ziggy’s. Looking through glass at leaves rustle felt 

OK. I was aware of the fact that it might be rude to stare at people done eating but also that it might 

speed up our wait. From the nearest table someone explained how we are currently sandwiched 

between two Nor’easters. The waitress had huge dimples. K got really excited to name our first 

dog Ziggy. For dessert we split a wheat-free brownie to go and ate outside. I never understood why 

Kristen had a bag. The Midtown skyline’s bright tops always look squiggly and goofy. Ascending 

out of Brooklyn, we kept waiting to warm up. Near Greenwich Street we saw Susan, K’s neighbor, 

with Dudley, a cairn. He’s never emotive unless he wants to chase something. Sitting in front 

of (how do I explain this?) I’m sitting reading yellow-lined paper— student’s comments about 

each other’s writing. My eyes feel dry and scratchy. My eyes feel red and scratchy. My feet aren’t 

comfortable anywhere beneath the table. My feet get stiff anywhere beneath the table. Something 

like that. I see Armando in the basement and ask to flip through his recycling bin for the Sunday 

Times. I take a break and read the Science Times to Kristen: “Even the microscope vinegar worm, 

Caenorhidits elegans, can learn, despite having just 302 neurons.” That’s a front page article, “Lots 

of Animals Learn, but Smarter isn’t Better,” on the first page of the Science Times, May 6. 
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MAY 12
I liked waking to howling in the courtyard. A major relief to wake up this morning with the desk 

cleared off. K’s stomach still hurt. I try to keep everything unplugged now to save energy. I try to 

think of the person in the mirror as the one feeling all this stretching. K kept talking as I arranged 

my meditation pillow, so I set the alarm for 61 minutes. It was raining on my walk to the library and 

I could smell syrup and the ocean. I wondered how so many people could not have umbrellas. As I 

waited at a light I watched a woman watch television as she rode a Stairmaster. At 10:46, at the New 

Amsterdam Public Library, the person before me looked up The Comedy Market: A Writer’s Guide 

to Making Money Being Funny. On the walk back to Kristen’s someone wore a puffy black jacket 

which seemed to include decals from every sports team. Specials taped to pizza shop storefronts 

wilted in the rain. Krauss, Just as I got to my kiwi:, “The development Riegl charts goes from what 

he calls the haptic objectivism of the Greeks—the delineation of the clarity of the object through an 

appeal to the tactile associations of the viewer—to the optical objectivism of Roman art—in which 

the need to set the figure up in space as radically freestanding led to the projection of the rear side 

of the body and hence the use of the drill to excavate the relief plane.” After breakfast I realized 

I still had my vest on. At 11:20 K got embarrassed about already wanting lunch (Amy’s organic 

vegetable pizza). I felt back at “full power” after having done laundry last night. I never realized 

before I have such dramatically bucked teeth (and an overbite). At 1:19, on a Monday, K stepped out 

to see Une Femme est Une Femme, the Jean-Luc Godard movie. I could only wear contacts for 40 

minutes at a time before both eyes turned bright red. At 7:10, K sprinted out, screaming “They’re 

they are, they’re not going to take me.” (Iin her Yoga pants.). I, myself, was running an hour late. 

Outside I wouldn’t have minded gloves. My cContacts kept clouding over from allergies. A Tokyo 

Bay waitress jogged south, keeping her arms crossed. Leaves kept circling then would suddenly 

tunnel upwards. Car lights coming on enlived the streets. A man photographed random police 

barricades. A guy sorted through gross (dirty? Or jagged? Ripped?) blue Styrofoam as a doorman’s 

nose breath clotted the window pane. On 287 Broadway: “Notice: The Department of Buildings has 

determined that conditions in this premises are eminently perilous to life.” I couldn’t believe there 

was a Black Pride gallery at 105 Anne Street. I sensed sports clubs must be major pick-up joints in 

New York. I didn’t understand NYU’s prominent place in the Woolworth Building. I left 

my bags on the A platform: ran upstairs and called K to remind her we bought vegetables. People 

moved because I smelled on the subway. Back in Brooklyn now I’m simultaneously cooking beets, 

yams, pasta, and rice. There’s an unhealthy, pseudo-lemony smell coming from the toaster. I hear 

a subway passing beneath. Wind chimes pick up in the courtyard. The lLight looks ultraviolet. 

I’ve picked through the walnuts I left out on Friday and grab scraps of beet greens fallen near the 

garbage. Or that missed the garbage can. Mention that I froze my c-op membership as of the 21of 

May during my five minutes devoted to “business” between morning work and lunch. I arranged it 

for Monday the 21 so that I do not have to work my shift on Thursday the 24.



I came out to find Obie stretching. Edgy ran over and sniffed my water glass. As I stretched: Obie 

wanted to lick Edgy but Edgy wanted to bat my shoelace. (Tthe shadow of his whiskers looked 

clean on the coffee table.). A cCat poo in one litter box—much longer than expected. Bright 

window-screen reflections trembled on the floor. Yesterday I tasted blood when I stretched. Today I 

felt soggy. Gritty beet greens with breakfast, which I didn’t mind. The best part of breakfast: where 

rice slightly melted my side of blue cheese: “For all that Contigent’s projection of the expressive 

power of raw matter tended to eclipse its relation to the terms of an extremely codified aesthetic 

discourse, it was that relationship, operating within the work, that was the ultimate guarantor of its 

immediate position of authority.” Even as I flossed, Obie rubbed his chin against my elbow. I used to 

bring whatever I was working on into the bathroom with me but here the kitty litter causes problems 

(single grains often get stuck to my socks). Confusing weather, I left windows open but it felt so 

cold. Just a rRed beach towel in the courtyard saying, in blocky letters, CLUB. Only when the kid 

above got home from school did I realize I hadn’t needed a fan to block out noise all day. Struggling 

to get the garbage bag out of its can I inhaled awful fumes (which must mean I ingested particles). 

I packed for Kristen to give to her dad a new letter from Argyle Collection Agency. I had to eat 

dinner almost right after lunch so that I digested both before walking to the train. On my way out, I 

realized how much I’ll miss the cats this summer. A girl said, “Wait” as the B train doors began to 

shut and held her hand up in time to stop them. But never fully stuck her arm out and managed to 

exit the train after several inconclusive sputters of the doors. And pPaused, then walked reluctantly 

toward the Franklin Ave. shuttle further down the platform, then finally began sprinting. As I sat, 

I realized I’d forgotten my all-important notebook and that two of my pens had exploded in a pants 

pocket. I opened my teaching folder and tried to figure out what was happening today. In a mirror I 

saw my hair’s part curled upwards with a flare. At West 4th a woman boarding murmured, “asshole” 

at the guy ahead of her and kept blinking and shaking her head as she sat down (her toes were 

pointed inward). At Dekalb a woman asked a Polish-looking man if he knew the train would stop at 

Broadway Junction. He said No (ambiguously). In my office just one old adjunct woman surrounded 

by bags of cookies. In the hall one student mock proposed to another. An eastern European student 

of mine seemed intentionally to wear all white. People quietly highlighted articles as I passed back 

papers. I couldn’t help letting students out 40 minutes early on the last official day of class. It’s 

chilly enough to wear a hat on my walk to the subway. I begin to think about what grades students 

should get, but then I realize my mind’s tainted by recent impressions from class, that actions I 

take might cause more work later, and that decisions would come more effortlessly if I just waited 

until I didn’t care again. This is my understanding of Kharmic theory after meditating 12 years. 

On the 4 platform a man has to walk away from a whistler. I can relate. Crowded on the downtown 

express with everybody staring off in the direction they are reaching. A boy mouths along to the 

emphatic words in a rap song. I’m amazed so many people wear earrings. The guy behind me keeps 

muttering threats about knocking somebody up, son. Figure out somewhere to put the following 

entry. I sensed I can’t read Rosalind Krauss anymore until I’m done with my dissertation. Right 

now I need to close down ideas with polished diction. At Chambers, a man climbs one stairwell 

looking back at a woman on another. After passing puffy white flowers in City Hall Park and a 

puffy white dog on Broadway, I stop in an ATM (I owe Kristen 20 bucks) where the song “Loves 

Letters” comes on. 

MAY 13



MAY 14
Stefan flew back from Germany yesterday and went to sleep at 5:00 PM. I think I heard him this 

morning. At 9 I found Stefan on the couch in shorts and a green shirt. I kept thinking I should 

interrupt my stretching routine and begin preparing breakfast, but Lil kept coming back into the 

kitchen. Just as I was about to take my food into the bedroom, Lil asked about the West Virginia 

primary. I filled my water pitcher from the bathtub to keep things private. It turns out I had my 

utility notebook in my backpack all along. At 10:50, Kristen came back from the gym all in grey. At 

11:53, K’s breakfast reading was “Conflicting Studies on Saw Palmetto’s Effect on Prostate.” K blow 

dried her hair in the living room to distract me less. At 12:40, I realized that Kristen was packing to 

leave in five minutes and my heart turned liquid again (but sad this time). Outside Kristen’s place 

seven guys hauled a giant metal slab toward a second-story balcony. People stopped to watch. With 

my only pair of pants that breathe slit, I am stuck wearing heavy cords in sticky heat. I noticed on 

the walk uptown that see-through skirts seem popular. I kept panicking, thinking my meeting with 

Wayne was set for 1:00 instead of 2:00. I ate my peanut butter and banana sandwich on a wicker-

like bus stop bench at 3:00 (34th and 5th) talking to a girl I like named Alina or Adina. A homeless 

guy leaned as if asleep across his cart with the Stones playing “Dancing, Dancing, Yes I do.” With 

my back still sweaty but in the sun and a breeze I felt the perfect balance of warm and cool, wet 

and dry, which happens so rarely to me in the afternoon. I just sat there for a minute laughing and 

feeling euphoric. A short, charming old business guy passed talking to someone pretty. Debris 

quickly stuck to my water’s surface. I ran to the New York Public Library with a phone in my hand 

in case Paul Olsen (my financial planner) called. I sensed rain about 100 miles off. A lady screamed 

at the information desk clerk, “You are the laziest, rudest librarian I’ve come across.” Paul in fact 

called before I’d reached the computer catalog. It was impossible to hear him on 5th Ave., but on 

39th St. I found a shimmering courtyard. In the third floor Languages and Literature section (or 

whatever that’s called at the library) I started getting cold. Somebody flipped through a glossy book 

of vintage rock and roll t-shirts. By 5:35 I felt desperate for a vest in the library. Because of this 

disorganized day I could have passed out by quarter to 6. I’d planned to read student papers on the 

ride to Williamsburg, but then worried it would make me grouchy at dinner. At 7:50 the sky was 

bright but opaque and I realized how little I understood about weather. When Stephen showed 

up at dinner, I wanted to ask something specific about his personal life, but felt so tired that “How 

was the LSAT class?” came out. I always feel completely disembodied posing for pictures. In the 

bathroom at 9:50, after two micheladas I can’t stop peeing. Curtis Mayfield is on (something with a 

tambourine) as I dry my hands on my shirt and consider having more potatoes. There are aA bunch 

of hooks on the wall, just for decoration. A couple’s reading a book together (Ferdydurke), leaning 

on each other but not seeming to enjoy it. My left contact’s stinging so it’s hard to look Jon’s mother 

in the eye. 


