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My New Year’s resolution is to become a plant
Heads with tails show up at high tide
I think my species needs to go or change so much it may as 

well have gone
Lines written at the tidal mudflat, Milbridge, Maine 
Lines written at Mystic Aquarium, Connecticut
I write a biography of the galaxies—
After the dragonflies emerged, I took up the evidence
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On April 22, 2020, I remember the bodies in which I’ve lived 
My child wants to go to school in the pandemic
Meditation on the here
Instead of loss, instead of grief
By the sidewalk I lift my child from the car
Walking with Zoe, holding a bag of her warm shit
& also in that time moss draped
Still Life, late October 2020
In fear, mind
On stillness and confluence
It’s not for me but I’m here in it
Emergence with periwinkle and paint
Everything’s relevant, nothing obsolete
After migraine, a wind pear-blooms the sidewalk
With all this destruction and scrambling for renewal 
For the Post-Anthropocene


