the lodgepoles

are distant from

each other, too

AMANDA STEELE

The ceramic black Labrador rests

by the electric fireplace—bone

perpetually placed between paws,

head cocked to the side. On cold nights

he would come alive and nuzzle under.

The perspiring windows contorted

the crisp cedar pines topped with whipped cream,
sour cream, vanilla frosting. I was

rearranging puzzle pieces of a red rock
canyon and forcing together
pieces of my own

’F}ecause the smell of pine and elk meat

in the kitchen meant that my organs

were drifting apart. Maybe my insides

needed some distance, too. The antlers

on the wall were mottled, so was my skin.

The dog is staring half-hearted at my empty hands.




alturas lake
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On days like these I ache for the soft, smooth strength

of her to surround me. Sapphic love splayed open

like the ripe, raw taste of huckleberries and raspberries we
suck and munch in the heat. Red and purple juice dripping
off my lip, my finger pressing into the warm indentation
of the supple body after it has been plucked from the vine.

Your legs are the same as the silky water on the lake.
A 1adybug crawls across your hip bone

and makes its way underneath your shirt
before I pluck it off. I am jealous of the trail she made.

I never appreciated the stifling sun in mid-July until

I saw her in that string bikini. Her skin too much é
to look at. Like trying to stare into the sun. How easy it

would be to undo her, to undo me. A quick pull of string...

Instead, she takes another sip of Coca-Cola, black aviators,
a sun hat facing away. 1 gulp down my desire and turn away.
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I cut you out,

like an untrained surgeon,
scalpel tlays dermis unevenly.
This is no precise surgery.
There is not a hopeful prognosis.

No, this isa hackjob.

How much of me will be left

when all the parts of you are gone?
Ripped away along with parts of my

arteries like red string traﬂing.

Small cells, iron-flavored memories,
cling to my ribcage.
My body will never be free of your fixed,

focused immersion into my
anatomy 5

brain stem,
nuclei.
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