
,  

 I think you’re either bipolar or three different people.  Where has 

this Chris who can’t stand           share, at him gone?  The one who wanted 

to                                          find, and mad out that we have so much in?  

The one who apologizes and hates that peopthe t         rain?                                  

The one                 who wants, it’s st 

                                                vacated  

the premises, and the jerk                             another soul or body 

                                                                                                  is the only    

                            one remaining.  The  

 

                    and              one who doesn’t give a damn about, any if  a body 

him, and who will just respond enough to tell you to leave him becoming.  

That, my dear, is you, the cad.  Isn’t his stay alone unwelcome to you  

     yet? 

 You know, I dreamed of  you three.  Only the cad left.  At the end, 

yes, or maybe that was only if   

                   the father of  me would let me be.  In other words, I can only 

be with the two of  you.   

 

I cannot be with all three.  I loved the other two: the first, so silly and 

himself, and we had so much length to live in his house, oh, so very 

important.  It was just us there, ashe was mainly her smile.  The other was 

social, and he had a loft with                                                  pillows galore.  

He looked more presentable, less  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Nirvana, but I loved them both.  The third, the jerk, didn’t have a house, 

and it’s at least something to speak for you keep him out on the streets, and 

he                        all gathered, me standing beside the father of  me, in me, 

and id, “Fuck that,” and stalked off.  The thing is, I don’t know if  it’s a 

package deal, if  I have to be with all three of  you to be with you.  Or, if  it’s 

possible that I can just be with the three of  you alone.  I mean, is it all three 

or nothing?  And since the jerk is a jerk and won’t even consider completing 

the task, I can’t be with any of  you?  And you, know, this isn’t for me to 

figure out.  This is your decision.  Yes, I want the two of  you to stand up 

rooms somewhere, and don’t let him out, and go off  and complete the task 

and come back, and I’ll give you my hand.  But as long as you let him                            

roam about as he will in you, I’m better off  alone. 

 I doubt the other two of  you have lost interest so easily, and I 

won’t lose interest so easilcontinues to come in.  You can still win my smile 

with the other two.  But seriously?  How long?  There’s only a semester left  

may find a job elsewhere, back home, and so move there.  And that’s  

                              Iyou don’t have                         rain forever.                               

I don’t expect something to happen now before the end of    

        break.  God forbid you reach out during this entire week of  vacation 

damn free.  And no, we don’t have to walk in this negative forty wind chill.   

                            You only know perfectly well we could do something else.                               

and wrap those pillows around him,in the attic, and throw those pills up 

there after him, and give me  

                                                                              a call.  We both need 

someone to keep warm right about now. and well-lit 
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Dear, 

 It seems that, because my mother isn’t able to make space for me, I 

can’t believe others will ether.  I think that goes/grows both ways: that I 

don’t believe others will make space for me in, themselves, that they 

couldn’t care for me, truly, because my mother didn’t, and, that they      d 

space apart from others, a space that is only mine, a space away from you.  

My mother taugh you survive life, and her mother taught her that as well.  

comes into my space and sees the rats and dust and pulls the lever to make 

me collapse, to bend             I let her embrace me and hook up my tendons 

so that I can only colollapse and stand.  That is her embrace.  That is when 

what I do, how red shoes, which Mother vehemently disapproves of, but 

she, oh yes, loving and sexing, more, more, more, more everything because 

I’ll die if  I don’t.  Because I will.  There’s no in between that I’ve found, that 

exists between living dead, shut off, all my shutters closed, and throwing 

myself  out all the windows in all directions, desperate to be held by 

anything in my path down, even the asphalt and shattered glass. 

 Where do you exist is all this?  You caught me once, you caught me 

with a mirror that blinded me, a  

 

nd it was horrible, but you did as you should.  But now where are you?  Are 

you shutting yourself  off  as well?  Have you fastened the locks and 

determined that all my knocks are branches in the wind?  Or are you out on 

the stoop with your dog, smokinshadow from the birches, my call from the 

moaning the sand?  Does he ever pick up my doprecisely west northwest?  

Or is the city too strong?  I can come knocking again tonight, but will you , 

and you’ll be so startled you’ll answer true. 

Amy Jo Trier-Walker — minor literature[s] — April 2016



 You haven’t answered my letters, my dear.  That’s most likely 

because I don’t sent them, but the wind must bring you something if  it 

always comes through here first, even if  it’s nothing but the bits it rips off  

from the bark and howls up and under your collar when you let your dog 

out.  Won’t you leave a window cracked?  Just enough for a spray of?  I a 

foothold to come in; there’s my collapsing tendons, you see.  I’ll stay out 

here, but I’d like to  to reach out, maybe you’d like to try out the sill Or will 

you slam down the pane, splitting my nails from our veins? 
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And smiled.  Because you had forgiven me.  And what about getting my          

                                  your saying you’d love to walk with me?  Has                 

that somehow disappeared?   

                         What about remembering that morning when you were so 

tired I didn’t see you for months but then turned up              in  

                     long summer dresses after working with a  

 the  

pitchfork?  And we talked.  And you hurriedly poured out your story?  As if   

 

is that giddiness that one ti to sit down beside me and smiled. so proud of  

yourself ?  And I was so tired.  I’ve wanted ever since just to lean over on 

you, but you’ll Oh, Chris!  Where have you gone?  We had two don’t like 

me, I’ll know.  Is this it?  Only I don’t know.  Should I je yoWhy don’t you    

              haunt  

                                          the tender and 

                      dead with my tears like Keats’ love?re’s just this distance, and  

at all.  Is it?  Or are you                                                    waiting for me?  

And you don’t realize how you’re sending the message that you want                 

   at a standstill then, if  that is true.  Staring at each other across the fire, 

waiting for one of  us to jump over, but we don’t know, we don’t be sure, 

that     is where we are, that’s what we’re doing,   

 

We’re just hoping someone jumps, and that it’s into us.  

Dear Laylí, 
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 It turns out you were wrong: it is true that he’s not interested.  I got 

a hold of  him once I got back home after New Year’s, after driving through      

                                        another blizzard and a negative fifty wind chill, 

and I was worried because his later trains were cancelled but not his earlier 

trains, so I thstuck midway, in the middle of  his shift, and his response was 

brusque to say the least.  Still, on Friday I simply asked him how he was, 

and it’s settled: he won’t deign to respond.  Ever since the holidays, his 

responses have shown he’s less and less interested, and now he’s saying 

Anyway, I’m not writing to tell you this; I’m writing about your original 

comment that I have sex way too early.  What is the most striking to me is 

the impression that it would be worse to do anything remotely being, do 

nothing but roll my eyes when he make the remotest sexual comments, than 

to have actual seranger.  I just have the impression from you that it’s so 

much worse to give any physical love to someone I adore because that’s 

giving myself  away too easily, than it is to give myself  away to someone I 

don’t care anything about, from what you’ve said. 

 Granted, there are no strangers, and no likelihood of  one-night- 

nothing at all.  I realize that most of  the time.  And this time I’ve been 

lucky, that there was no physical contact when there could have been, that 

there were no words of  threading ourselves together, that actually, there was 

nothing.  Like always.  But, in case there is someone in the future, or, if  

there isn’t, just to know, Is it worse for me (not just anyone) to be physical at 

all with someone I adore than for me to be physical with a complete 

stranger who I care nothing about? 

 And, honestly, am I supposed to be okay with denying that I have a 

body?  I mean, most of  the time, by my actions, it seems I am quite okay 
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with denying myself.  It has only been twice in six years.  But it’s se 

 

riously getting to the point where a dentist appointment is the most touch I 

get, and that’s with a mask and gloves between us.  But I suppose that’s how 

it goes.  So I suppose I know the answer to this one.  I’m just saying I have 

so much more than I can give.  And it’s breaking me.  I mean, I know I 

should shut myself  off  and trudge on like my mother taught me, and that I 

shouldn’t have ever sent any texts that weren’t responding to his because 

that’s being forward, that’s not being a properly restrained lady, but I’m also 

those who are beyond friends and I’m too much unless I’m the withdrawn,  

there is a next time.  There will probably be on my end but not on the other 

person’s end but, ya, is the physical my poison?  Or is it really that I want to 

love when I shouldn’t at all?  There’s that whole thing, oft’ repeated by my 

mother, that a lady doesn’t look for love; it follows her, and she keeps it 

asking until the altar, and then for the rest of  his life, and that’s what 

worked evidently with my parents, but I’m  

          evidently too much for her advice. 

 All your for    of  what I’m doing wrong will be greatly appreciated.  

I know.  But I also don’t know.   
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