
One Day Later 

The doors to the chapel were locked  

But there was a single bag of jasmine green tea left in the basement, the only tea I like  

And I found the playground when I tried the back door  

And maybe She knew that I needed to watch the swing set and smoke a cigarette and 

remember that I am only four years away from childhood  

And my friends are children too  

Kiersten who stayed on the phone with me while demons crawled out of my uncle’s bedroom 

wall, and Peter who didn’t know what to say but had left a list of psych hospitals near 

Harlem on his bed when I picked up my stuff two days later  

Maybe there is no God but there is when I am manic  

And She holds me in her arms via the countless strangers that inconvenienced themselves for 

no good reason at all  

My cousin’s friend who recognized me from a party two nights before, and had to remind me 

who he was, and bought me a drink and gave me the code to his apartment, just in case, as my 

mind betrayed my body on the streets of New York  

And the waiter who couldn’t understand me but let me shoot whiskey and black coffee from 3 to 

6 am, and laughed as he handed me the landline when my friend from seventh grade used my 

location to find the diner  

If there is no God why do I see my eyes in the face of every cautionary tale on the corner, 

delusional and terrified, with a bottle of liquor for his only friend, which is so unfair when I 

have so many  

And why will I try to be the one who does the same for them from this day forward, the stranger 

that, for no good reason at all, decides to help those they know are almost certainly beyond all 

help  

And why was it me She chose to save and I am not dead in a park in Manhattan, but instead, 

crying because I know now that grandmother was right, that I am loved higher than sky and 

deeper than the ocean (more, I think, than my fair share), as I walk up the hill toward my family 

on a street called Mt Hope 

 



Two weeks later  

I saw the angel of death in the mirror  

After three nights Awake  

And I was not afraid the next morning 

Though I dreamt of her many nights and in my dreams I was afraid  

I changed many things  

I drank no alcohol and wore sunscreen and went to the museum  

I read Rumi at night and I slept with the light on  

I complained to my doctor that my life was boring  

He said this was a blessing  

In this time I began to care for myself like a child  

Caress my face and cut up peaches and read myself bedtime stories  

I knew now that I was fragile like a child, she had shown me that  

Thank you for the horrors of my life, I am not afraid  

Thank you for my fragility and my dependance  

Thank you for showing me the depths where I was weightless  

and began to swim again  

 

When you come again I will say this to your beautiful shrouded face 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Five weeks later  

 

Two years ago I walked to the hardware store down the hill to buy ant traps for my mother’s 

kitchen 

And just because I was already there 

I checked if they had CO2 to gas myself with  

But they didn’t have any  

And next door I ate a cupcake  

 

It is argued depression is rational  

an absence of rose colored glasses and real life  

Really Is meaningless and tedious and evil most of the time  

the belief there is more joy than suffering is a trick of the light the darkness did not overcome  

Except for when it did  

 

I consider moving to Alaska and as I gaze at soaring mountains through the rainy windshield  

I am overcome with Grief for the life I almost lost  

I don’t often think about her, that shadow with my face  

but I realize for the first time what it means that she might never have watched the fog from this 

particular highway  

and I know I could walk through that Desolate nothingness forty times over just to drive to 

Homer again  

 

An hour late I wear my new blue hat as we ride the waves of Resurrection Bay 

and they say that if a gun was shot in anger or misplaced obligation  

cable detectors were there to hear them during World War Two  

but nobody ever did  

and now the trails are all under water  

 

I take too much Dramamine and remember that I read once that the opposite of certainty is faith  

I do not have to say I believe in November  

my friend told me so when I called her yesterday  

only “Yes, I renounce them,” when the priest reads the part about the forces of evil 

though even then I think I’ll cross my fingers  

 

The glaciers are immense and blinding  

I hope I get to kneel  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Three months later   

 

Today my boss told me New York has a model crisis system with walk in clinics  

Now all my gratitude seems foolish 

and all my poetry childish  

Of all the merciful people that loved and helped me no one could tell me this 

I called three crisis nurses  

my name 

my zip code 

my insurance 

I was too tired to be afraid that I could not remember them  

No, there were no psychiatric nurses available 

No, they did not know if Tylenol was ok to take with Lithium 

The last one suggested I take a bath  

 

I fucking hate baths  

 

Depression is not evil 

Psychosis is not evil  

The bishop told us, when I got confirmed 

that the forces of evil are powerful and everywhere  

and if we did not renounce them loud enough 

She would make us do it again  

 

We laughed  

 

The demons watching on the walls 

The dead body smiling in my bed   

none of these are subtle enough or boring enough to be evil   

the failures in which we are all complicit  

that no amount of love can change  

That which make love’s absence lethal  

 

I do not believe in God but that I do renounce  

 

Anger is a biblically condoned act of faith 

that no amount of Theodicy will ever be able to answer     

Job was not patient 

He knew well the emptiness of suffering  

Boldly he demanded an audience with Creation  

To ask that imprudent, crucial question, and ask it to God’s face  

“How could We? And why?”  

 

Irreverence is only optional for the sane.  

  


