
Human

What makes our eyes so dirty?
Eyes stuck forward–aren’t they a doll’s without breath?
Can one fly with feathers slick and dirty?

And yet the reach they worship is a cliff so shifty,
That must crack to see the death beneath. 
What makes our eyes so dirty?

Still refuse to bow to gazes dulled and blurry,
Though we cannot see the rising death of dry eyes underneath.
Can one fly with feathers slick and dirty?

Light—how light blood bursts from the womb in fury,
How bright the darkness only dead eyes unsheathe
What makes our eyes so dirty?

Because the condemned have a clearer vision than the crowned so filthy
dry eyes pulse with what the living men can’t bequeath 
Can one fly with feathers slick and dirty?

And yet my pointing hand curls three fingers back, ashamed and sorry 
Three fingers drag me back, entombed beneath. 
What makes our eyes so dirty?
Can one fly with feathers slick and dirty?













No Words Needed

Warm clouds of dust heat the storage room, blurring the single bulb that transforms shadows with each flicker. The room full of dust and silence comes alive only in the lowest hours, when people sleep.

People call what I do work. I’m called a deliverer, laborer. I start moving the boxes piled up in the darkest moment of night – when people seem paralyzed. There are other people who also work like me, but the only calls I hear from people are just thank you from receivers, checklists from my boss. So, I don’t speak. I choose silence. I just record in my checklist to track what I’ve done and should do. Pencils scratch paper–that's how I record my life. I write my voice down. I have two legs, a head, and strong fingers to hold on to the containers. Isn’t that enough?  I don't have a reason to translate my being to a universal form - language - for others to understand.

That doesn’t mean I hate people. Language just isn’t as clear as delivery boxes, so I just don’t take risks that might lead to conflict. If you love humans, you find no reason to talk. 

I’m not afraid of what you’ll assign me tomorrow. I’m not afraid of people doing unfair things that they wouldn’t do to themselves, justified by money. He always wore the same wrinkled shirt. Same dark circles. His family photo faced the wall. And I noticed that he stopped eating lunch. 
“I’ll give you $5 per hour” 
After a pause, 
I ask, 
“..Is there anything else I could help with?”
Violence is the form of love that lost its words–it shows weakness. He has something that mutes him. I choose not to speak; he cannot. His honesty will be seen as vulnerability. I’ve seen people spit their liquid or punch him. I used to follow them the same way, hurting each other. But what we need is love. I'd rather give him a small tea present. To meet fragility, we need a stronger love rather than showing off our fragility too. 

“Get the fuck out”
He kicked my tea gift. Kicked me out. He doesn’t have space left in his head for love. If I could say a word, would he realize that it was my attempt to support him, not asking him to do something for me? No. Minds cannot be translated completely to words. I’ll do what I can do. Give him time. 

I went back to the storage room. Yes, always the packed excitement of boxes hoping to be transformed into life from a dead-life container ceiling confirms my life. My love spreads like dust. My love blurs. My love changes dormancy to vitality. Without words, I’m alive. (I’m running out of food.) Might look like I’m dead. But I’m still alive. 

In my fifteen square meter semi-basement home, ten soup cans are left. But I keep delivering the boxes: light on my shoulders, heavy on my thighs with shines on my wrinkles. I’m doing my best though to make my boss stay alive. I’m giving him stability by existing. I’m always me. So you will realize that it is you that is destabilizing you. 

I finished up my last soup. Now there’s only one worker left after the exploitation. I find my hands shaking suddenly. Even that one worker left said “hey…take some rest”. But if I do, I’m not being me. My job is to deliver boxes, not prepare words. That’s an excuse. That’s comfort, not love. 

The last worker said he moved to a different job. I’m the only one remaining. Now, my boss will fire me. I know. 

“I don’t have money to give you. I’m broke. But thank you so much for your trust and hard work.” 

And I see his family photo facing me now. 
And I see the tea box.

The corners of my mouth turned up. 
I nodded with a smile. 
Walking home, I post handwritten signs:
“Box transporter”
“Free help”
“No words needed”



















When the Box Becomes the Body
When translation of lightness disperses into nothing, 
When silence is heavier than sound,
When boxes hold what words cannot contain, 
When night workers move through daylight's blindness, 
When tea becomes apology becomes rejection becomes kept, 
When five dollars measures a human hour,
When feathers fall from wings that forgot they were wings, 
When eyes too dirty to see still judge,
When existence shrinks to soup can dimensions, 
When love translates to just staying next to one, 
When the last worker leaves saying "rest," 
When smiles on family photos suddenly become vivid,
When "thank you" costs nothing yet pays everything, 
When free help posts itself on streets no one walks— 
When does the carrier 
become 
the carried?
