These things are interesting

Matthew Weiss

This is interesting;--

For weeks I’ve been imagining you near me.

Not just near me, hand in my hand or legs around my waist,

but lying on a bed, wearing nothing.

I am imagining you sleeping.

I feel the weight of your body as if I inhabited it myself, the pressing of your arms on 

the blanket, the suction of your butt, the trickle of sweat that develops in the


crease of your inner thigh, the cushion of your cheek…

Then, I’m myself, lying against you,

myself, pressed against your skin, and I am enervated, reduced to a nose that skids along your warm body, a mouth that leaves your nipples, letting them tremble as my lips let them go.

Then, I am kissing you with something of a forward motion, implacable as the two of  


us, attempting to colonize you,--

All these things, these things are interesting.

I’ve been wondering what it means to float into the smell that solidifies around you, 

like water droplets of womankind, arranged in mid-air, in stasis, like the 

indentations in paper that canyonize each written word, like furrows in the earth, or foot-holes in the middle of a sandbox, dug under by means of a certain red shovel.

I’m writing on the back of the page now, filling in holes by digging in new ones.

And, as I said earlier, I am kissing you and like the heat in a baking car in sunlight, I 

am naked with you, sweating in a morass of sweat and shampoo.

All good, but that said, if there was not a recess of hesitation, a kind of alcove 

made to hide in, this would not be a poem; this would be a posy, an affirmation around a wedding band.

For invariably in the slump of hunger, there is a doorbell ringing, a tapping on the shutter of the dormitory, and it’s you who’s found me again, as if to say,



You know, we’ve grown old together.




It’s true, you know. We have white hair and skin dotted like the sun. Remember last year?

It’s as if you are saying, we grew old together and like the spring, which bloomed, learned something of the world, died in winter, and was reborn for us, you seem to be saying,



Die with me,




I promise you another world. But like any materialist, I only believe in this one.

In any case, it’s obvious we can never forgive each other for who we are. The 

excavation is over, but the methodological focus of the study was misguided. I have a new algorithm, indeed, an entirely new system of organization.

Let me tell you about it. 

In fact, you can learn all about it in a forthcoming dissertation entitled,



HOW I LOVE YOU, 




A Program of Study, Bringing Scholarship Up-To-Date For the Next Year, including a



A RIGOROUS INVESTIGATION




On The Choice, Having Considered All Other Options, To Become, Officially, a Human Being, 

and to like it too.

For on the syllabus of Being Human is listed loving you from the alcoves of my mind 

to the recesses of my shoes pounding on the ground beside you.

For an anniversary is a reminder that after an entire life 

ensconced in a single year, a year which is a structure we’ve built for ourselves in the blindness of love, self and unconsciousness, in which the light-fixtures of months line the hallways, that is,

an anniversary is a reminder that we can blow the roof off of ourselves and let the 

sunlight stream in. I can say to your eyes that I love you, walking around you in a tight circle, I love you.

The blowing in my stomach makes it clear to me that there is something to this, 

some historical accuracy, some richness of interpretation, something very interesting, indeed.

I not only want to be with you, I choose to be with you. That’s what I’ve decided. 

I’m done imagining you near me.

It’s not really necessary any more.

