
Failure of the Sign is the Sign 

A is for absent image 

all letters 

once sensations 

open up 

say 

absolutely anything I would do for you 

  

B is for 

behold 

a boy before language 

both of us balancing 

absence and presence 

the bend in the end of your sentence 

  

C is for 

careful 

crisis of contact 

coded capsule 

closed system 

cherish 

  

 



dream 

dormant 

dead 

father speaking 

deciding not to be like your parents 

becoming what your child decides not to be 

  

the day I slapped you on the playground 

the difference between story and explanation 

  

edit 

echo 

egg 

  

form is different than feeling 

  

family 

the font I found 

by looking at your hands until they became signs 

failure of the sign is the sign 

  

gone 

give me some time, it will come to me 



  

hiding 

holding 

hunger 

  

incubator 

I never thought of you as the maternal type 

inner life 

incongruent parts must be destroyed 

  

J is for joy, always an option 

  

knowing something from the inside out 

  

L is for the length of your sentences 

altered to fit the length of mine 

language, the skin of the mind 

  

love intertwined with love 

  

the language of dance 

mothers all dancers 

  



merge 

margin 

miss 

mirror 

mask 

muffled lullaby 

mark of re-entry 

metaphor causes the mind to experience itself 

making a mistake 

looking away 

most of me 

withdrawing 

  

name the child 

no contact without encoding 

nowhere 

where you end and I begin 

narrative 

lifted away 

so you can see what I’m really talking about 

  

once upon a time 

outstretched arms 



ourselves behind ourselves concealed 

object of desire 

original emotional density of language 

  

a boy tries to eat a picture in a book 

  

poetry 

possible disaster 

passive voice 

pelvis 

pretend 

pendulum ready to swing 

push you on the swing 

push me pull you 

primal fear of being lost 

pleasure of perceiving inarticulate forms 

parent negated but not removed 

pronouncing statements as if they were questions 

  

P is for the plant that was crushed when you fell onto it. I helped you stand. You looked at the 

plant. You looked at me. In silence you made a sad drooping gesture with your hand. 

  

Q is for the questions it took me forty years to ask and for the questions you ask me now 

  



rapture 

recoil 

repeat 

rage handed down 

in between the thighs 

this room holding all of us 

reacting 

reunion 

ritual of avoidance 

removing paint from a ramshackle barn 

receding memory of the smell of your skin 

rhythm of other people’s lives becoming your own 

ritual of taking my hand and rubbing it where 

results reveal 

the most crucial predictor of child attachment style is 

the coherence of the parent’s childhood memories 

  

second thoughts 

space around the letter not seen 

secret exchanged without touching 

slicing sound when you became separate 

shield of speech 

  



S is for Safe, the name of that movie starring Julianne Moore as a stay-at-home mom who 

becomes extremely sensitive to chemicals and her condition gets progressively worse and she 

ends up in a New Age cult separated off from everyone 

  

spontaneous gesture 

skip a generation 

Strange Situation, an experiment that investigates attachment behavior in children 

small room with one-way glass 

sensitivity in caregiver, the main determinant for study results 

  

transition 

  

telescope of time 

  

thin partition of skin 

  

T is for the tired alphabet of my body 

  

unlived life 

uninvited fairy takes revenge 

under the knife 

units of language passed down 

  

vowel quality 



vow of marriage 

depends on 

tongue’s position 

  

V is for the void 

  

we avoid 

what do you want to be when you grow up 

wide awake 

waiting to be asked 

what you and your mother have in common 

  

X is for a little exit problem 

  

Z is for when the repetitions of childhood end 
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