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Side A 
Red Glass Ceiling 

 
And some of them are space invaders, 
repeatedly disallowing your own time and space 
repeatedly making you feel like you're dirty 
for not rejoicing in their continual insertions. 
 
And sometimes you want to shove your own finger into the garbage 
disposal. Sometimes that feels like the only way 
you can ever be in charge of yourself again. 
 
And sometimes maybe you internally exaggerate things. 
Maybe you won't stick your finger down the disposal  
just yet.  This time, you'll just bang one hand 
against a hard edge until it bleeds. 
 
And you need to bleed out the madness screaming inside you. 
Feel it drip and drip and drip into a wine glass. Fill yourself  
back up, temporarily. You think you're always a work in progress, 
attempting to raise yourself up to the top of the ceiling. 
 
And then crash down. What if all you really are 
is a repetitive disaster inside a landscape of decaying flesh and holes, 
like rotting gingerbread swimming in blood in an old bathtub.  
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Liner notes about Red Glass Ceiling - the initial origin was me being pissed off by family members who let 
themselves into my home when I'm not there, move my own stuff around, and act like they're somehow doing 
something good or being helpful by rearranging my own space without my permission. On a personal level I 
can relate to somewhat obsessive compulsive behaviors, but I direct my obsessive compulsiveness at myself 
rather than others. But maybe some others can't control where they direct those impulses. And sometimes when 
I start to get really bothered by and borderline judgmental about someone else's actions, I then end up 
internalizing my anger into self-deprecation directed at my own internal and external flaws and self-harm. 

Ceilings and ceiling fans work their way into quite a few of my poems, usually at least partly derived from the 
disturbing ceiling fan image in the Twin Peaks tv show, that seemed to represent out of control behavior and 
uncomfortable secrets going on upstairs and/or internally. Which takes me into... 

 
 
 
 
(this poem was previously published in Ethel Volume 6) 
 



Side B 
FLESHWORLD 

 
Damned ecosystem inside 
a malformed crayfish crawling out of 
this doll's mouth. 
 
The doll's insecticidal eyes. 
The doll's hysterical orifices. 
The doll's tiny doom portal opening. 
 
Of course the doll is not really a doll. 
Of course the doll is not completely real. 
Of course the doll is a representation 
 
of the ravenous fracturing 
of some women's bodies into nothing but  
flesh broken into. Skin, holes, toxic hair. 
 
Detached brains that turn themselves, 
haphazardly reinvent themselves 
into ghostly dolls sinking down underwater, 
 
or hiding underneath dirty rocks, 
or hiding inside your pillowcase. 
Screaming at night, screaming at you, 
 
screaming how much longer 
do you think I can pretend 
to ignore my own death?  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
liner notes about FLESH WORLD - the word FLESH WORLD also comes from Twin Peaks, where it is the 
name of a magazine through which subscribers can contact each other for sexual rendezvous and other 
activities. In one episode of the show, a copy of the magazine is found on a ceiling and its contents reveal some 
missing pieces from a situation being investigated, in regards to who killed a young woman. I have several 
poems entitled FLESH WORLD and although most of them are not directly or primarily related toTwin Peaks, 
they do focus on certain elements of abuse, harm, and hidden secrets, which is a focus that also appears in that 
show. 
 
Currently both of these poems appear in a newly assembled (as yet unpublished) chapbook manuscript of mine 
called Your Mouth is Moving Backwards. It includes 15 FLESH WORLD poems and 9 other poems, some of 
which are inspired by Twin Peaks, and most of which are abstractly derived from different forms of abuse and 
hidden secrets, catalyzed by others and/or self-inflicted. 
 



 


