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I 've been trying to quit smoking, but every time I flick the lighter-three 

times for good luck, watch the ember flare, suck in the smoke-my brain 

lights up like a goddamn Christmas tree and I am released. Escaping at 

lightspeed. Temporal, here and now and everywhere else in between. 

I'm chasing a feeling from years ago, like a song in a dream spitting 

static on the radio. 

"Fire it up!" My brother laughs from the couch, plucking at his guitar. He 

can play like a sparrow sings, fingers in flight. He's quit everything -

nicotine, alcohol, diet coke, amphetamines, opioids, living. The only 

things he couldn't quit were cough syrup and Nintendo, a winning 

combination. 

I hold the smoke in my lungs, feel the burn, exhale. I consider the poem 

I'm trying to write. It's about turtles. Is time faster for the cute little 

freaks? Do we only perceive them as slow because of our own 

phenomenological experience as giant clumsy humans? What's it like 

inside that shell? What does the turtle imagine in that quiet dark? Does 

it feel like home, or the way home once felt, or at least the idea of it, 

someplace safe and warm? 

When we were kids, all the pets we owned tried to commit suicide. The 

rabbit, the gerbils, the fish. I'm guessing that's maybe a sign of a 

dysfunctional home. My brother once had a turtle, a real Houdini, 

who'd escape every few days, headbutting the rainbow pebbles into a 
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