
 

I’ve been here a million times 

before. I only just remember it 

having more sunlight. The 

rubbered tips of my Converse catch 

in cobblestone now as I put 

distance between myself & the 

loading dock door that I’ve just 

burst out of. Most post-shift 

nightwalks to the subway are full 

of scaffolding pipes, cold bricks, 

&, once, the half-view of fizzling 

fireworks that fell as sleepily as a 

tired starlet’s eyelids in a sepia 

toned movie. An extra maybe. A 

bar scene maybe. But always those 

eyes. I caught each slow bang as 

they popped between the opening 

of two buildings. This night is not 

that night & I am stuck here, now, 

at a loss for everything. The Chase 

on the corner where the bank ladies 

ask after the ghosts of coworkers. 

The coffee shop by the waterfront 

where I buy cookies in exchange 

for bathroom access. It all looks 

different in the lemon-butter lights, 

hanging on everything like the 

cellophane wrapper on a 

butterscotch. So sweet I want to be 

consumed by it. Streetlights eat 

me, I feel so small. I try to answer 

the vastness of this city with my 

loud gasps for breath, but nothing 

halts for me in the indeterminate 

babel. Just a lap. Around the block. 

In the biting November night. I’m 

on the clock still. The train barrels 

above me on the bridge. Concerned 

text messages flood in. I watch 

from a distance as the man who just 

threatened my job in a room full of 

trash bags & seltzer boxes rips 

through the front door & becomes 

a shadow down the street. On top 

of a picnic table, I alternatively dip 

my ankles over the edges like a 

balance beam. Let what may fall 

from my mouth in the wide open 

under the bridge with the high 

archways. The ceiling is so 

incredibly, undeniably there. I 

think this is all too big for me. That 

must be it. I’ve only got to last long 

enough to make a bump. Oh, Alice 

silly girl you’ve done it again. 

You’ve eaten the wrong thing; 

You’ve made yourself seen. 

 

 

 

 

If he wants me to be an empty 

silo, fine I’m an empty silo. 

 

Are you ok? Zachary told me 

you were pulled into the 

storage room with Dennis 

alone? 

 

 

I can come back to help if you 

need it. 

 

 

Whoa can I call you? 

 

 

Check in with Mona, she’s so 

worried. 

 

 

I’m coming back to Dumbo. 

 

 

If you want job security, you 

should go with the flow; If 

you want to fight it, make sure 

there’s paperwork. 

 

 

 

It’s transactional. 

 

If I must be the empty silo, 

I’ll be the empty silo          

that rings out                    

when the rock hits. 

You’re not doing me a favor, 

you’re not doing the company 

a favor, you’re doing yourself 

a favor. 

 

 

No one is being punished. 

 

 

 

 

She doesn’t want it either, but 

she’ll do what I ask. 

 

 

Could you give us the space 

for a few more minutes? 

 

You do what’s best for the 

company. 

 

 

I’m a human like you, I’m an 

employee like you. 

 

I’m a big softie inside; I’m a 

cancer—you like horoscope? 

 

 

 

 

I relate to you; I’m sensitive, 

but not your sensitive. You’re 

sensitive. 

 

You’re giving me ultimatums 

now. 


