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I am now on a first name basis with the spider that has spun above my headboard. 
I speak to him before I sleep at night, I greet him spinning in the morning, he who has 
enamored me in its snare. 
 
“Hello, George (or John, or Jean, or Petri, or Pierre)” I say, naming him, “You know I really 
don’t mind that you are here, you are quiet and clean and help keep the bugs away, which is 
more than I can say for my last boyfriend. Indeed, I do not fear you, but you have to promise 
me one thing,” I say this in earnest, looking around at the webs so tidily tangled about me, 
“you can not raise a family here. Do you hear me George? This is not a place to raise a family. 
And I can not tell you why, you must trust me. I can not allow it.”  
 
This is all so, these true things I’ve said to the spider, who I imagine has watched me confused 
for a very long time. I guess I could tell you more. Especially the part about the boyfriend, who 
was quiet in his secrets, but everything else—his heart, his fears, his mother—came spilling off 
of his tongue like dog drool in summer. I could’ve grown used to the secrets, or at least used 
them, but he could not keep the bugs away, from me nor himself.  
 
And then there were were the dirty ones. Dirty socks, dirty towels, dirty fingernails, dirty 
sex—always shoving things inside me until I too was unclean.  
 
And the ones who were dirty with their words, who swore in their sleep and talked to me in 
mine whispering cum dripping slut into my ear and mouth and kissed my mother the next 
morning, I too stifled scared to come clean, or ever.  
 
The boys who were dirty with their eyes, whose stare followed from the studio to the store to 
the sidewalk and car, into your locked home into your dreams—that glancing look that 
unabashed glare that side eye from the street corner that thought I am too good to be caught, 
eyes heavy with dumbness and longing.  
 
And men who were dirty with the world, who would fuck it in every hole then set fire to it like 
a toy, burn it down crying from their balconies. Dirty with the world as they were spurned by 
it, destructive to women and mailboxes and cell phones and car mirrors and the windows of 
professors who flunked them in math class, their steps a snail’s trail of ash and glass. 
 
And oh, how I loved them with the patience of a teacher and the fire of a nymph, for their 
scorn and savagery, their bumbling flesh and smell like a sponge sat in the pit of the earth and 
came out sopping, every stroke of theirs coming so close to this inconceivable core that even I, 
watching the truth spill out around us as one after the other fell from their seats, fell too.  



 
And so I will not name them all, the too-many-to-count.  
 
So you are George, the only one I’ve named. I’m sorry. But you are, after all, just a spider, and I, 
one of them.  
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