
From the Slayer/Ozzy Osbourne Concert to Now 
 
We were caught between soccer stadium expanse 
and swimming pool-size block of parking lot, 
all standing room a mosh pit / Now we talk 
about when people once roamed the earth. 
We had thought we were out of the way 
of simple violence, bodies intentionally 
hurtled toward one another / Now we’re told 
not to touch. As soon as you got swept into it, 
you texted your mom / Now whenever you come  
downstairs, you discuss your life online. 
I asked what you were doing, and you shouted, 
I’m texting Mom to tell her I’m in my very first 
mosh pit / Now you mostly stay in your room. 
I shouted back, Tell her you’re OK /  
Now we read when I’m fine is real. 
  



Virtual/Remote/[…] 
 
March  2020: I begin to prepare 
for a 10K race in September, but now 
that has been turned into a run 
on your own time, gracious members 
of the community who would cheer 
replaced by #YouCanDoIt, official times 
swapped for whatever screenshot 
of XX:XX you post on Instagram. 
T-shirts and medals remain the same. 
 
May 2004 to present: I prepare 
to teach the way I need to teach, 
make myself available for students 
who face obstacles upon obstacles,  
but now, schools have been replaced 
by #NoNewGrades, special education 
giving way to phone calls to talk 
frightened people off the ledges  
of buildings that aren’t finished. 
 
Teachers have been asked to work  
like treadmills without anyone 
to run on them, the state a poster 
with #BestPractices, no sign 
of what those practices might be 
or when they might return from 
wherever they went to stay in shape. 
Our lost students remain the same, 
shrugged shoulders down to new shoes. 



Zoom Only 
 
We sit there in our boxes. I press a button 
to make sure I shut up when it’s not my turn. 
I can stare at you all I want, and you don’t 
know because you’re too busy staring at me 
to care. We can’t touch or smell or taste 
anything that resembles each other. This is 
the new way to date without waking up the 
next day with the same sorts of regrets. The 
only thing we might feel bad about is if we 
shut each other off too early. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Delivery Only 
 
You bring me my boxes. You don’t press a 
button but call to let me know you’ve left 
me something. You can barely see over the 
mask, making sure you don’t trip on the 
steps. I can smell and taste everything but 
have no way of knowing who you were. 
Maybe we knew each other once and had a 
stormy breakup, but I can’t see you at all. 
You get away quickly. You’re completely 
safe now. 


