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BLUE TERRITORY

1
Above the bar, a big TV was playing without sound. You kept glancing 
up at the screen. I followed your empty gaze. A talk-show host, smiling 
with all his teeth, was shaking hands with a confessed criminal. They 
fell like two mountain climbers tied together.

22
It was hard to make sense of what was happening. Back then, I still 
cared about the news. Our blood escaped through every pore.

3
I found a bench overlooking the cemetery. A plaque in the ground 
described how you had split open like a carcass in a butcher’s shop. I 
half-closed my eyes in order to see only sky.

--Howie Good  --Howie Good  


