
6 7

mute Shome Dasgupta

full stride above the boundless vert, with my tongue hanging out, 

like I was destined to drown. If I do, I will try my weakest to swim, 

and let the surfboards guide me to Disneyland. I’ve always want-

ed to take a picture with Goofy.  

In the mornings, just before the tea kettles clatter, I like to 

climb ladders, rung after rung, like I hear a bell ringing softly at 

the top, and when I arrive at the top, I feel like Mt. Everest was 

just a Hershey’s Kiss, dissolving in my mouth. I never know what 

to do after that though, so I come tumbling down, as if I’m chas-

ing Jack and Jill.  

Tumbling, tumbling. O the gymnastics of it all, the pommel 

horse, the rings, and trampolines, the cartwheels and spring 

vaults—such a lonely circus. I should find that naked clown-less 

clown, and tell him, tell him that he does have a place to sleep.

When it’s time to wake up, I hibernate in a pocket of a sleeve-

less coat, hung in a closet somewhere over the rainbow. It’s nice. 

It’s like closing your eyes when all the lights are on in the house.

OUR SKIN

He is a weeping willow, never crying, but just swaying in the 

wind, a ghost chained to the soils , with no nutrients. I have my 

scissors though, and one day, when I do happen to trip into him, 

I will cut the earth to set him free, and he can become one of 

those tumbleweeds found in ghost towns, just bouncing around, 

like he’s smiling. There will be silence—the spectrums of earth 

will say everything we never said. The marigolds will tilt toward 

the moon. The moon will look down. The sun will look up—the 

tides will reach for its warmth. The stars will clink and clank, 

and the clouds will be the cushions for his fall. He will see blue 

and green, and I will see purple and orange. He will see brown; 

I will see pink. We will see red and grey and the swirls of a Van 

Gogh painting dripping onto our skin. He will not look at me. I 

know that, because he doesn’t know about the purposes of eyes 

other than to close them when it’s bright or dark. I’ll say, “Look 

at me,” and he’ll roll along the surface of the Earth until gravity 

becomes tired—to the sky, his bed, he will open his eyes, and I 

will float with the roots of an oak, grasping for a branch or a leaf.
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THE BOOK OF PLAYS: 
BALL TO THE WALL

1. Form a line of four players (like a wall), and the player 

with the ball stands behind them, shielded from the 

defensive players.

2. Move forward (like a moving wall—it can be terrifying for 

the defense). 

3. Move slowly, step by step.

4. Continue to move forward until you reach the paint and 

the basket is right above your head. 

5. Player with the ball shoots and scores two points, while 

the defense wonders about everything.

6. Hope that Chelsea Shannoi sees the play. If not, repeat 

until Chelsea Shannoi sees it.


