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I was walking, and rather aimlessly, or at least not sure 
if I had an aim.  It was in the early summer when I was 
still getting used to wearing shorts again but had yet to 
remember what it was like to start sweating merely from 
sitting up.  And it was evening, whether before or after 
eating dinner I can’t recall, but I don’t remember being 
hungry either way.

The mayhem the madness was over and in boxes or 
left behind.  Marked Kitchen 1 of 2, Books 3 of 7 and so 
on.  My life possessions orderly, in wrapping in boxes in 
stacks in the truck.  Aside from the current week, the 
days just before and those immediately ahead the rest 
of my time was in the truck, clothes worn, new clothes, 
books to read.  The people I know, knew, were any more 
email phone and street addresses only.  Neatly lined in 
various databases and spreadsheets.

And at evening before the fireflies but after–and a 
roads and cities away from–rush hour.  I was walking 
sidewalks that seemed smaller than in the memories of 
my first acquaintance years before with these stretches.  
Sidewalks and houses that had been strange and decid-
edly not mine and now were still so, but in a different 
way, any attempt to describe just how will only muddle 
the difference, but surely different.

If I saw anyone familiar on this walk–but I did not, 
everyone drives these days–I knew I would have no idea 
of what to say, I had just moved from home on my way 
to move to home and in the meantime, while in between 
home, was turning a corner I hadn’t in years at home.

POSITIONING!











Follies
 Shaken,
The blossoms of lilac,
    And shattered,
The atoms of purple.
Green dip the leaves,
    Darker the bark,
Longer the shadows.

Sheer lines of poplar
Shimmer with masses of silver
And down in a garden old with years
And broken walls of ruin and story,
Roses rise with red rain-memories.
 May!
    In the open world
The sun comes and finds your face,
    Remembering all.

Views of Chicago
with apologies, Carl Sandburg

To Beachly, 1912
Riding against the east,
A veering, steady shadow
Purrs the motor-call
Of the man-bird
Raedy with the death-laughter
In his throat
And in his heart always
The love of the big blue beyond.

Only a man,
A far fleck of shadow on the east
Sitting at ease
With his hands on a wheel
And around him the large gray wings.
Hold him, great soft wings,
Keep and deal kindly, O wings,
With the cool, calm shadow at the wheel.





WESTWARD.
THE MAIL IS NEEDED.
AS ARE YOUR SUPPLIES OF 
 FLOSS AND LEGAL DOCUMENTS
WE WON’T HEAD BACK WITH EMPTY
 CARTS.
BUT PLEASE, GIVES US THAT FUEL WE
 NEED TO MOVE, MOVE MOVE.
BARRELS AND BARRELS.
BACON. SMOKED.



Excerpt from “Federer as 
Religious Experience” by 
David Foster Wallace (The 
New York Times, August 20, 
2006).
By way of illustration, let’s 
slow things way down. Imag-
ine that you, a tennis player, 
are standing just behind your 
deuce corner’s baseline. A ball 
is served to your forehand — 
you pivot (or rotate) so that 
your side is to the ball’s in-
coming path and start to take 
your racket back for the fore-
hand return. Keep visualizing 
up to where you’re about half-
way into the stroke’s forward 
motion; the incoming ball is 
now just off your front hip, 
maybe six inches from point 
of impact. Consider some of 
the variables involved here. 
On the vertical plane, angling 
your racket face just a couple 
degrees forward or back will 
create topspin or slice, re-
spectively; keeping it perpen-
dicular will produce a flat, 
spinless drive. Horizontally, 
adjusting the racket face ever 
so slightly to the left or right, 
and hitting the ball maybe 
a millisecond early or late, 
will result in a cross-court 
versus down-the-line return. 
Further slight changes in the 
curves of your groundstroke’s 
motion and follow-through 
will help determine how high 
your return passes over the 
net, which, together with the 
speed at which you’re swing-
ing (along with certain char-
acteristics of the spin you 
impart), will affect how deep 
or shallow in the opponent’s 

court your return lands, how 
high it bounces, etc. These are 
just the broadest distinctions, 
of course — like, there’s 
heavy topspin vs. light top-
spin, or sharply cross-court 
vs. only slightly cross-court, 
etc. There are also the issues 
of how close you’re allowing 
the ball to get to your body, 
what grip you’re using, the 
extent to which your knees 
are bent and/or weight’s mov-
ing forward, and whether 
you’re able simultaneously 
to watch the ball and to see 
what your opponent’s do-
ing after he serves. These all 
matter, too. Plus there’s the 
fact that you’re not putting a 
static object into motion here 
but rather reversing the flight 
and (to a varying extent) spin 
of a projectile coming to-
ward you — coming, in the 
case of pro tennis, at speeds 
that make conscious thought 
impo s s i b l e . 
Mario Ancic’s 
first serve, for 
instance, of-
ten comes in 

around 130 m.p.h. Since it’s 
78 feet from Ancic’s baseline 
to yours, that means it takes 
0.41 seconds for his serve 
to reach you.(9) This is less 
than the time it takes to blink 
quickly, twice.
(9) We’re doing the math 
here with the ball traveling 
as the crow flies, for sim-
plicity. Please do not write 
in with corrections. If you 
want to factor in the serve’s 
bounce and so compute the 
total distance traveled by the 
ball as the sum of an oblique 
triangle’s(†) two shorter legs, 
then by all means go ahead — 
you’ll end up with between 
two and five additional hun-
dredths of a second, which is 
not significant. 
(†) (The slower a tennis 
court’s surface, the closer to 
a right triangle you’re go-
ing to have. On fast grass, 
the bounce’s angle is always 

oblique.)
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