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Abridged Drinker's  D ic tionary

ABASE, to lower in rank, regard, or occasionally 
to push closer to dirt than you.
    ABSTRACTION, the necessary thing, 
that which we could not do 
without. Me with my oh, 
you knows and you with your wells 
and throw-away 
shrugs. We darted over 
shoulders. We pretended to pick our teeth and nails.
    ACCESSIBILITY, in explanations, 
is key; we are slippery 
things, we misunderstand
on purpose. Remember the lists 
of symptoms we read online, blue 
light reflecting off our glasses? All those words 
we could twist. ‘Unable to limit the amount 
of alcohol you drink’ sounds awfully 
subjective, as does ‘having a sense of impending 
doom,’ as does ‘recurrent, unwanted, distressing memories.’
Of course we are living in a bruise 
of distress. You and I, we refused to
    ACKNOWLEDGE, much.
    ADULTS, these days and always, like 
to make jokes. The stress of the world ending or
maybe it’s just habit boosts sales
for cards and tee-shirts with quips 
about alcoholism and the self
stored in the silk of wine or beer—
    ADVANTAGES, capitalistically, 
are many. Your coworkers 
and my friends and our family 
ghosts are all calling 
out into the online air; “At least video-
calls mean I can start 
drinking before noon! 
At least we’ve got our red 
and white!” We both know 
you would have crowed with them,
if this had been barely four 
months ago.
    ADVERTISEMENTS. Happy
crowds on the TV, smiling like cantaloupe
and grasping bottles like they held 



their papa’s thumb when they were toddlers.
You lean over, salvation, 
and tell me, ‘imagine they are drinking 
Drano.’ You are full of little wisdoms,
now that you have space
in your belly.
    AGES, eons ago,
mama was sitting at home
with baby me and you
were out with friends, and out with
friends, out with them 
again—the pub, the cooler-curbed 
parking lot. She had to call 
you and beg, your buddies had to push 
you off the curb, 
but in the end you did
come home, and held me;
you hold.
    AGRICULTURE, and veterinary practice
and falconry
at  the campus down the way.
The moment school was ferried online
(or into McDonald’s parking lots for the countless
without high-speed internet)
the posts began. Peregrine on one hand
phone in other, imagined glass in third.
Thank God for wine,
for Moscow mules, thank 
God, thank the Lord, communion 
every hour.
    ANTHROPOLOGICALLY, 
alcohol was once a savior.
Water’s a tricky thing,
little particulates,
creatures, feces and dino spit.
Beer, however, makes sense.
Brewing takes 
time, takes grain and trial,
but in the end: something to ease 
the throat. Now, though,
    AVERT your gaze, your aging eyes,
from the store of glass.
In Texas this would be harder. In Texas,
beer is woven 
into the supermarkets; less 
patchwork, more twelve-year-old 
mending worn things.
We will go home instead, we will
watch the television
with our cups full— 
    ICE, in glass. In our home of four,
now strictly used for lime and 
seltzer water. Only
virgin drinks, thank God,
communion, repentance;
    ICE, on sidewalk. More
dangerous than our hypothetical



ice-used-for-evil.
We shuffled our feet
to the bus stop, to the shop,
we averted our gaze once more
and thanked our gifted masks
for hiding our hungry
mouths.
    IDIOSYNCRASY, which you spelled 
to me, wrong, 
on the topsy turvy drive to third grade. 
I recited it to my class letter 
for letter, just like you’d said.
The teacher told 
you after that I had done a bad 
job, and you said sorry, 
muffin, I’m sorry, I thought I had it right.
    INSURANCE, health. The last time
we had polytrauma family-wide, our fractured 
coverage refused to help 
a cent, wanted us to drive, delirious, 
hurting, five hours 
to the arid snowglobe of West Texas. Can’t help 
but wonder what we could’ve done
if something worse befell; windshield 
cookies, head on the steering wheel, et cetera.
you confessed
to me, once,
that you’ve driven through cityscapes, drive-thrus,
Chicago, Boise, past the Odessa Grande Hotel
with too many bottles in your throat.
    INSURANCE, dental. Waiting for it
to be of use. My wisdom
teeth are rotting in 
my mouth. My left cheek is swelling, slow,
I taste blood and filth, copper 
constantly. Debt and school 
and teeth, pick two, and we made
our choices. Not happily
but grinning nonetheless, tongue pressed 
to wound. Bearing it, 
for the sake of the wounded 
company, for the diploma, for God’s sake;
our coworkers and relatives,
constantly understandable on their crucifix
couches while Jeopardy’s on.
The advertisements, 
praying on this.
    INSURANCE, certain, personal.
Your arms are a safe place to land and vice 
versa, standing up on my tiptoes to rest 
my chin on your slumped-in shoulder peering
over at the Star Wars box sets. At the instructional 
DVDs, attempts at learning Texas 
Hold’em; all those card houses we couldn’t 
build right. Still 
we know the mechanics
of propping each other up.



No abasing. No abstraction, no holy 
words left to speak.


