
I’ve spent the past few weeks 


watching mold grow 


on stewed tomatoes, mourning 


their sweetness, the possibility of feeling 


the catch of the teeth of a serrated knife as 


I slice through them. I’ve been thinking about 


the serrated knife, a gift from my mother, 


designed for cutting 


meat I cannot afford and wouldn’t 


eat anyway. My vegan friend goes on


about the way meat rots and it only 


reminds me of my own body, the way 


the skin falls from my heels. 


Above the tomatoes 


is a photograph of my dog 


from above as she stood on my feet. 


How dizzying the angle in the frame, 


how comforting in the moment, how 


toxic everything might turn in time. 



