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[Door creaking and shutting.]

[Faint sounds of music with vocals and voices 
talking and laughing. Crickets chirping]

One of my favorite human words is homid.

Hooooo mid

This is the cadence humans use to lure their 
four-legged friends back into the fold.

Hooooo mid

It’s not to be confused with hominid which is 
another word for human aka flesh lump.

Hooooo mid

It is sometimes confused with the feeling of food. 
It fills the mouth with saliva and one must gulp to 
keep the saliva from coming out.

Coming out, coming in, and eating food are often 
confused for one another. Signals of pleasure 
get woven into the kind of web the spider uses 
to wrap her egg so it does not fall down. It seals 
these things into the mind, but it also makes 
them interchangeable:

A soft touch, a good taste, a human calling in the 
garden Hooooo mid. These are all good things.

“I wake in the morning to a claw pushed softly 
but firmly into my cheek. His eyes look very large 
and dilated in the morning dawn as he sucks the 
exhales from my lips and transforms them into 
purrs. “Hello my love,” I say rolling my body like 
a cave over his, pinning him down, feeling the 
vibration of his rib cage rattle into mine. But he 
slips out like water gushing through a metal grate 
to resume his sentinel post of soft insistence, one 
claw on the cheek, sometimes moving it down 
to the neck or up to the eye, putting pressure as 
needed. He swoops his forehead underneath my 
limp sleeping palm, “I know you like to pet me,” I 
can hear him thinking. We are all about our jobs 
in the morning.

In the evening when I come home late I see 
him jump up from his waiting spot under the 
overhang. Springtime in his step, he leaps up, 



and my heart leaps up to meet him, two deer 
bounding through a green meadow together.’”

I read all that history. Feline history and human 
history, all that history is embedded in the 
flesh of stones. Where the human sees granite, 
mica, and feldspar, I see my great great great 
grandfather slipping between the row of 
parked cars, sniffing out the rosemary leaves 
and decoding the complicated messages 
of shrubbery. I see the first cats coming on 
the boats across the sea where they were 
worshipped for their ability to flay. I see the first 
coming of the white humans to this land way 
across the sea. I know things I cannot possibly 
know because the stones told me. I know things 
I cannot possibly understand or care about, such 
as “the very first human killed by the Organization 
of Humans was just a boy.”

Hooooooo mid

You could say he was. At the age of 16 or 17 
Thomas Granger was strung up on the gallows 
and hanged “til he was dead.” Why? Because he 
did have buggery with a mare, a cow, two goats, 
divers sheep, two calves, and a turkey.

The strangest thing about flesh lumps is their 
obsession with genital nerves. This is a place 
on the body where nerves come together like 
cross-roads, and can be rubbed to emit pleasure, 
emulsions, expulsions, and other fluids that go 
on to say, So and So did This and That under the 
clementine tree. But flesh lumps want to take 
these bundles of nerves, these sensitive spots, 
and cut them off, or control them, they want to 
say you cannot rub this here or there, you cannot 
insert this here or there. There are so many rules 
about who can rub and how one can rub and 
when to rub, and for what end.

Yet she rubs me every day and every night. 
Pleasure flows through us like a ribbon wrapping 
us up in a Christmas bow. She will say, “oh my 
baby, oh my little one, how I love you,” and I 
will keep my body long and limp, flaccid and 
generous and innocent. Her nipple hardens as 
it grazes across my forehead, she flinches with 
thrilled surprise as my claw catches her arm with 
just enough menace, or my nose sniffs her holes 
that emit their rancid meaty scents.

Hoooooo mid



Oh no she’s not, she says. We are like father and 
son. We are Madonna and Child. There is no 
desire here only touching. Soft nerve endings, 
flesh and fur. I gaze into her face and think  
about how Thomas Granger was made to  
identify the mare, the cow, the two goats, the 
diverse sheep, the two calves, the turkey, all 
lined up, face to face. To other humans all the 
mares and cows looked the same. But Thomas 
said, “This is the one that I feed each day and 
comb with the bristle brush until her coat gleams. 
This is the one who knickers softly when she sees 
me coming up the hill, her mouth anticipating  
the taste of toasted oats and burnt sugar. This is 
the one I lifted the tail and plunged my penis  
into her soft wet opening like a mother’s 
homecoming kiss.”

Each gentle face he looked into and named, 
“This is one I loved.” And the blade passed over 
each beloved’s throat like a smile.

“Sometimes he brings me things he hunts from 
outside. Little presents, gifts. One day it was a 
mouse, last week it was a songbird, and once, a 
long time ago, a baby racoon, smaller than my 

thumb, the bandit’s mask already imprinted on its 
skin. He is a prince of his domain, powerful and 
glorious. When I see his speed and agility, his 
utter ferocity and cruelty, it thrills my soul. When 
he breaks their little bones with his teeth, one 
vertebrae at a time, I feel it in my teeth and in my 
spine. He shows me his love through his ability 
to kill. In the morning, when he purrs and gazes 
dreamily into my eyes, I hear him think, “The fact 
that I haven’t killed you but I could is proof that 
I love you, or that you are useful in some way to 
me.” I gaze back at him, my eyes clouded with 
love milk, “I love you too... so much,” and in these 
great swellings of love I feel the urge to stretch 
out his hindleg which looks just like a rabbit’s or a 
chicken’s and chomp down.

Yesterday he came bounding in with that fast 
upright trot I know means he’s caught something. 
“oh dear, what is it now, “ I sighed jumping up 
from my computer, and going to the killing rug 
where he slowly dismembers his victims limb by 
limb. Yet the strange furless fleshy object had 
no limbs but wriggled there like a malformed 
thought, like a fetus or a worm, blinded by the 
sun.



He held it carefully in his jaws, with just enough 
pressure to frighten it into a frantic wiggle, but 
not enough to break the skin. Slimy, he released 
it and passed it from paw to paw. When I came 
close to examine the strange legless, furless 
creature, he swiftly grabbed it into his mouth and 
carried it under the bed where I could hear him 
crumpling it deep into the night.”

[Yawn.]

When I was born I had such an appetite that I 
ate my brother. Later I also ate my mother and 
then when no one was left, I waited for humans. 
I knew there was a trade off to Going Inside. Like 
Thomas Granger Went Inside the mare, Going 
Inside the Human House was its own kind of 
transgressive penetration. Houses and bodies are 
not meant to mix. If you mix them, you risk that 
someone carves a smile on your neck, or on your 
balls, as it was in my case.

[Panting.]

Sometimes I wonder what it is they harvest from 
me. Sometimes I feel as if there is a small packet 
of flesh that has been implanted into my stomach 
from a little seed they insert into the hole in my 
balls.

Every year she brings me in a car to a man who 
puts tubes and probes into the cut where my 
balls were once round and firm. The tube sucks 
and sucks the ball juice and the packets of flesh 
out of me. Afterwards I have a weird smell and I 
feel so tired.

[Soft synthesizer music.]

It is a supreme mystery that the lanky teens and 
the mama cats with the low bellies and the big 
head boys all ponder in unison. Where does the 
ball juice go? No one knows. But I think ball juice 
is sent down the hole in the yard with the metal 
grate over it. It’s right by the rosemary bush. You 
can sniff down into that dank, dark pipe and see 
liquid flowing to some nameless end. It smells 
like ball juice, and herbs, and rotten things.



[Tinkling sounds]

I think it flows to the center of the earth which is 
hot and blood-like, it murmurs and rumbles like 
the sounds inside the flesh lumps when I rest my 
head against their chests.

[Radio playing Purina 1 catfood commercial and 
mariachi music.] [Laughter.]
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[Crickets chirping.]

[Faint sounds of music with vocals and voices 
talking and laughing.] [Door creaking and 
shutting.]

The flesh lumps called me WG, short for White-
n-Gray, but you coulda also called me Blue- 
Green on account of the heterochromia, my 
striking eyes, that no one could resist.

I lived on that vomit-stained porch for eleven 
years, though I roamed for the first nine. 
The cafeteria got better the longer I stayed. 
Sometimes they even had goat milk shakes in 
the summer and chicken paté. The guy on the 
corner would break out a pack of hot dogs now 
and then.

I had my lives. I saw the rise and fall of Tormatun, 
aka Gray-n-White, not to be mistaken for me, 
White-n-Gray, but he had a fluffy bib of white fur 
that his fat neck—his fat gray neck—just sank into 

like your typical football bully. And he ruled the 
block from years one to three, but old Bushy Tail 
eventually triumphed, and he had to go.

The little priss who was my nephew, always in a 
tuxedo—the genderqueer one—I liked him more 
when he was tiny and I could hump his ass into 
submission. He had that whole house but still 
liked to come and hang out on my porch and 
sniff the piles that were left for the ants.

Every night when the flesh lumps were sound 
asleep, I’d hear the whirring sound of the 
spaceships coming down, and they would unload 
the boxes made out of glycerin bioplastic that 
melted into the asphalt. Inside were things that 
looked like coyotes, but they were inhabited by 
parasitic robots that controlled them, and they 
roamed the Altadena streets, not looking for 
opossums or cats or anything, but for data. Data. 
One time Skilz, my opossum buddy, mistook a 
real coyote for a glycerin coyote, and he almost 
got ate. I ran in and gave it the ole one-two, and 
after that he was indebted to me for half of a life. 



I was a good debtor, though; I always shared a 
leftover ant-covered pile with him now and then. 
Sometimes gave ’em to the glycerin coyotes, too.

The night I disappeared, the flesh lumps across 
the way were playing their noodly dad music, and 
the other house was blasting some of theirs; it 
was like battle of the bands. I saw the tail end of 
Whooody—the one they call Bright Orange, who 
I made babies with in the spring. And I thought, 
“Now what is she doing going under that fence?” 
So, I upped and followed her. Down dark there 
was not the usual rosemary and aster shrub, 
not even the bin-bin line with the skunk smell-
smells, but a whole different kinda paneling. It 
was soft like a new moss that pushed back under 
one’s feets and dark-dark like the moonless 
light when the streetlamp flickers off. Strange, 
I thought. “Whooody,” I called, but she gave no 
meow, just crickets.

[Crickets chirping.]

Then shit called—my shit—and I had to answer 
because that’s the way of shits usually. You know, 
like if you’re like me, and you’ve had gut troubles 
for the last many years—all those hot dogs, they 
were good though, you know. Uh, you gotta go 
when it says you gotta go. So, I hunched up over 
a soft, mossy spot—there was no cover to hide 
in—and I let the shit ripple through my spine. 
Felt like a tube of uncooked sausage would 
never end; that shit just kept on coming, kept 
on coming. I swear it was minutes, minutes of 
sausage. Then I turned to pinch the tip off, and I 
looked over my shoulder, and I saw that the shit 
wasn’t shit but was a worm god. He had a top hat 
and a deck of cards, and he said, “Pick one, pick 
one, pick one,” so I picked one. It was the nine 
of hearts. Woulda gotta coulda gotta a king, but 
he said, “Yep, one, two, three, four, fix, six, seven, 
eight, nine, nine lives. Time’s up.” And he opened 
his jaw, his mouth, his huge maw that had no 
hinge—coulda swallowed a Buick in there—and 
uhh, last I saw were his fine-tooth comb teeth.



I was surprised it was the nine of hearts, though. 
Coulda been the nine of spades. But this last year 
was a year of love, and I was loved and I did love, 
my life.

[Crickets chirping, voice singing.]
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