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Congratulations to NEATE
Poet-of-the-Year Victoria Nordlund

Carcinogenesis
By Victoria Nordlund

I read today that a mountain lion was found in Idaho

with a set of fully-formed teeth and whiskers

growing out of the top of its head.

Experts surmise that it could most likely to a teratoma.

And I never knew this was a thing,

that these tumors grow and wedges of cartilage, patches of hair,
pieces of liver and heart,

fragments of fingers and toes,

in the brain, or perhaps the stomach, of an unsuspecting ani-
mal, or human host.

A horror show of tangled vessel and bone.

And I imagine now that this monster doesn’t fancy itself a
mistake;

conceiving us as the malignancy stopping its growth.
Replicating its proliferating cells,

swelling out of our tissues,

laboring in our blood

to birth its own ideal.

Believing its mass is the source and summit of life.
Terminating our structures in order to deliver itself.

And when this parasitic bundle of parts, this

destruction disguised as creation

realizes it can never let our cord go, says,

“Maybe they won’t raze me if I make myself in their image.”
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Reading about Architecture with a Migraine
By Victoria Nordlund

“Beautiful buildings are more than
scientific ... they are true organisms,
spiritually conceived; works of art...”
Frank Lloyd Wright

I read today that Frank Lloyd Wright’s roofs leak too.

That rain spills into the organic curves of his soaring ceilings
That these fissures drip amidst a long list of structural failings.
That his houses required secret steel supports

because people just weren’t meant to live within waterfalls.
And the difference between architecture and construction

is that stone and brick and wood would have to sing.

But sometimes they aren’t always sound.

And [ am comforted by the inadequacy of his sacred spaces;
his unique symphony modified by durability, by utility.

I stare at the page and I am happy I can think this
through my unfocused fog, auric storm,

and drilling ache that has outstayed its welcome

in a well-designed lodging that’s now showing its cracks.
And I question the integrity of my ventral interior,

the aesthetic placement of my optic stalk,

the flawed sections of all my little rooms, and I wonder
how it still wonders, still creates

because despite this pain, thoughts keep forming, keep falling
like water through the shingles of this unsound

Home.
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