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You wish you had been born from your father’s
head. Like Athena. When you picture Athena
in the womb of Zeus'’s skull, you picture her
_-»-/ in a hollow red room with no corners. You picture

her curled in a ball and growing larger, fully clothed

with battle gear, spear stuck behind her father’s eye,

a migraine pulsing. When you picture your own

father’s head, you picture it crowded. But you could

have curled around the deep-set grooves of gray matter,

your tiny hands pressed against his frontal

cortex and into his dreams. And when you were ready,

you could have stood on your shoed feet and pushed

up and hard with rhythmic contractions until your father,

unable to take it any longer, found a way

to open himself and let you out. You think about this

often. In the back of your own mind, dark and polluted,
:. you can feel a tumor growing. One that will ripen and mutate,
killing you slowly, and with little effort.
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