
Summaries of a Sun-kissed Body 

My life project is sun exposure.  

 

I want to live on the center strip of the Second Spanish Republic’s vibrant flag. And I wonder 

“if only every day were a session of sand and citric rays”. At night, I wish to sit upon an open 

porch in the light of the cheese-wheel moon and mid-century street lamps to drink sweating 

beer while smog and tweed radios zap me to sleep.  

 

Warmth is what we all seek, and so I am not alone in these desires. Often, we find the 

homeostatic craving for snug human radiance, in its strictly social, and in its fleshly 

manifestations, a sauna simply too irresistible.  

 

When we bark at one another through voids and vats, so much is already mailed off in 

mellow manila envelopes of heliacal sound, despite any distance between us. And with 

separation rightfully extricated out from under us, what was only telepathic becomes 

physiological, and we enjoy presence like lemon drops served at corner store counters.  

 

There we may find the flower most worthy of spotlight in the sunflower. Not only do its 

petals evoke the flames of a hearth and a sunscape all, but it shares a name with the latter. Do 

not be too easily fooled into an ignorance that would suggest our humble ball of stellar fire 

and the aforementioned yellow bloom are unrelated. For fusion sees helium made there and 

mouths fed here on Earth.  

 



True in vivo worship is to prop up a bright orange chaise lounge in the floating glare of a 

pool patio or summer lakefront, its reflectivity wafting up in waves like baked-goodness from 

open oven doors.  

 

Even oil is a go-to emollient for people sick with this heat stroke. Butter slathers well over 

frying pans to make two sunny-side-ups. While, submitted to a certain ardor, petrol fancies 

this planet a greenhouse. In other contexts still, it bids welcome to the blaze of another’s 

innards.  

 

Yet, debate still  abounds concerning what climate most optimizes appreciation of the 

swelter.  

 

Winter sees swaddling and calefaction systems sucking water from the air, which in turn 

creates indoor conditions propitious for chocolate chip cookies that melt onto pinkish 

tongues. Even so, I myself built effigies out of snow as a child, taunting some solar deity I 

hadn’t met in hopes of an ever earlier spring.  

 

Perhaps, I will on some distant day renovate a school bus to begin winding down toward 

life’s end, or instead sell bananas to the whole state of Florida with my golden retriever, 

named after his grandpappy: Huitzilopochtli.  

 

And I will die-asleep of melanoma, surrounded by space heaters and the crock-pot ofrendas 

of forever friends.  

 


